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The Sacred Book of Four Thousand 
by Srirama Bharati 

Nalavira Divva Prabandham is a Tamil work ot antie|uiry revered 
bv Sri-Vaishnavas as God’s own word, spoken through the 
poetry of Alvar Saints. It was compiled by Sri \athamuni 
(9-1 Oth Century AD) anil offered to the lord of Srirangam 
as worship through music and dance, a performing art form 
which still survives in the temple tradition of Araiyar Sevai. 
The work is also recited as a chant, singly or antiphonally, as 
part of temple worship. 

In its long history of over a thousand years, Divya 
Prabandham has been enriched by a succession of revered 
Acharyas whose Vyakhyanas or literary expositions in 
Manipravala or Sanskritised Tamil have been a source of 
abiding inspiration and joy for the Tamil world. Now for the 
first time, the work can be read and understood by all in 
English as well. 

Srirama Bharati, who hails from a distinguished family 
of scholars, has a proven mastery over both Tamil and English. 
Drawing richly from the traditional interpretations, he has 
written with admirable clarity, adding to it his own rare insight 
into the mystic psyche of the Alvars. 

Srirama Bharati is also a teacher and performer of Araiyar 
Sevai. Elis stage performances, as well as his earlier book, 
“Araivar Sevai: Theatre Expression in Sri Yaishnava Worship”, 
have been widely acclaimed all the work! over. His songs, 
available in audio cassettes, are heard and enjoyed in almost 
every Sri-Vaishnava home. This book is a fruition of twenty-five 
years of his delving into the Alvar experience, and his deep 
passion for sharing that experience with one and all. 
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General Invocation 


.3Fg,6Tuionriib».ifTii> 

r*>nig> uj n (ip <an i/)£>ujtnnu> 
<^6T\<a)4»,n^mruj unuj»b5>t»u> 

Gij£>C&\ ufTiisi jrjriLb 

I bow to the lineage of Gurus beginning 
with the lord of Sri, through 
Nathamuni and Yamunachaiya, down 
to our own Acharya Ramanuja. 

j (^ir^eTvinnoibi ><Ttb 

ujjsjjj) C&OiQ m^ujirruf. 
cg $ '*> 1 /cv»g\j i_j unujfb5>nix> 

Gu»bG§> i JfjLDi tijnib 

I bow to the lineage of Gurus beginning 
with our own Guru, through the king 
of ascetics, Ramanuja upto the husband 
of Lakshmi. 

Qjr'on>/kdft»^ ^iTG-n^Vif^uiib •!»m itfiGuj 
Q\ rnfl GiirtA GijajfTGru (jpg>nij 4>ng>dj)\b 
•nrT^|iTiuGnjibcf\>Gvit^»i_ fraGlfaGii 

ifTC^^) 3)2 >GYjlD. 

I surrender to Sri Nathamuni the 
famous compiler ot Saint Satakopan’s 
Word exuding the sweetness of poetry, 
and leading to transcendence of 
thought. He holds the two Talas, 
cymbals, in his hands. 

Cu*rt u£jm.r»n6r) q,4>ir» (rr^in 

cii hi tIj ifi it Gun ft si\i &) fj n fcodfl ^ Gm n 111 

GicGiv 

^GtMLDtftf^G'jniT Ufl»61lG^rTGK>UJ 

ij'Tldt^j^gtuu iflfjQciKJTGrr <'7n6o'3ur> 

UJJl i&Cuj. 


I surrender to Sri Ramanuja the 
ocean of compassion who strove for 
the lord’s feet as the only worthwhile 
possession and discarded all else as 
lightly as a blade of grass. 

IO|T<S,n '.SlgjIT lL|6U.2,UJCTlJa5>UjrT cfilL-l^lcKi 
smiToni) ujC®ai t£lutCins, uvjjjjGnujiTQtnih 
Qljb iu utu u.i ft,: 06vi iG^lt cy^GnrTiSifjrriDUj 
u fj Got, n t: lii'l Qp if/ti n. 

I bow at the feet of the Vakula-adorned 
Saint Satakopan for whom the lord 
alone was mother, father, wife, 
children, wealth and all else. He is 
our clan's master. 

U./Sio axgdvfl ir,g»nq,train «juj liiIl jbirg, 
ui?,u*^lOTutTti 0cuC<tAi; Gu.itT<til .nrinmirit, 

'Jttjnisiftifl GfJgOj! ijirffitteu iu^]T,0n 

dilortnrv, 

y£>n<?> • jrjnrsj0fi^ip^lii> l’i q formula, tTCTinfi) 

r£)g>U-‘ib. 

I worship everyday (the Alvars) 
Bhutam, Saras (Poykai), 
Mahadahvaya (Pey), Bhattanatha 
(Perivalvar), Sri (Andal), Bhaktisara 
(Tirumalisai Alvar), Kulasekara, 
Yogivahana (T i r u p p a n a 1 v a r), 

Bhaktanghrirenu (Tondaradippodi), 
Parakala (Tirumangai Alvar), 
Yatindra Misra (Sri Ramanuja) 
and Srintat-Parankusa - Muni 
(Madurakavi - Satakopan 
Nathamuni trio.) 
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THE SACRED BOOK / Divya Prabandham 


The Sacred Works of 
Sri Vishnuchitta 

Periyalvar Tirumoli 

Invocation 

(3>l3tiP«>U> &rz,£o,u.J uiriram Ccug,fT<sjr 
2 } 1 u£\ urfla,6uugii) anu>: 

■SGn^rjiii rv.ng>6ruuj 

GTlj nOffylTg) 

^Cu$Gvjfl,u 1 £ )l /, cffdvcnji ld 

2>iDnfil, 

I praise Vishnuchitta who spoke the 
truth of the Vedas though he had never 
learned from the Guru’s mouth, who, 
blessed by the celestials, won the prize 
the king had offered, who became the 
father-in-law of Ranganatha himself 
t liough Andal. He is the crown-jewel 
of the Brahmanas. 


) SjtTCJTfTlV Q,, p 

CT ffiir Q IT) FT ( n-} «9> fT SG 

0nGbr<tft n f, jjculo i^iqCcsrrTii) 

(jpcjrffyr 

^'if'UD'S.ar.dr CT«T ! r > ,c i r, a: 2 > Ca-Tu): 

uStraflj) (\n,t 

uiOmmh O^C.0 

We adore the lotus-feet of those w 
peak even once the words, ‘He w 

siini P p Ze l ^ U ' S l ^ C ' e 8 er >d of t 
SanH nya T ar ° f ^rivilliputtur 

hearfsTb^ ls > and this in c 

nearts, abandon our lowly ways. 

""SWT,quid, Clftnora,, „ L /. . , • . Q 

' u u«-> -frulgrrc 

;: a 7 CT . ip-. 

of PatSir^-S 0 p ed at - the am ' 

the priest , — w j 


became Periyalvar, — who spoke so 
eloquently from the Sastras, quoted 
profusely from the Vedas and claimed 
the prize, — may his adorable feet 
be our love. 

1.1 / Glory be / Tiruppallandu 

Pallandu, Adiyomoduni | C^vtibbira Natu \ 
Khanda Cbapu, Adi 

uCutunOTnGl t jGvcuacrat^l ucvftjau‘]la,'ft)^> fIc ^ 3T (t’ 1 
i i Gu(»/h n iq it) a (J ii>, 

•DCUCufTSWi. ^OTinC^rTCTT tX>60.lflQJ63 : aT^3T^^ , SL.07T 

r *<9GUl4 DdJCiicfi) 

Many years, many years, many 
thousands of years and many 
hundred thousands more. Gem - hued 
Lord with mighty wrestling 
shoulders, your red lotus feet are 
our ruluge. (1) 

^oqCuinCmnQii) »£• «tt rrT^I ii> iSlfflcfDejrrf? 

, I'm, u9 fjtb i icOcorr gw ; 

Gi'tQffnnoj Hpc^rciicvj !f»n»ri9cjflGV< tflf njp&ldrn) 
u6vj6viiT6aijT( ; 

CiUQCunnrCdHT^ €u6us>&j<anrDiUU> " 
t-J 60 it £99? j 

UC.T%uCufTIT (&(#) (Jpipfb»(fl)ljb^U jn<&)0 
(i 63Tfc'jfl UJ ^ip cb l J 6U 6U n 655P C l_ . 

To the bond between us, many and 
many a thousand years. To the dainty 
lady resting on your manly chest, many 
and many a thousand years. To the 
fiery orb discus adorning your right 
shoulder, many and many a thousand 
years. To the conch Panchajanya that 
strikes terror in the battlefield, many 
and many a thousand years. (-) 

Valaipattu, Edunilatiil I Danyasi | Adi 

GumjerC i il‘_ f.,* 'Cl^ ftierftld e\> 

,Ij4.15.T!(ip j> 'otff.ns.fl'l Rei’. 

■W) ipfr.; ,,C <rih,ihsr 

c«jisfil«sOi ii^ai^ 1 ®''" ni “' 
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VISHNUCHITTA’S WORKS / Tiruppallandu 


GjLp< tlL nguii> ut^luiSlCcurui) t&n njj&ffir 
@aira,agjii sump .gGuransna, 
ufry>fT6TTrTAij usul Gun(TC)£>fTcp0>(0)U 
UGUCVJfTffTJT^ a«.fpl^jGlD. 

You that stand and suffer life, come ! 
Accept talc paste and fragrances. We 
shall not admit into our fold those 
who are slaves of the palate. For seven 
generations, pure hearted, we have 
sung the praises of Kodanda Rama 
who launched an army and destroyed 
Lanka, the demon's haunt. (3) 

(^p<3TOTTii> Guf&gn 

crrnijACTT (^ipaih M(£)£>$) 

<3ffv tDCn(y3CiT)L-U?(T(9)CTT! CU0li)Oulu£1 

cur£,j2,i <o*n. 

£>63T0>r$iL» rbCpinn 
2>nrjrruj63innuj QqjG3T(T)j 
i jn(^a)or(ipcriL- u u#>£>0CTT6Tfn! cjjfbgjj 

UCOCUfTtfWT^ dJ«Y JiJ l/)lCfT5T . 

Before you place your trust on infirm 
ground, come! Join us! O, Like-hearted 
men, give up your temporal aims 
and join us quickly! Let town and 
connin' resound with the chant ‘Namo 
Narayanaya’. Ye Devotees who wish 
to sing, come! Join us in singing 
Pallandu. (4) 

Andakkulain, Endaitandai | 
Kalyam | Adi 

,il\GT8U *• 

^GJraTtfiDt <*» ( <p)6o0j<fr>2> 'hGf'Gncbg) 

* »5>«96ST @)(*T 01(0^0) i 

QgjnfaJJTTt A 06U£>$<.O fi_ CTTCI^t! 611035,1^ 

rv,mr>ir* 0^*tcucoi u 

i icwjT^r*i .4. (.*^6vi4>».'.T>g>4i ' ii*’>Guncyirr(h 1 

I i<^Gomi5lg4>0,rTOT;fT( *? CTCJTiflCCTT. 

Asserting his supremacy over all 
creation, as Hrsikesa, he destroyed 
the clannish Asuras and Rakshasas. 
O Devotees, revere his feet, chanting 
the thousand names. Give up your old 


connections and ways and sing ‘Many 
thousands of years, Pallandu’. (5) 

6Tfi)Gir>5) £f)fT>6in^ 5)*^ 

Cy^gjLjUGST 

6Jlj)LJlQ.fttT6U Qg>ni_f^)<£Q 

Gu&g )j ciJi^lcui^ ^ilQtfujd^csrCiTjrruD; $0 
G6iJfT6yyr5) 

<£Hfbi£lujib GufT^lGM «^rflaj0 GUfTtft 
^rflcmuj ,^ t l£)£>2>G\JtfiDC3TU 

Ufb^GDGJT J^gu uGVJ6V>fTOTJT(^l LJCUGVjrTuSlg^) 
£>nGJ3T Q|_C3T(T)j U7@gjlGlD. 

My father’s father’s father’s father 
and his grandfather before him, over 
seven generations have performed 
service to the lord. In the asterism of 
Sravanam, at dusk, the lord came as 
the man-lion and tore apart the foe. 
End your suffering, join us! Sing ‘Many 
years, many thousands of years 
Pallandu’ (6) 

Tiyir, Neyyidai \ Kuntalavarali | 
Adi 

$u5)ri} OunoSliClGiitr) Oa^a., n .jijyJil 
<£la>y> 1 <p(5>'3i>A0>0g>!d?63T 
Ca,nu9fi) inr^iunGcu Cp>n}rr3j633T(7Jl 
(2)icnOju> ^uClaiijiQciiCipnib, 
iDffujij QufT(ffjUCinL G>jrTCT3T©nG3T ^uSlgg, 
Gg,irt£ff>ii> Qurifl 

• iruja a>iprr)fAlu siicv’jcuiTGpiAjajij 

uci>6vjrT<ay3T(j)l a« nji^iGn). 

Branded with the shape of the radiant 
discus blazing with the brilliance ot 
fire we stand and serve, generation 
after generation. For him who swirled 
the discus over Bana — who was 
waging a war of illusion, — and 
made his thousand shoulders bleed, 
we sing Pallandu. (7) 

QfT>iuil9«ni it-. 60cvGas t a G^rrojun ipiu^,,tpiD 
Oc«T6).l<9,(i/Mb 

art A 4> < 'M7u_n_b i i,Gl<,-ontrr( ►-,! 

<*?> fTSji (<fF.6o3' i C\>fbpii) 
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OlDiuuSIl. (>)GucuCg.nfT ^rT|T,^(y)tb 

V>) GiJ GTT <(0 u51 (T ■S^cBcbSlJGV.GX) 

^<TiUU46^ni Q<g>ITlaUJ j 

li coojrrcjiyri^l &gi. t^gi/Cgst. 

The lord gives me good rice food with 
Ghee, and privileges of attendance. 
Betel leaf and Arecanut, ornaments 
for the neck and ears and fragrant 
Sandal paste to smear. He purges 
my soul. He has the Garuda bird,' — 
foe of the hooded snakes, — on'his 
banner; for him I sing Pallandu. (8) 

UdutUi, Ennal | Punnagavarali | Adi 


a-G'a&js. s-ffinsmba, J0 OT 
‘mG'S&i* awasgjiEraiQ 
OanQaa 

QsfT®rm_rra>GsTtnii) 

^0S.S iWaa^uiu, £l & g,£ls, <£)(<*> 
Gsunasra ii'cijsfilipsSlaj 
U0a s anus, 2>ns,sr,ffin!T0 usfrofl 

v.l<5>rr673T, 

ucocurrcroiQ ■ssvq^C.d. 


° [; orci reclining on the hoodec 
sna 'e, we wear the yellow vestment.' 
you wear and discard. We eat the 
rood offered to you. We wear the 
■-oven Tulast flowers you wear and 
1SCai and rejoice. Keeping watch 
over the ways of the world, you 
appeared in the asterism of Sravanam. 

Jo you we sing Pallandu. (9) 


*'**''*’ STliQu © u3n «, a-OTaOTi,® 
lbfv,rrC gtt C 3 

«£, Cl ^ <*«**©*« 

5 -©Ell a-iiijjg.g,, fl.nara, 

* °^r y ,"® 161 ® $<& *#*> 1 * 4 # 

eg, aonajU] 

su * u "* w ® *» .juaiCui, 

M y Lord! The A , 

your bonded serfs,'that very day* 


entire clan found its refuge and salvation, 
see! You appeared on that auspicious da}' 
in Mathura city, destroyed Kamsa’s 
arsenal and danced on the head oi the 
five-hooded snake, Pallandu to you.(l 0) 

A lvalakkon rum \ Bhairavi | Adi 

^SWe.HGjllfl.4 G^CTTIQjlfjlGVJu'.'* .-£* Cp^L. 14 UJIT 

C=£f>nGTi r £^L5j)«Dfrcun’g}jfbJ l ‘?)S3T 
'ri^J 6 UGjjG'V»<^uj CtjrrGXJ, ^(njlDffCcu! rV> rr ©J u ' 1 
sL-ffijrAf^u ULp^i^Coujcrjr; 
jv.G’OoJc-'ir'-ffcu'fTGvj jT.Uajrf t-,- rirn, 'lirym L. jni s \ 
ff>rTiDLD LJfcL‘ ua®l» 

Ljgugug<n 4 h u-fngyjii) u 

t. 1 GO GVfl S5HJT (j-^l 8€l g}jGijC B '-'5T . 

My lord Tirumal! Like the faultless 
chief of Kottiyur Selvanambi, a 
mountain of respectability, I am an old 
faithful servant of yours. Chanting 
Namo Narayana and other names in 
myriad ways with all my power, O Pure 
One, I sing Pallandu to you. (11) 

PalLmdenrn | Surati | Adi 

L/GVCUrT 6731^1 1 .l> 3 Tfr)| U IJiS^GtfTU LJfJ 

(*ifj l. uj. 6 iy> uj & oncuhi&ib ii> 

QSlGUG'jrTCy.lTi HG7T fb, <£1* GiD 63T Gtl Q>V 6 \jl Lj jgs/T d 

<sSL* (*y 

efri('rr 7 LDlSIlli CtanGu 

f^bucuntryffroli GTJrgj fbsfildTpGO>auund r^>CuD ^ 
fbj f 7 fj IT IJ I GiJiTI ITUJ Ci) QIG3TM}) 

UGuGurrcjinf^lib u rj id rT#, to csy 

6)&>0ilGliO LJOJCOrTSTiTTCl-.. 

These words were uttered with love 
by Villiputtur’s Vishnuchitta, wishing 
‘Pallandu’ for the pure lord, the large- 
hearted one, wielder of the Sarnga 
bow. Those who enjoy singing this 
and surround the lord at all ll,TU “ > 
chanting ‘Namo Naravanaya’, for them 
too, this good year, Pallandu. (1 -) 

Alvar’s Lotus Feet our Refuge 
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1.2 / The Birth of Sri Krishna 

Vatina Madangal \ Mobana \ Rupakam 

sion tiiash ijjIyjavCff.iTilm uj,n 

r^, ldvSI 

ir t eirm / jin:j"uj 6- spit got ii> sr^Qii^n /^rr<>i9L .A 
acrarOTiejr i_ipn)E)Lb {baj&gil c3HCt'Xi: 

^.uSl j)Cp. 

When the lord Sri Krishna Kesava was 
born in Tirukkouiyur ot beautiful 
mansions they spilled oil and turmeric 
powder on one another, slushing the 
portico of Krishna’s house. (1) 

£? 0 lajrrir. <^untr. a. '*it. 

_b * (7^1 q i n ii, rKiiit^nr-^T craj ,-t-«-^, trri?T 

ct$Ti nil 

u^(7^6ur^^#,^G^ ? ^) ucvtucyiff) Osvii-' ry$3Tfp> 
nlift 1^,10 ^s^uSlfrj/pj ^^uj.ul j(TiqC*UJ. 

They ran and fell, then rose and 
greeted joyously, asking, “Where is 
our lord?” Singers, dancers and 
drummers everywhere thronged 
the cowherds’ hamlet. (-) 

ii_&.m_LJL9tnr<jpsn 

^rr^j ^^gunn, i~|<*(£)U (*urrgdQjfT»T; 
^y ( J nn tp;Gl,6'jr CfF>n ^SUCinCU 
A ’ n «wr, ^l(fT,Ct,-unc,75T5)g,rTirfT s^eo/th, 

GTfcTTL i n itaCctt . 

Soon after the protected child was 
horn, they poured into the nursery to 
sec him, and came out saying, “He 
has no match!", “He shall rule the 
Earth!", “Tiruvonam is his star! (3) 

s_f^OTuj (tf fblD^b^ii £li»iniru 

^gl ®l IT IT, 

jEjfQlGrTjiij ufTcO ^uSlr ifjiTGUO)n it . 

0*1$ (oliDGST <2H<£\ip0} ^GTiGnShfrl 

gi nil ib 

$|nSlsL| ^H^tiKdbOTiT ^liiuunio ,S» 1 ,UiGrj• 


The cowherd-folk poured out good 
milk, curds and Ghee from the 
rope-shelf, overturned the empty 
pots in the portico and danced on 
them tossing their dishevelled hair, 
and lost their minds. (4) 

0<mtgwtu 0nens-if!\ Census, QcstiFj'iDtyjj, 

■JB^sTiSTiq , ur 51 GuineiT>GU^ dnjJSi5T2>5)IT, 
6&673Tl_ ^f63TCTT UGUoStc»T|T } 

n Q^ii'iunijqOTrrTn. 

Forest-dwellers came pouring in, with 
teeth as white as the fresh Mullai 
blossom, wearing woven bark cloth, 
carrying a staff, an axe, and a sleeping 
mat woven from screwpine fibre; 
they smeared themselves with Ghee 
and danced. (5) 

GITIiSdlti) •‘SITWIIO 4?5.L-IT0 
£fH iuj .i'j i J 1 ill(6T,<!JGnnGU 

<ioui fb n tziiifd . 
CyiQII.no fl.GJ.JTl ITGIT tSlGlT6JTGTT 

Gii r ll| G 6n. 

She washed her child in a bathtub 
gently stretching his arms and legs. 
Then she opened his month to clean 
the longue with a piece of tender 
turmeric, and saw the seven worlds 
in his gaping mouth. (6) 

jTT btfUv" . i.fhdi tDt f*>£U6U FTT 

^Ujn I ^GUCUiiSfl, ^(TTjfbdgjIUQJLb; 

unuj £n 2L_CT’i u i urnJTi | C_Giru-U • incv- ftcrr 
IDffU.l63T GTGSTfQ! LDdQfp'65T* U>n0>C{J. 

When the other good ladies saw 
the Universe in his mouth, they 
exclaimed with glee, “this is no 
ordinary cowherd-child, but the 
blessed lord himself, endowed with 
all the auspicious qualities”. (7) 

U<i,j3l 'V.ITIgtMO Ih, li-fl ..'l.jV mi JTjITGTT. 

^i1(»Tl^tL|LC' fUillOfTlit T.'h'Ttv} *^5! . 
lGS>£?i LOn IDtotJ"* »•» • (fHITfljili I LT)lV>^h€tI>'o7? 

£• 0v£MTS3TlD OtfLUiKi 2_4l 3 li,<EB..-OT!T ^,U iGn. 
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After ten days and two, the cowherds 
erected festooned pillars on all four 
sides then lifted the child from the 
cradle, singing “The-prince-who- 
lifted-the-wild elephants-mountain- 
against-a-hailstorm!” (8) 


QgrrCi^sO Tlifluj 

Cl fh n sit crfl Gxj , fifths, 

«s©-5>^)0 a-gasCg, 

i£l@*g, jgcurranujiurrcu GusoSlfbC&cjr, 

njjft ntu 

Lay him in the cradle, and he kicks 
like it would break; take him to the waist, 
and he clings like a wrench; hold him in 
front and he trounces the belly. I can bear 
it no more. Ladies, I am exhausted! (9) 

OskQjbso siiujiA, 

rr i_«x). 

^frrjffTOTOTT &&& (S».0<b5><snm 
iSfflrg,! ^nco sfilcQilg.asjr 

urargjj urtL.su cucucurriT*^ gieuc^cu 

uhojCld. 

These sweet songs of Vishnuchitta 
who wears the bright Vedic thread 
spea of the birth of the eternal lord 
at ay ana in famed Tirukkottiyur, 
surrounded by fertile paddy fields. Those 
who master it will gather no sin. (10) 

L 3 / Toe-to / head Adoration 

Seetakkadal | Punnagavarali \ Tisram 

^ ,Cn ^UPgU e?H«jtC51 Cacurf.1 

Gura>a * »»«» ***** 

«***+* MC* ucc/ll" 1 ' 

r\ r , , ftltcorfCrj ! 

see. Here Ke'^r’ C ° me here and 
C 1$ lhe darl >ng child which 


nectar-sweet Devaki gave to the coiffured 
dame Yasoda. See the innocent child 
grab his foot and suck his toe! (1) 

'i-PS>giJi-D tDSojflujib <ruu9rj^ipii> ^<£rrOur7OT'fg)i!Jj 
gjg>£)u ^^ncuuQuiij^nrbCufTcO, 

ftrrcsrfCa. 

ojfbgji •sbrTGTnfCrj 1 

Bright forehead Ladies, come here 
and see the gem-hued lord’s feet, full 
with ten little toes like pearls, garnets 
and diamonds set in gold all over.(2) 

uStrx^mgjG^rrffn ^cn unco umurbjg)) 

CT) 1 *h rr f^j €»r>o> 

^terror£>£,) -^17 2_6rmr^ <£l». £>£> 

& GTTCFiGn 

(Turn £h0i rrGlSl GU 1 ' C1J <?T 0\ €<T' GTT fQ <aJT IT) 1 

A6tncOTT<5i(5srT6u g}(nyrb&)6)jn AnasafCg. 

ifhnfflcin^LiS’fTf ciifb^ji .jbfT^nCrj 1 

Beautiful Ladies, come here and see, 
this child sleeps after sucking from the 
milk-laden breasts of a young slender 
Gopi of bamboo-like arms. His two 
feet are adorned by silver anklets. (3) 

s> jpjbg,fTGTT r^rpiOrbiu 6^>Cij'Tn g>i_ rr 2_<S3TJT6tfi3T. 

(P rf) sfl 6irr ff bit rr-nQQ , <ni£lsu 

UDgj^lCST 

Ljipri, ^nibtjfTeo <£> 00 , utu^j^fTcO 
(jpipfb5,/T^n , gMSfr&Gun f 

(tp^l<»0(Lp63‘iGmj?M G»fbg)f ^iiGin^Cg ! 

Full breasted Ladies, come here and 
see the beautiful knees of this child. 
He ale the butter from every pot. 
so painstakingly collected by his 
unfortunate mother, and incurrec 
her wrath. When she pulled him up 
and threatened him with a churning 
rope, he cringed away in fear! H) 
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iSlrDr^<£luj Cuiuscfl <5.«noj5>gjj 

£2_ G33T14 L. (>}1 

2_'D r ^(£)GlJ f T63T GunGcU <£ll_(b0> ,@0 

61 6TT 6iD 6TT 

LD'Dib Q,5,fTCTT ^'gejafiujcar LDruVcDcu opcir 

£ «JJT 1_fT CJT 

(&)!D ^ CDCTT 6U]7}& jj &t (T <7T<!?G fj, 

(2)65lQpeiDCU»i5lT? OJf£)0jJ 3>fT633?Cg ! 

Ladies of risen breasts, come here 
and see the thighs of this child, who 
drained the bright ogress Putana's 
breasts with relish and lay like a sleeping 
child. Long ago he tore apart the hate- 
filled chest of Hiranya Kasipu. (5) 

lD$g)6i fT>rpj tf)l<9iGg)Suri 5>li)(tp6im_5 

^S>0)\b 61 ffl IU nO) C8>Gu£\<b<z& 6UuSlfbiD^«0 
1^ ug>g>rTU) G^f>it r^lut 

<^<5*5,631 

C y>jbib& <@01bg><airc tf>nGira?Gg. 

; ip^i1ipfK6ir>5jlL*?(^! QJ £>5jJ &> fT CsUU^G g ! 

Softly smiling Ladies, come here and 
see the balls of this child Achyuta, born 
on the tenth day from Hastam, front 
the womb of Devaki, dear to Vasudev 
who owns might} - elephants. (6) 

,g;0fbi67-*A iDgx&crflp rr-nA*Q<^n3Q)«Db3Tu 
t -J0Ph»«l1>' • l I ($ &) &il &> Cl &•. (^1 tfp>(^1lb 

I 1 TJ Ifl bifT flt tn)I 

Cl«b0fbj0 , ,6)itftT(jfab G'Ttirrp.nQ^uii (ipg>&iLD 
lD0«^j0id £|}0fb<£Gnn &, g, 

uu ^ gxi i^Gx'j'nl QjiTjgj) AffcsaTCg ! 

Bright forehead Ladies, come here 
and see the waist-lace of this child, 
threaded with corals and pearls, as 
he runs dragging a killed rut-elephant 
by its trunk. (7) 

C)J£,5h IDgiGmGU^, (5)lprT5>GiJ15, Gll©S!C'0lUgll 

5i!b5]<9» 5>6Tflrrj| CufTGU ^,nCs3T 65l6316TTUjrT(0'.i) 
!b2>a«»’ u55,£inGu5j(5> ir,c3rgiib 
s>. [tiefi'l ^^iK^,g,GuiT ftrrgiraKIo. 

S£>£rftu9eir>tp‘i?n'' <rajtgjl 1 


Bright-jewelled Ladies, come here 
and see the perfectly beautiful navel 
of this child born to Nandagopa; like 
an elephant he plays with himself, 
ignoring the teams of children who 
have come to play. (8) 

<9jl_cC>j£lfT) SU€33TG73TGi»OTT < ^aj < £fdfl 

tiigsjQ (ApCDGL) £2511 ll 14 6U|0<£/l£jeb l J 

ug>»Du ui_nGn> uipnjj mi) unco 
b ^§}0fb£ e,,rT <5>nc33fCg, 

c^crflcuOTiGni^rr! c*JjbgiJ < 5 >nG 73 fCg ! 

Bright-bangled Ladies, come here 
and see the beautiful radiant stomach 
of the dark ocean hued lord. His 
mother gave him sweet suck, then 
stealthily bound him with an old 
rope without rousing him. (9) 

Qu 0 isn a_g©S1rb 6l633fluqG3in@ 

c5H r^(£, 

,@0U}fT LD0g>ijb @6 6l€n<nrvjn 

00UJfT inerafluyjOijT 0 CutTdj 1 g> ^ 1 ^^ii> 
^l0lDfT(TQ^ ,@0fb<5)€U n <SbnOT5^g, 

G5uSl6T»ipil?IT! 6115)^1 0)fTG33?Cg ! 

Bright-jewelled Ladies, come here 
and see the radiant chest of this 
child adorned with a dazzling 
pendant. Tethered to a huge mortar, 
lie crawled between the twin Arjuna 
trees and broke them. • (10) 

n, it crimen n,rT 6 nGuft,g,i ^cnefilGGC*. 

5,LT6y>6Ll (0 lf>) LT5,g)| 5 SAL 5,6315,5 

snmuGuniu 

si 1 fTstr Oaneii suensncruSlibnjj ^(^uSlii 

61L 61J fifil Lul (L 631 

C5,n6n5>6n 5>n633?C(t. 

SrlflgLjipGLW SlJIbg)) 5>n6B3^»0 ! 

O Ladies with curly locks, come 
here and see the arms of this child. 
About four or five months old, he 
smote the devilish cart and sucked 
the life out of the brightly smiling 
ogress Put ana. (11) 
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^CarrcDg, OiOinAA'i(^(> 
,§«, ^2,^3 ilguGiSIrircnm 

^/btuaSOTcv Catflujii afi/0^ ^la.rrsfiluj 

«no.SSsuri,«,dT curgg, a.irsrofCij, 

AOT^^snyjuJrc! fl.nOTjfCr, ; 

o Ladies wearing beautiful ear-rings, 
come here and see. This dark hued child 
15 ;’ I . e " c,cr blossom in Kajal-lined wide- 
f' c . as °da s garden. These here are 
hands that hold a sharp discus and conch. 

(12) 

‘“‘*'0 y,^(2>iPco 

GUireforgl cnenaA^lsjrnj C a 

^^gpu) fbrrQi 

*eraiuu) @02, aajrl 

arriilcD^^nJ ojj^gjj <3,rTcra?Cg 1 

^ Beautiful Ladies, come here and 
see. Tlie cowherd-child whom the bee- 
humnung flower-coiffured dame V.tsoda 
u' n P 7 i1s b er own son, swallowed 
me Universe and all the worlds in it. 
** bis beautiful neck. (13) 


Li) f)i (i JT fT <f1> tfh 
fT <SlJ GU Si 


sniiOo 


>5M j, C 10 iTssuTcm i_ 


,<I)ncil5Tr5rji_ sjirr cTCBTrrji 

I7O3T0 

njrtuj <SH(y>g,| 

s^l,i<j*iflu.iiT 

au><.l»ir«*t«r. l . sijirujncO 

r\ ■ r, . u (5©ti &ia 

Ua!bCl «>"“' a, « r ' 1 - o>itu suigg,, 

CauSlanynljA! ojjbgu ancinfCr, ! 

O Ladies wearing gem-set jewels, come 
. 7 7. d see! Amorous cowherd girls 
saying, “Come my 
ms , § j CSS ,7 a S a insi their 
mlKi dnn V hesa P that oozes 

m his red berry bps. ( 14 j 

'"Renfro, 


Jib this child 
lion-cub!” 
coral 
fro 


Cl 


l0nuj ©!^n'fn! 


*nortft:5 I 


O Ladies with dense coiffure, come 
here and see. With freshly ground 
turmeric, Yasoda carefully bathes 
the child and cleans his tongue. See 
his eyes, nose, mouth and smile. (13) 

cSIcwtC bftfttffr ,^infT«T^,uTT Coj5>6mOTT gtj (i pfijr 
lo fffjrO q, rT ctt oiavCi&QJirg>i0 in&Grrmii j 

^l^jmCl^rTGTl G&UJ CllCTT/T^0i;jT,T)rTff3T 

thsjsrth&i ji.><bMin ^rrcsrefCg ! 

^.e3T«njcTicnu?n! ^"*-.#>1 1 

O Gold-bangled Ladies, come 
here and see. To end the miseries of 
the gods in heaven, he has taken 
birth on Earth as Vasudev's child, 
and grows up destroying mighty 
Asuras. See his eyes. (16) 

tp.^lO ff.irjif "Glu i • 7CO»urT|j) JL_ IL»UJ<2, 
fa'WLqfcij fyOuQUi QfbSij£l Ju/tifT 
ArHuj tDWjf'iC)J.3.V.1»<WJTC3T 

&'(£)&){bcurr AircwfCg, 

I ' 1 

O Jewel-breasted Ladies, come here 
and see. This child whom Lakshmi- 
like Devaki begot, has a dark frame 
like a radiant black gem. Even before 
coming of age, he delivers the whole 
world. See his shapelv eyebrows.(17) 

tfXTiJTJTCT^jiD LDcanSUiL/Lf) ihi £y|li) GJU^IO 

»• in^lLpri-.^ji & €Jjr®7)|ii) 

«JCOTT<anjTth <rn£)cv>Q<9,rrcrTT (0A9A(^viip neii 
^1 c.jin gthtti h ^ff,£>g>oifr tf,rT«ra¥Cg, 

CjniSlcimmtfnf! oifTjj^i ^ncira^Cn f 

O Jewelled Ladies, come here and see 
the well-made Makara- like golden 
ear rings of this child. During Pralaya 
he gorges himself joyously with the 
seven worlds, the seven lands, the seven 
mountains and the seven oceans. (18) 
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tSP&fi QbU) gJlGT’&UJlb (IpOTt vTIdhClOGJ 

L^CD5UlL|lil 

darjlfto J*.'c.T)ip2igTjg] C«jrms,«r>GT*i 

ujbrftlu unfil&gil* Q*fT65in('5l raGlib 

uQtDeir&e&i 

, »' l htbrffl l5)(rf)5)«)«iiCT o.ne35fGij, 

Cs>flar>g>i£rr!<njjbg;i fl>nras?Crj * 

O Ladies with excellent jewels, 
come here and see the forehead of 
the lord. He snatches the winnow 
plates, pots and Palm-leal dolls 
from girls playing ‘house’ in the 
sand, anti runs away. (19) 


o ij. riu^JTtfaflcSI C/Micu 

th ipcO th gtt &<&rbiGcr>&, **»> <su ,<bi CTrhJ(£jii) 

<s>i,itui J 

Dtp Jh CJiVlmTfhf /h '-JTT flrflfiLmeBT 

(0)Lp«v»*fcCTT 

(g)cfi)(^pcir»cuu5r>! aiifcgj $»rf«ntfCrj ! 
O Full-breasted Ladies, come here and 
see the curly locks of this child. He 
rounds up a herd ol young calves and 
goes roaming with a golden staff in 
his beautiful hands, his sandals and his 
anklets striking a merry jingle. (20) 

inn (/Vjps.oi jiCrtiTcng, (tjfdr 
£)((V' 1 Cl^,<raTi 

I illl_ 65T 

fffi)0UU»TcO SI CV>t)fbfb 

crjj cttvt rrj f ii> 

2> cmnuunii Cuiriii criPCiiwtyb&j'hgjj 

These t wentyone songs by Pattarbiran 
of Puduvai fame recall the foot- 
to-head adoration of Krishna b\ 
Vasoda of yore. Those who sing it will 
go and live in Vaikunta. (2 I) 

1.4 / Cradle Song (Talatui) 

\ 1 .Diikk.inikaUi I Nilambart \ Tisram 

UJfTGlWlfl/ijAlb fhC l<4 4*>J uSl If LO lg?0>C 
jiffiFgfli I mOTOTHTCU lol^LUtCF) 


VoUGwfl ££._fa7l«5){£)U iSlfJlD(T3l 
mncjufl* ^fpcnCcTT 1 ^rrCcuCcunf 

fincuajiit ^GTTfb^pCcjr! gjfTGsuCcun 1 

O. Naked manikin, Talelo, — Brahma 
has sent you this little golden cradle 
studded with rubies and diamonds, — 
You measured the Earth, Talelo. (1) 

2 _CDi_ uj rr(i 0>G3UD«nrf)GujfT0 cpcjraT 

LorrgjltnTiDLij 

jgOH cfiafifiJA Q&nfet, ffn^rr) Cl2,ip*£)CCTTrr0 
$n)«K_ Arruac\Sl fr-5(,Tr 

i i-~G9" UJTLL' 1 ^Gipcu c^lGlpCVJ 2>rGcuCcun! 
£>- CU<5>lD ^t^Tlbg)nG63T! ^,nCc.X'G6L>P 1 

The buffalo-rider Siva has sent you 
this girdle ot golden beads alternating 
with beautiful pear shaped drops, 
perfectly befitting your waist. O, My 
Master, don’t cry, don’t cry, Talelo. 
You measured the Earth, Talelo. (2) 

STOTaiiliSlijiMjmiT crj^liri;£|0ionn<ajno.0 
oibjhio liu OjniD«nga o>rr«tfj)0, 

a.iii^ijcTtflingpui) cn|il«u 2 _as..a A'l«3r<&)«rafl 
a-oionnu jClarinndr, ftnCcviCcuir! 
«,ruo«nij<i> AcnnfflFjrGfiat! g,nG«uGt>jn ! 
For my master of radiant chest and 
beautiful lotus feet, India gave these 
ankle-bells, and stands betwixt, Talelo. 
O, Lotus-eyed Lord, Talelo. (3) 

.'inii^tfeST ciJGi>ti)i_|rf)uju> Caiaitqa, 

<KI«sar<Cl«roflujii) 

ibj€T>th0 ffrflcuisncnu.jii> j+>n<gs$)iu) 

0ii) 

«{ila,lii9 gv> ^inonasit 

Cult < 5 , 0 , 15 , 2 , it it, 

(oloi^io,OTat o,0(ipiltC6v>! OjitGcuGcurt! 

Co,«ii£l .'jlriio.Cio! aitGoiCam 1 

Gods of the wide sky have sent these 
jewels of dextral conch, anklets, 
■tangles, chains and waist thread. 
O, Red-eyed cloud-hued Lord, Talelo. 
O. Devaki’s lion cub, Talelo. (4) 
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sjmgji ;gsr>su 

ffT OTT (T}J 

gibu*iii_njib .gyjyid) Q*rrffirat0 
!§!&> OafTSSnuUirsir SUuSla^flrjQjlOTtOT' 
Qojr^gj a_susFnuj i£ IffjTprTsjr; g, n G<S'jCc\jiT! 
^iLDcrafl sustotsottGoti'! ^nGsuCcun ! 

The generous Vaisravana, lord of the 
Northern Quarter stands betwixt 
with folded hands, offering a necklace 
of charms shaped like Vishnu's 
five weapons, — conch, discus, 
dagger, mace and bow, — befitting 
your radiant chest, Talelo. O, Faultless 
gem-hued Lord, Talelo. (5) 

{£>&><*> &l_QSlGTr Sp><STfl(Lp5,d£lG3T 

err£\u uajctr^iij djrftajOTurmuLb 

LDIT 5)£><9> gTg3T0| CU(^F)5uTTG31 

G#n£la fri-ii (jp iq. iu rruu; ^frCGu^Gurr! 

‘*£><2>'J<5> C^rrarC^- ! 

Varuna has sent a perfectly matching 
set of bangles and bracelets set 
with prized corals and a string oi 
lustrous pearls from the deep ocean. 
O, Radiant-crowned Lord. Talelo. Lord 
with beautiful arms, Talelo. (6) 

{hneir^n r^fr^y^itpnuj <sr>thCo\h/i, a.<OTsm')u(ii 
ajircir^pi Oo(ig(g|Gi!UTsnsua> a > jP'-i<£bg>$e»i 
<SU fT^fl €T)(5>U-J li) 

C^eifT^rr tDSuiTGtDGu jjjJ) ^ * 

Gurr5>^^j^n5TT f 

G^rrG'SJT! ^Gijicu, ^iCjP'6u jbfrCcuCcurr! 
(^t_2>csng>^ ^nGcuCcuf t* 

Goddess Lakshmi seated on a nectared 
lotus has sent a garland of fresh 
Tulasi sprigs, ana a wreath of 
Karpakam flowers picked from 
bowers rising sky-high. My Liege, 
don’t cry, don’t cry, Talelo. Lord 
reclining in Kudandai, Talelo. (7) 

fhdQ\&n(vj\ Q» inaj&MG<r>0> aiudm 
2_<9dfl I .D Grafted* L_t4 Gp>57JT^,rTCrT rQtfJVJ'J r ° )i jmrn 4j 
CTcanju ^^icaflujfTsrr 

G»jrT5>5>li>g)fT6TT, 

E 2 _675T|_ mu ^jfrGcuGcufT! 
j^nrjrrujCTOTrr! ^Gtpw, df>irG6»G^>rr 1 


Goddess Earth has sent a golden 
diaper pm, golden bangles, a jewel- 
studded forehead pendant, and a 
hairpin with flowers ol gold marked, 
‘For Achyuta'. O, Child who sucked 
the poisoned breast, Talelo. Narayana, 
don’t cry, Talelo. (8) 

CIlDoj 2><TOTU Gluirm-Gliurr® 

Qadjaj sSmGjtfOTCtP 10 

afl jigiKityiiii 

Cuiuijai Hitutuuil”^ Cl«>fl<J5t(j}) £-(ajSHnuj 

ft? eh iT) itctt . 

ggiurr! f^ipipGu, ^pflCcuGcvnl 

^rjriiAgjgji c gMSintfWTujiTG<.-3'! a,frG«jGcurr! 

The deer-riding-goddess Parvati stands 
betwixt, with gifts of refreshing 
bath-fragrance and turmeric powder, 
collyrium for your large lotus eyes 
and vermillion power. O, Sir don’t cry, 
don’t cry, Talelo. Lord reclining on a 
serpent in Tiru-Arangam, Talelo. (9) 

cij^GT,5cr>CTirujncvj sijfbs, Guu-iaJi ^y ,6ir)ffu 

£> 63TJT i_ 

(6Tp<9 GTT <Ju6J5TOTTT6iPGJT P 6v ; t1_ -4 .i > 

J) 3 [&j 0 SKTGu ifj «Sf. 0 uj «/n Gari I Igjl GiJ) Ci! I M 
l I L. i o^T ' o ) ff fT CV.I 

f>T0p3rT<Sr>ID fibGU'GUfflJlTAfg} jgGUSnCU 

^'t iT^rrCon 

This decad by Pattarbiran of Puduvai 
fame, where pure-tongued Vedic seers 
live, recalls the Talattu of Yasoda 
sung for the dark-hued lord who 
drank the deceitful ogress Putana’s 
breast. Those who recite it without a 
fault will have no sorrow. (10) 

1.5 / Calling to the Moon 

(Anibuli Paruvitm) 

TanmukattH | Asaveri | Misra Chapu 

^lltq QJ\fh)/hjb 
gj/iniidfeg) £b6ujfcjh& GiJffliJLi 

Cli jnsffTttjj^ft croft ^4,(TL.iuij 
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GTQTLD^b^rT C<5hfT6filj5)5>iS3T 

<£FSV £,<££) GO G5T g}6T» LDfT 10$! 
(9 GZTQpihlb <ff>6TOT<gp6n ^,<^60, 

f£ ^'rbjGa, Gr^rtAiQu Gun. 

O, Tender Moon! If you have eyes on 
your face, come and see my child 
Govinda’s pranks as he crawls, 
kicking up dust. His forehead pendant 
sways, his golden anklet jingles. (1) 

CTG3T ^*($1 I 63T CTfeOT fh 6^)H 

^eSTOTT^ipgjj 6TlblS)fJfT63T 

fh got nr^i o> 6ir> &> £h gtt n pu fTi iq. djj 

n i_ i£^ ^ 6T) ip ^ C7T rp rr ott ; 
<^| (£^<967T SljS!WT{nr3TG67rn(J) CVJ 

^L_ 0j^lCuJ6O , 
'n(cV,^flco LDC^npujnGgj, LDn id^! 

iD^lipnjgji «p>iq. cun. 

O, Great Moon! My dark hued little 
child, my sweet ambrosia, my master 
calls and beckons to you with his 
wee hands. If you wish to play with 
him, do not hide behind the clouds. 
Come running here happily. (2) 

^•ajrrjjLli tb 

uoi >g» cvii^ii) 
ClaiijuSl^uLb tTffjTin<t,i.'ST 

iip&ib Grr>darrcueurraj; 
Gfil3,g,«nOT 0«jriis>L- Gun«njicjr 

a carenen sfilsrfla^SIsjrnj 
fiT)&2,«,GvjlO Ctv>rT<.>, nCu., 

^rriqsS' 1 *uj.g,i SfHi* sun. 

o, Bright Moon with rounds of 
halo spreading light everywhere! 
With all that, you are no match for 
mv son’s face. The wonder lord, 
resident of Venkatatn, calls. Come 
running quickly, lest you cause pain 
to his hand. (3) 

Grt&ujGfl &■' (biOtGfs TcyarrTcO 
iDCUTT 

Sp><9><9>6iD6uGtD6G $(£)£)& a_ cjitc^cbtGuj 


^n^^Gujcu, «?fb^jlrjn! 

■fJCvjtb Q^ujujitC#,; 

lD«5>«5»ll Quni<T5) LOGO I_63T 

cShGUGDGVjGujCU , 61) n , <S>637ITL_fTUJ . 

O, Full Moon! The discus-wielding 
lord with his large eyes opened 
wide, seated on my waist, points at you 
alone. Know what is proper, and do 
not deceive him. If you are not a child¬ 
less sterile, take note and come. (4) 

<^ipdCliu GumiSlcvj c^^ipg) 

2HH f[)Gu Q^6lfl6T|rr)rr 
impcncu (iprrjjpns, ^cn^Q.jjaGucufrGu 

2—fcST GOT (707 (h &G\. GTJ tdil 6JT (T) IT GOT J 
(£)tp.£h67T ^lif^gcai 

>9«TL6Ua> <5 Cl6)J £ Gu-T^IGuJCO, 

Lj cm ip uSl 6\j ^Ij&itG^) rQccnQ^cS), 

l_|A(t ion ! 

O, Big bright Moon! The adorable 
Sridhara with spittle dripping 
from his beautiful mouth, blabbers 
indistinctly, coos and calls to you. 
If you go on ignoring his calls, would 
it not mean that your ears are 
without a bore? (5) 

5>gjoiC li ns &> Si tj ld #rnTrhj£j>tb 

6JI&&JID <5>L- LU637 

&> 637J7 S\\ LiSI CU *o ")Si (76TT6TT Si St€h 

Ca I Si ITl _ L_ (Tisfil lalftlT6Tf<f£) GcTTfT) IT63T I 
2-6*37L_ (ipC3'>6\JULJfTC'U 

<9> 63737 1 _ mu 2_n)fTi) fT GlSUq. 6U , 

6f)l63731 l063T6sfloJ LDfT lD$! 

tffilciDfTfTidhl CUD. 

O, Big Moon set in the wide 
sky! The lord with mighty arms 
that hold the mace, discus and 
bow yawns as he goes to sleep. II he 
does not sleep, the breast-milk he drank 
will not be digested, see! So come 
quickly! Make haste and come. (t>) 

I. )fl6UA(j31 CTf3Tnj| i_/4lLj6VLb ti) <9 ill (.1060, 

i_)t}i*"i3i(j-)l fhrTtfh 

^H,G\S)t,rn ^«jr)eu 6u6nn<b& J ^Iqi < 9^637 

.^61)631 1^61)651: 
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'jlDCVv 6TL(JLJ l9l£V<§>g l j l 3, 

'ol<%rr6TT^en. J) 1 

ld frs3"»C'j iD^ujirOgj, 10 rr ld4^! 

iD^ipn^gji^u* Q.rT. 

O, Big Moon! Do not think he is a 
mere child. Then in the past, he 
swallowed the Universe and slept on a 
fig leal, know it. If he gets angry 
he can easily leap up and catch you. 
So cast aside your self-esteem and 
come on your own accord. (7) 

<flf§ilU6SFr <JTQTffii CT6ST 

- Cg)Gv> 3»«fi!T._fruj, 

S\ fT^StD'/»uSl G3T QjrT/T^)Cu)g,®r>iii 

J'ir T G*JS\S)u5)GDi_,4 CltfsjrrrU C«9aGTT; 

^iQjStnLDU (Slflftip QftfTCTTCtflGU fgu^ 

Sf-d*r 2_rfWj>uj ■fhncxtf ; 

Ojb0 l J' j rrcu gfilggyr/hfoi 

2— <!Ki-Gl-|t3>l<?5TfT) TTtfjr. 

O Full Moon! Do not trifle with 
my lion-cub for his small size. Go 
and learn from Mahabali what small¬ 
ness can do. Tf you too show regret 
for trifling him, you too can secure 
his grace. The lord of the Universe 
calls, make haste. (8) 

■SriJituSleO QsusjjiOsianiij &i_ liiarta, 

<§1,7 

ClJSDlp GUuSlfDQI CTUU.Slr}TTGjT {hGtfSTI mil , 

circsncuT^, a«\ cij^lcjrft)error; 

Q A fT cttt (^jl s?_G5T&r)6in crrrf,| tg ^, 

^U4fT)Cll gjc0«D6U &>(TG3uT . 
Qjrrijj s»_P$Ciugv>, if,n 

LD < alipf|,gjj Qjrf. 

O Big Moon! Look, my master who 
lowered his long arms into the pot and 
filled his bulging belly with butter 
calls you. He will S pi n his discus on 
you, there is no doubt. If y ou wish to 

live, come running willingly (9) 


«■; .«.*.<•.«! vfvJ 5':fl2>2>«> 

ca 1 5,i£lip pencil 
Clanoasu <aiGVJW<njn'*ftf) 

c® L " @«vcneuCuj. 

This decad of sweet Tamil songs by 
Vishnuchirta, resident of bright Puduvai, 
recalls the words of bright collyrium- 
eyed Yasoda, spoken on her son’s 
behalf. Those who can recite it in any 
manner will have no despair. (10) 

1.6 / Crawling on Fours 

(Scnkirai) 

Uyyavaluku | Anandabhairavi | Thrum 

Si— tU UJ - G\J < J l_ A gd Si— OTJT l 

§.• GU UJ &) CTrC ID CU 

giDtjuj si_ ( »uj- j^juSleu 'olehfTiiMriri 

i jgLbtjfjCerr! 

LlfbJAUJ fVjUJ ertth iTjJ (*. DCo^ 

Q o UJ UJ 4»jJ 6TT .^571 Oj GVJ li) C <3 ID li) wTC3T & 

ftj f^g)); 

.I'leijsvi 9.1, ,rr«fil ui/htjA $3, i(<&£l 

§jeoo>. 

will , 1 ■sTtiTs.fff, £p(^j/hir«ii, ^yjQls, 

.^uinaeir )n. "-jvG' sCc: 

O, Jewel bellied god-of-gods. who 
creates and swallows the worlds! For 
many, man)' ages you lie motionless 
on a fig leaf performing the Yoga 
of sleep. O, Lord of dark hue and large 
lotus eyes! Goddess Lakshmi considers 
your large chest a befitting place 
for her. O, Bull of the cowherd 
clan, dance. Your golden Makara 
earrings swaying from side to side, 
dance the Senkirai. (1) 


ar>in4>a>i r£> tf-OTiroraf] ujG^rrgy^ 

g>2,g>OT CUncOoSI SLanug,* 




'Dnforr)(j, c^ Gr f), jg^jjrr 


^•AfTernfluSlCTT r> OAnCtflnfh 1 

a_u cui> 

tn-ip ,5<r». ^a«TGu 

i ft.PU 
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i-^Gn Qioujti>c3>in Q&nGnoi 

s>(3<£L 

Uiosnirj ^togiiuip 0 «j(g)COT(JI euijs, 

o,(r<.n 5 ,cji (Ln».rnen«> AsuClcuirfgl anci; 

Oi I fT^l u I <9. 

<5>0$ ClitfTHj (0 GOl_uj rrth s,ncS)ffycb 

ihnuuGuCcrr! 

^Cn! £TfaTJT<9>0 6£>0 <9.ncu. 3 *p* 

^MjUJJT^-GTT CtJffC.jGff)! .^t,0$», cSMjPaGqj. 

Taking a fierce lion-form you tore into 
Hiranya’s chest with sharp claws 
spewing blood, to protect the true 
devotee, his son. When the angered 
Indra, Icing of gods, sent dark clouds 
that rained hailstones, you held a 
mountain high to protect the cows. 
O, Fierce bull of the cowherd clan, 
my Lord, dance for me just once, 
dance the Senkirai. (2) 

it & (ip »tt> i tii.feGcar! r*>rTOTin<snrr)u 51 cjT 

Oun^Con! 

fbjT>&tf)CU rKffO7TfLpg> CT)i ^0 

(TfiV) 

H .'if -T-_H tTTtl'Ccf3l! ip^gjjLD 

- 9 , 11 * 1 ) drc 2 _gu0U) q> efi) ^ Q&n 

L|fD<y>u> 

djll/UO <£llCTfTI0tf,6uG63T! GoJLp(y3li> GTlj) 

iqir 

q9) 17 tfil uj Gcn c\j py err OdJCTTgu 

«»ff* ijqjCcst! 

,^ouo! crenotfgy ^>0 ^(^)a 

^UTt/F-' a .. ■ftGjjGnr)! ,^0/f,, .^,0.5^611. 

O, Lord, vou are the substance of the 
four Vedas; help tor the four-faced 
Brahma seated on your lotus navel 
when he was in distress by Madhu- 
Kaitabha! You grew as Trivikrama 
to encompass the whole Earth, the 
Milky Way and beyond. When con¬ 
fronted by the elephant Kuvalayapida 
and the seven bulls in a contest for 
Nappinnai s ou emerged victorious! O, 
Lord, dam e! Dance the Senkirai. (3) 


Qj(TGsrrajtTg,inb usiOip, su«jr sai_d> s_frijSiT, 
ev<Qa (ip«r>a>OCuuSlOT tE>(6T>a7iis 

2_ C37T L_ GU G QT f 

AfTGJTdfc GllGM GfilcTTfe-filGST ^fTLU 2_£\qS> <S>0$A 
lO.GaTfQj^gjj QajTCiyjTP GT(§llL|a) &0fQfT) 

6T 4>ffl ih 63T G fT) ! 
(ipagpib $ qVt^£ 1 rr) su 

Q dr 

CTtjlUGljlT gjfTlD U)i4LU5 O<90 fjff 

G) & cO guj lo 

( £H | £i])£n; <TTi^i5>0 ££>0 ^ rrcO, 

Cl 

c^UJlT<9><STr GuhGuC/d! ,05>Gq!. 

The gods rejoiced when you smote 
the can Sakatasura and drained the life 
out of the deceitful ogress Putana. 
O, Dark hued calf of mine! All the 
hard wood-apples in the deep forest 
fell when you threw the disguised 
calf Vatsasura against the Asura tree, 
then killed the notorious Dhenuka, 
Mura and Narakasura in battles that 
shook the Earth. O, Mv elephant, 
dance! Dance the Senkirai. (4) ’ 

<^tfn<rni£ 2>uS)0Lb Qjnn0ipcu 

Jb<i3TiOL_ Gurrn 
ClfTjiu 5,GncfiJiTc{) cunrfl 

^>0^0 

( ^) lc ^ 1 ^j3 T LO0^)lil S2_63TtfainiLI GlIlj^QJGnQ 
©CE0 A.j4>^9O(OTfT0ib 2_fb<^UJ 

Glciiiji^lrrjGGUfTiijf 
(±p&£\csy jjgcrT^iprprQjcO (iprpni G>i0<ajg>G5T^p«iT 

(y>G3T63T C.lU1 fTuj0lpO'&,tail 

C^GJ1<SV>UJ , 

c.rH<50- VT(nTTdh0 6p0^TjrTGU, QflPjjjf,WifT, 

^u-fTftGTT Gi laGrrGfp* ^|,0*C«U. 

O, Mighty Lord! In stealth you ate the 
curds, butter and Ghee painstakingly 
churned by the beautiful long-haired 
cowherd-dames. Then with mights 
limbs you felled the twin Marudu 
trees that meant you harm! With a 
smile displaying half sprouted 
teeth on your beautiful face, tossing 
about your dark curly locks, dance! 
Dance the Senkirai. (5) 
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ftfTuj iDevjnf^rrjajrr! 5,(7^(ip^&0 CurrcG 

2_(3CL»rr! 

iDfT LD^Kicjolrr) i5>rT6tfiuj67T 2_<jj^lu9Gcv> 

g>/Tuj uuSlcyufi a'Jb&U 1 GTGST&rryGurT 1 

LD5)<£?3<5jff1u9l€5T 0<3>lTti)L4 ut£l I #><£?) GjGgSt! 
^UJlb cSM£]9lbglf Ql-JfT(f^SUrT&3T S7<£1tTQjfi,^3 

ID 6 DGDCU 

C^|fb5>a^ r^iq-UJ 

5) fT crfl 6«D C33T UJ fUu ’ 
^ffjdhncu, <^@<3* ^o(h}^or>tj. 
^ujiV^stt CuftCgCiT)! ^0$>Gaj. 

O, Dark Kava-hued Lord, resembling 
a dark cloud! O, My beautiful child, 
you danced in ecstacy on the serpent 
Kaliva s head in the deep forest 
glen, with your pure feet. You plucked 
the tusk from the great elephant 
Kuvalayapida. Without a match you 
killed the fierce wrestlers in 
contest. O, My Lord, dance! Dance 
the Senkirai. (6) 

£jum r^ujiT^crr^jii) CurrcO £)j(U>€urrg,i 

fT SL* 

gJT UJ «9>(^)^J(^)JpG0 fb€D G^>fT€^ftiDu9cO 

$d gst uj 

^rr)ujrr fr>sO sSIcdl gj ib ^jgPuj 
(tjgOgu ^lrpcu a_cm_aj «T>fTg, gM ib ^saTojCcyr! 
£1 jiSIgut iSi si 7 €5Derr#■ gjd gtr^© ttl &t&) 

Go rrS)\ t_| <9ic9) 
Ggi'r ^nQui 

C ig UJ GTejT 

o^Uu! CK8f&>t&) Gf>(TT)&>n&j, Qer^&GTir), 

^u.m*crT CijifCbCid! 

In the contest held by the cowherd 
folk, you won the hand of dark 
coiffured Nappinnai of beauty 
matching a peacock, by subduing 
seven fierce bulls. O Lord, you 
brought back the lost sons of the 
Brahmin from the world of eternal 
light in a golden chariot, and 
returned them to their mother, dance! 
Dance the Senkirai. (y\ 


2_ £3T £T> OTT LLj li> Gp>^»<5,Cr>CLI U? rf) Q <9> rTGOTlg 
gjlb^CU LD^G^t 
2_e3rOs3TrT(^l ththiChGU gi(fTy9i g>l Otflijgjj 

Gu(r^ti) 

5>63T65^luj(ffjli> lO«4i> ip , <9su3TJTL_£Ufi dJj6T3T(^)6TflfJ. 
AfrjlTjGUfT Otf>jT)r£taiJ(J t v^lu£)£) GTG3T5>(£) 

LDggTgni (&) IQ. U.J fTuj ! Q(DJGTrGrTGJnfT)UJ rnij' 

iD^GTT^ip 

Gd7fT6DGUU3«r>5O<^0 ^(jGd?! ,f»G73TOTJTL_) 05^ 

G763T ^GliGOLD ^GiDGTTGLlfTUj! cSHg^* • 

sjy>2_su(g)e> 2-cr.^ujfTi! dty,©*- 

O, Lord of Kurungudi, Vellarai and 
high-walled Solai hills! O, Sweet 
nectar of Kannapuram, my saviour! 
Maidens take you to their homes on 
their waist and play with you, then bring 
vou back. To please them, to satisfy 
the onlookers, to make the learned rave 
and to grace me your mother, dance 
just once. O, Master of the seven worlds! 
Dance the Senkirai. (8) 

otlJsliJ 5>uS^lT €g>€73T ^fTj^O^frg) 

5 GJtfT LJ &> (^p III 

ufbj<9>ujii) r^cuGu *(i*>uu,(J(jpib !b n & G1JI 7* 

C< 9 j rTCU f^fQjLDi JQJCTT 0 Q& r^g^GjUT 

CU fT uS) «f) CD l_ & 

C<9>rTiDGn OcuCTTGrtt(«pG!T>GTT Guirrcu ^IculjGU 

<§}Guth, 

^Hlp&ntT CDLDl J63 ^l_iiS)g 7T QjglCGb 
I063T ^SJ^GUfTlu ^(tp&d) (l p$!b&l 

CjGyjib li)GT>^r>LJOLJ^■^rT ) GGTT , ,£>^(7^^ . 

fTTip2_ CW9i»£> Sr—GRI uifTlu! ,5H,g<9>. ^Sn/TJIaCgU- 

With the smell of milk, curds and 
Ghee, mixing with the fragrance of 
Sandal paste, camphor, Senpakam 
and lotus flowers, a mouth lined 
by thin coral lips displaying a feu 
tender teeth, set on a dark face lined 
by a string of charms, O Lord, dance! 
Dance the Senkirai. 
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G G r^J &> ID CD <5» <3>Lpc61eu GufTCU 

cfilrroSI/T) 

Csrr £l8iip ^ 1^1 <ff> (GTf) LD <£l 6TJT £\ U_( LD , 

^cnguSlfb 

tu Qlj fTOTr<nji_(^pli) g,fTcn ff>cjr 

ID fT &)l GT) 6T7 uSl 63T 

c^OcunQ Qune3TLDC53fliL|U) ; GiDrr$g^pib 

U5fbli5>GU ^0LDLJCDI— ILjLD Gd£)fTSTTGU6ffD?rTU_jU) 

0Cff>ipiL|Lb 

SUfT6lfl«,l^d) dRli^miD £§}C0&, 

Gnii&ai 0^5,0 ^oCtf! Q^rhi^cng, 

5Jlp2_ e\j0li) 2_STM_ tU f7LL! ! &>, 

c^Q^Gcij. 

Wearing a matched set of rings on 
toes that look like petals on feet of 
lotuses; bells befitting the ankles; a 
golden waist-thread with pears and 
beads alternating; rings on fingers 
and a bracelet for the wrist; a 
necklace of charms shaped like the 
five weapons; shoulder rings, Makara- 
shaped ear pendants and a forehead- 
jewel, O, King and Master, dance! 
Dance the Senkirai. (10) 

^63T<3JT(^pib lSotT 2_0GL|lb .-^STTrf) U_| LD 

0JD (€t^ LD 

^KDLDU-I L£> ^ «IT CD G«t! ^tiJ n&GTT 

fT Ll_ j <!5» CT <J3T! 

ffT^jr^SDCUO) <5-.cr>CTT6iirTiij! <^(^< 5 , Q^rbi^cna 
«jij> 2_GO0ii> 2_cnt_utfTi£j! ^1^-*, 

t»T 65T IT)1 

iC; s. ( fcn ^G^ftcn^ “> 

uffta 

c^e&T t i^6T>sinj uu 2 _sr>fjg>,g, 

{$}orr<d(\c&0 iDrrcsr»GL»a.«STT gju i 

Cu 6\j qj rni 
S_SU^3si> 

STCr3T^,f3i5ujtD Ll&ip l£l0>(0) ipjGnuw 33 

ffTiu^bJ«jCq. 

This decad of sweet Tamil songs by 
Pattarbiran of Puduvai sing the prized 
words of swan-gaited Yasoda to the 
master of the cowherd clan who came 


in the Avatars of swan, fish, man-lion, 
manikin and tortoise saying , “Lord 
of the seven worlds, dance the 
Senkirai”. Those who master it will 
attain great pleasure and win the praise 
of the eight Quarters. (11) 

1.7 / Teaching the Child to clap 

(Chappani) 

Manikka Kinkini \ Nadanamakriya | 
Tisram 

LDrrssafl&Sjift ^4 ,ituu, i£t(fTjf^j^lc3T 

ClDGU 

r^sraflu GumsjrsjTrrrr) 0 <?uj£> ^aiQurreTT 

2_63M_ IDSrefl 

Cuerafl, UCDSTTCDfTLU (ipCjgjJ UCOTtQ) 

5>fTfijgfl 'oi&fTGTOTl— Cm5s<gsGTTf7tVJ dFljuiflCJufl, 

5,0fbj0t^o) 0 i1l_Gott! a uu rroraf) . 

O, dark tressed One, wearing a 
beautiful waistband of gold, and 
jewelled ankle-bells that chime, 
flashing a pearly smile over charming 
coral lips! With hands that took the 
Earth as gift front Mahabali, clap 
Chappani, come clap you hands, 
Chappani. (i) 

Clurrcar - ^SDijfTjrrQcnnrr^ iDfT€zrafl<$><5>.5> 

§)6ir c^<PT>>7 £>63^1# <fhl. m Sty- . 

rrcjT ^enrj CiDtAjrQejT^y 2_r*t)<3>cn 

^l,U.IIT5,Lb 

mcyr ^gdijGldcd Ga>mli_iTijLj auunsjufl, 

tDfTuJ CuGcSt! Q&fult- *TUJ eJUUfTGrafl. 

With a golden band and gem-set bells 
on the waist chiming, and a forehead 
ornament swaying, you leave my 
lap and climb on to your father 
Nandagopa’s lap. Clap Chappani. 
O Wonder-lord, clap Chappani. (2) 

UGUUJSrafl i^OTTuffUCnib t Ji&lfteiGSTGST 

CT <T3T LD GTIjfl Qj fcifiJT SUTTT C3T jgf GU r^J 0j (o') i J n 6JT 

,■* • . i 

Vj.dJ>fTL_ 14CUT V.PLD6U 
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rPeariDOTrflojrriij r£lei r 

ii>snu3SOT 

^eiRDsrafl C'_dcv 0<s>rrilt_rTii/ ^uufrcjsfi, 

6T>5»ujCeffr! suufTc^l. 

O, My gem-hued One! Over beautiful 
golden earrings studded with mans' 
gems, pearls and coral, your beautiful 
lips flashing pearly teeth, clap Chappani 
on your mother’s lap; with beautiful 
hands clap Chappani. ( 3 ) 

^IsuncJjnjnjSsGa Gijrrjkgtf sfileassniurTi 
surest jSeuiT gu-t STs-jrjy 

(S J^lsutT. f£lc27 < £q,UJtT£ J iD 

( u £hV tpSU tTSUu,, aiAfTLlL-ftLU Q Cl LJ fTSjjfl ( 

Nandagopala stands watching proudly 
as you call the big moon roaming in 
the wide sky to come and play with you 
in the moonlit portico. Clap Chappani 
lor him. O. Lord of Kudandai, clap 
Chappani. ( 4 ) 

Gs.tulu Q.ft.fTS3tfT01ffu5)^,J 

&uij>S>£\ b L-i.^ipImnCtf*, 

5Lll4/2>5>u5l(^)Lbg)L_rT»s5)iiTniGi>C ICTiTJUJlft SL-6T3T 

Ulll£pt5) <7)OTTGlT>! CldHfTu.l_fTtLJ tfUUfTCSKlfl, 

u>i)ufbfTun! ^l&fTiii_rruj su, jasaufc 

O, My little Calf! Smirching the dust 
and grime of your frame on me you 
slip inside steathily and eat all the 
pots curds and pails’ butter. Clap your 
hands, Chappani! O, Padmanabha, 
clap Chappani. ( 5 ) 

2,niflg>ga gjiiX)gu«i,n aasr.s, Clansu 

Q<?> ftffncnrTgjj 

CufTir 1 ujGsji &yenu 

urtflsa, toatsjrn , , l6 u^ asl) S A(S 
Cfl>tt 2 _iIj.4s snncC, sOunoafl, 

Casual ^libiaQ^i sOurisKstt. 

These are the hands that drove the 
chariot for the five Pandavas against 
the ambit,ous hundred who sought 


to rule the Earth and waged a war. 
not heeding their father’s words. Clap 
Chappani. O, Lion-cub of Devaki, 
clap Chappani. ( 6 ) 

i_j i_l irr- -i go 5,err(Trerr 

,P 73«*P J ' " r ’ ft ' rG X> S' > GTf^l<*£jlCiT )IJ Cl 

f^iCTTr ACUflilA. 1 * 

Ciref^.cTrrcu 

•5rm«y.5. -5;.T> craiiCai! jLiunrf. 

These are the hands that rained arrow s 
that shook the ocean-lord \ aruna 
when he hid in the deep and refused 
to part or give way. Clap Chappani 
O, Lord who wields the S.trnga bow, 
clap Chappani. 

@0*<5j fi/cn.&jSrcCc'J (£,«s>tt*i-<sva.e5icncn 
Orj,(ryt..£l ^usnoKT <mI iq @cu<vcn» 

ACfflCTJTuircC.qj 
ona»®sima. auuusstl, 

c^AuiCesr! .uuLiffCJiif). 

These are hands that rained arrows 
and destroyed the Rakshasas of Lanka, 
after building a bridge across the 
ocean strait with a monkey army. 
Clap Chappani. O, Lord who wields 
the discus, clap Chappani. ( 8 ) 

S+l CTT <T ip ■ QJ\ G*T> OTTT ^ QI (?5T ll i , 

CUCrTlT 5 )^lt (►,* 4i.irr^TT ^ _ A. rt-9 4ln&j<5> *< ^cunti- 

2_STT(j) Q^rTtlCl , (2j’9633fllU<S5T <r^>eT3T:D rTfTQ_| 

-2M <9? CU IX' 

tQcrrr^^ili «r<r><9,,9 ; cnrrG\' flui .'TgraO. 

Ci fuL> (tpencu si stjti fTCtin! ^uurusn^. 

These are the hands that tore into the 
wide chest of Hiranya Kasipu, — 
you appeared as a fierce lion with 
sword-sharp claws and struck term, 
in his heart. — when he pointed at a 
pillar and smote it. Clap Chappani. 

O Lord, you sucked the ogress s 
breast, clap Chappani. (9) 
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,§yp*L-cu&OT<rr>can 

iSw.l iDSjgirTo, 5)irCi4 

6iin&£l QJGST&uStfril 

t&fl l_ 6&)<h&iGT TUCXJ ,71J LJ booti, 

fttiiTypiCleu ojcktshtCot! suunsraVI. 

These are die hands that churned the 
deep ocean with gods and Asuras bv 
planting the Mandara mount as the 
churning stick, and winding the 
serpent Vasuki over it as the churning 
rope. Clap Chappani. O. Dark cloud- 
hued Lord, clap Chappani. (10) 

Q<9irr gtt errfTQTr^l uj *£>^10 it £& ii) 

G <9j IT sS) 63) 63T 

y,ii>QuiTi£l6u cSleu€51q^>gjji«Tu 

U lL L.637 

UffU ll 63)dn UJ ffCU O & ITG3T63T <9ULJ fTSuifl 

rrcnr^gdii) 

GGiul«nAuS)CTTfTeO C»l<3rrGu^jCTjrn gSIgocst 

Clj/tCld. 

This decad ol Chappani is by Pattarbinan 
of Villiputtur surrounded by fragrance- 
wafting gardens, sung with love for the 
lord who appeared 

as the king of the cowherd clan to 
redeem the world. Those who sing it 
with love will be freed of despair.fi 1 ) 

1.8 / Toddling Songs 

(Talar Nadat) 

Todar Sankilikai \ A tana \ Adi 

JlgjfTL n ^cufut - iStcvinn <rr63TffijTg> 

GLJfTSOTIfiGiRjfl SJiffli?LJLJLJ 
U G* (y>li)U>g>Lj Cvnq 611JT (J 6531 li> 

fitTiLtut rfpsai<rjj ssariGiigti Gijrieu, 

a_t gSi struma- .^yjsunrflL'i i 

5>_63>< 'ficoafl u63>ns 

0>i 4> <gincrtlcin675T dftfrc.raT(ip 5frni7i,5>Ljn6K!t' 
s,6ni7n,Gm_ i>i_eimC63Tfi ! 

Jaunting like a anted elephant with the 
clangour of chains and the chime of 
hanging bells, ichor oozing in three 
spots, will not my lord Sarangapani 


come toddling? His waist-bells peeling, 
his ankle-bells joining in the din, is he 
going to come toddling now? ( 1 ) 

'o)<!J<£r>i£r><f)6ir)L_ r^<3if)<9>Q<9jJTU)iS)Gvj C^fTSTr^iii) 
d/lrruL^&nrr) 63)en lj Gurrco 

Ib4& Qdifh, gij€uiT<sijrTaj<5) 

ft;,6TfllT Oqj6iTJTuCO (LpGDGTT 
c^l^0(Jbt_Lb 2_02>|jj ^H,63)U)4£>fTG61 
LJjfe Jifl I faTTfT, ^) 3 UJ 637 63T 

Qz&fh IDfT If) 6D vijy* oOt}! 65? GD C <Tr G Gil CJT 

5)CiriTiTj{iiDi_ j))L cufiCfijrrr! 

With a conch strung around the waist, 
and a tortoise-talisman around the 
neck, the eternally sleeping lord 
Vasudeva of dark gem-hue reveals a 
smile of pearl-white teeth and lips 
like a thin crescent moon in the red 
evening sky. Is he going to come 
toddling now? ( 2 ) 

iflssrepia, Gaum ujld gaii Oojott ^lrsia,(sj,ib 
(ds,iy u(f)Coji_(ipLDr7itjuj 
lSl63T63TGLJ 5jlGUfSJ(£jlb ,£>* IJ dP GTt GO UJ ID 
)$&)&>& ^Pn)(rtiTcni_Qijjtt^ti) ( 
ifitffffTGsfteu OijnoS)r7,7F, 6£»ri aniT^ip^ncu CurTGujj, 
<h{Lgg,£lGjfla) 

<£b frca - ) rr) Q uj fT(j^l lb, 

.fb^aTCDflcV) Qu ITGlSlfTjdF, 

ctit rT) gdl_ nhL GurrGs3Trr 1 

The braided silver waist-thread and 
silver fig leaf over creamy-silk loin¬ 
cloth are like a flash of lightning, a big 
white moon and its halo surrounding 
it. The golden choker around his neck 
and the darkness ol his frame look 
like a rain-cloud lit by its lightning. 
This self-illumined child, Hrisikesa, 
is he going to come toddling now?( 3 ) 

<ffs67!63Tfr> ££inf)l4 

<5i(ovdl<5b6337 dfl rfl <9,^ Si—6D{b*§)l 

^LpOTT ^6^(7)) (jp4>^»l0 2>(J1)U) CTTCTI 

(JP dQ 6U 6116537 (,-yrr (J3 7 41 u> n n G) I 63T 
£)63TG3)63T| 1 -^urT)GiT)lt>04 g>6)TGlJ rTlii 

G763767)63t 4 «9>i?rfl 0 1^)441637ipfT G37 ; 

5,63T tnip^j innmipcvin 

-5i6nrTff,<^r>i <v,i qj nG^DTP 1 
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My cloud-hued lord with Sri on his 
chest comes forward, giggles and 
gives me a kiss; his spittle, flowing 
from his mouth like the froth over a 
can of sugarcane juice, makes me 
tremble. Is he going to come toddling 
now, over the heads of those who 
oppose him? (4) 


( 4 >ott 5 >g(j Cyair Qeucrrcrflu Qu^OjiofiTtGVJ^, 

(£) lL i_ OTT 

eWglCWQ efilcnrjijjgi epi_u 
SlCTTcnOTyj, •^5>' rL "Ibtbgil a,frt,iD«nsua 

(£)lll_OTr 

CiuUJlTffygjj CufTcO, 

UGSTGtffl 2_GU<3>lD LJfjcS) Sp>6UfTu Lj<9>lj»U 
U 6 \jC#} GuOTT 6T63T <0 | lD 
gjGarr^iiuS) iSgit <gs \_(_0 QtfGuGurrGffr 

^GnrrfT^gjDL r^uGunCOTTn ! 

Like a boulder from a white mountain 
rumbling down with great speed 
and a boulder from a black mountain 
rolling behind it, a big brother called 
Baladeva, praised by the world 
without end, runs swiftly and the 
younger brother follows. Is he going 
to come toddling now? (5) 

«^ 0 a,nojl 2 ) a rii/Q 6 j>(rcj ansSlir) sa&ijld 
a_OTGiri^ OurTf$g,g^ ^GTiioib^, 
s.iTguri, Cls, n6 OT0 | 

cjifrrfiGLj frcu 

^«ua<Har)OTT ui_5>L.ig^, 
Qu(rTja,rr^OTrri ^siru -Qeuehenz&drC 0 >CV 
iSl«ircr>OTTujii) Ouujg>j Glunug,i, 

*© /hrna, *i ojojamemniAj amort 5 , 005 , 
3 , 6000,00 L o>l6uoG6bto 1 

The dark ocean-hued lord, Kamadeva’ 
father w„h the sole of his one foo 
etched with the conch-symbol and th< 
other with the discus-symbol, leave 
imprints wherever he places his foot 

over' and VaVeS ° f !aSling j°y lhal ris « 

" an ^ over again. Is he going tc 
come toddling now ? f,, 


ULII Ur^AUJ LDGUfTGimUJ Qfb<£llpLJ 
UCTfl Lj(^l ClJfTCU 

L_ rbj £1 <££> 17 G37T l_ OssilGU fTlij SfiinJ) SiSEf §\ 

fJGu C^UfTGU 

2_GU"? 1 _ lD 6*3T^1 dfc bo JI &> Cl G2TJT G3T f 

g>'—fb gjfTGtflGiDGirr QftrTGTJT^I ^(TfTfbi^U fT 653^1 
g>GTT IT (TjGiD I fP) L - GU ! 

Dropping pearls of nectar like freshly- 
opening lotus buds, his red lips dribble 
with hanging drops of mouth nectar. 
With his waist-bells clanging like the 
bell on a stud bull’s neck, -- 
my Sarangapani, — is he going to come 
toddling now? v) 

t_J<5><5>lb t'flfTJjOurTGTJlD li>G#) 

•fliGTT UtJjITfij^giDGaTLU 

c^HGM^GU L| <PDl_ QljUJIJ, 

LD5>&<STT £_6\J<£Utjflfr) QuluQi ^jr§)ujfT 
UDG-Jijfl<5> SL-^G&lGirT 

tJj (h LD d LD blil^ GU G«JdTG37T G3T GU tT&rC^ Si) GUT 
ch GTT n~fT~) Gsf 11_ ff>l_ GU nGGTffT ! 

Like a stream that winds its way 
down a dark mountain appears like a 
fluttering ribbon of light, the silver 
waistband of my dark gem-hued lord 
Vasudeva goes up and down as he 
moves his hips. Gem of a child such 
as the world has never seen, is he 
going to come toddling now? (8) 

C> I GU feWT L-j CsLDfT) (q i IJ UJ dr>| i &> 17 Gif 

G£>IT CgUI^>3)^G3T &0,G&IT)) 
CufTGU 

Lyl0>G7iJ7 M(Lg^luirT|q , ^1 fflG&) &i if£l 1} LD63T 
«*ni |i3>itlji_ 6filujn^)gji 
6£>G33T Gurr^jj ^ GU n<9i ID GU fi ,*fl rr)j <9> ft n go 

2_ G 5 l£)ib&) 

G^Gffrn^iLD CffarTGUfrCLD 
5>G7in G» ifTgjj Q<9>fT63im 'RG& 

5>Gt7l7f^G37i JJ»i GJIfrCcSTfr f 

Like a baby elephant playing in u hite 
mud, Trivikrama playing in the dirt 
comes sweating in patches; lest he hurt 
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his tender lotus feet when he steps on 
hard ground, may he come toddling 
on a bed of fresh blossoms. ( 9 ) 

&,n0 iDGTini Gu ld Guncu 

'al & dij (h LD fT Cl) G (h & QJ GAT <££> w • 

^l(5>ipfb^iJ GTf^J(£jli) L_|GT)l_CluUJlJ, 

Qu(f^ r^iTg, Gtjig gif^jgrig>uSlg yi ib 

OurflujGgjfTIT UCUU) 

gj6T76rTib Gsmjgj 
&) srrfT^ciDi_ f^i_ qj frGcrcrrrr ! 

The ornament on lotus-eyed Kesava’s 
forehead sways flashing like a full 
moon reflected on dark waters. Holier 
than the gushing waters of the great river 
Ganga is the piss that flows from his 
little penis. With droplets dripping, is he 
going to come toddling now? (10) 

^ujit (^Gug)^ otAgO iJ Gg>fTS3Tr/)luj 

OTT (»JJ bOOlfajl g) G3T GtD G3T 
5jnuj(T lG<£) ip topjGJfTSnrrr gjGTTggj 
O-) GtT/T(T)tuT)! _ JTjI_ 

G^jujrr i_|«5jip <#rjrTGu 

G&l S)&) GiJT 2 GJT> GU CV GU ITfT 

lD fTuj gt* ifiGftflGLiGsijTGa.nGjT g>rrGTT ufifirfliLjii> 
lD5)A6<r»€TTU OurpjGUf75iG(>n. 

These songs by lamed Vishnuchitta 
of Veyar-clan sing of the dark hued 
lord who took birth in the cowherd 
clan when he toddled, giving pleasure 
to his mothers and fear to his foes. 
Those who master it will beget 
children who are devoted to the 
feet the wonder-lord of gem-hue.(11) 

1.9 / “Come to me” 

(Acbo, Acho!) 

Ponniyal | Amrutavarshim | Adi 

Oiirreir ^gujcu ^OTJT.'Oraa't i jrr>"ai 

Ailing) 

<3>GJT ^ u 5GUG3T 0 CO GST GT<J3Trftl 


i£1ot ,@ujcu Gui&ii dSsjiojbgij ct$it 

nrrjGu rrcu 

ctcS 1 6p>L_i_ijrr, ^isGsr 1 . ^sG^jt! 

CTii>Gu0ionsir surrijrruj, ^laGan] ^sGsn ! 

With golden ankle bells and a forehead 
pendant in their places sounding 
‘clang clang’, is he going to come 
running to my waist confronting me 
like a swift lightning cloud? My Lord, 
come quickly, Acho, Acho! (1) 

0.5 HbJftlOGUU L 4 , 6 lj)GU G^jCTT a-S7STQg)ILb 

GU foilo IG L CuUGO 

u^j<£taGTr eufTjgd 2 _C 3 T uQjGtrojmij Quo muuu, 

GiSIgO GUrtGTT gjGSffT^ 0&><ht)\b GJfT>d£)tiJ 
«^f^6<n<5.<9>GTTfTGco GUfT,^ ^^G^It! ,^^G<5(t! 

<2>(i§GufUu Gu/bgi], ^sGtfrr! ^sGsrr ! 

Your dark curly locks hover around 
your coral-lips like bumble-bees 
drinking nectar from a lotus; with 
tender hands that gracefully hold 
the conch, discus, mace, bow and 
dagger, come running to embrace 
me, Acho, Acho! " (2) 

u^^Gun gaflgjGinniuu Liiirjg,<i> Gffi<! 5 , 0 <fJiij^j, 

S®* fbirftiii dQi—a> 2 > 2 >JD Guniuan* 

cHtj lj ciraT^^leSTGuiGo un iii lL 

^(^GirQaiija, 

j OTTQ, GJiil G37nC GJT! ^ jG^Tirl^^G^IT! 

Gu 0 U>nGinrr! ^|oGan! ^jCstr ! 

O Dark-hued cowherd-lord, you 
went as a messenger for the five 
Pandavas, then waged the great 
Bharata war. You entered the lake 
haunted by the venom-spitting 
serpent Kaliya and leapt on to his 
hoods, struck terror, then graced 
him, come Acho, Acho! (3) 

i>>nrfilui flnfr, 0 ,u) 5 ,u >.&0 r> fr>GU 0 

GTGSTGOTg, 

Gii(GH-)ii) <^ 1 (rTjGL|L-LbiS 1 rr) 
afirnSlui ^GuAgoieai a._ gttGgtt ^c^rp, 

€j*p &_ (rt}Gfi)63TITUJ! cSw^G^fT? ^djG< 9 lt! 

li v <Tj»dhgtst* giurtjnuj, * 
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My Lord, you asked for some Sandal 
paste from a hunch-back woman; 
she too obliged and smeard it on 
you. In return you removed her 
hunch and straightened her back. 
Come Acho, Acho! (4) 

IDC3TOT7IT fT b 5) Cm fhJ <j£l 

OTLpgu^gy iSotjtCl. ,@0;j,g., 2_C5TOT.cn 

C2>na,0LD 

a,tpOT«u Qutfl^i 2 _oti_ 8> gj/aCangjOTTOTOTr 
cSlTPaanCcn! ^aCan! ^aGan! 
d)* csumuCott! ^aCan! ^aCan ! 

The scheming Duryodhana sat with 
vassal kings around him like ravs 
around the Sun. When you came he 
rose involuntarily, then sat down and 
gave a hate-filled look. But your one 
look was enough to scorch him. 
O Lord with discus in hand, come 
Acho, Acho. (5) 

Cumr c£.a>a>u uorarcrafl £gu LyliluOuncnrD 

^5 fTUU fT63T 

C^IT 

24 £nrr(tj< 2 ,mu Q^iL^fbgjrnT 

G& o tu ft) < 9 > n uj ; 

<5>fT»T ££.*(£) Cuxasfl^ A0Ljb Clu0fbJ 


with the tip oi your Pavitra grass, 
when he protested and tried to stop 
the gift ol the three strides of land. 
Come Acho, Acho! ( 7 ) 

I-T63T kO/TUJLD? 6TCTT ^ULlCTT 

(Jp63T63^&ITuj ta'lJCTJTJSiJtCLD OtfjfTGiyaT^ ^6TTGTJrTuj 

<*763TffiJT , 

txiOTgpl 2,y>4flOT)UJ QjrrcjflGu 8>tp<T)f5!uj 
i^ 1 g 3 tot)j QpLcrujdcn! ^aLan! ^iaCan! 
G<»ufb.8)i_finnOTmCcn! ^aCan! ^aCan ! 

When Bali's son Namushi protested, 
“What trick is this? My father did 
not know. You must resume your 
old form and measure the land”, 
you hurled him into the sky. O 
Radiance-crowned Lord of Venkatam, 
come Acho, Acho! (8) 

shGT* m_ <ff><_gyjii) (0«y>suiL|ti> a_6u0 
(LpG37Tl_4>g)J<^0 <^>*i)ID rr . (Lp<^lcvJGlJCTJT673Tn! 

CT (id I fTj | 

a 0Gini_(ipi4 FT-d7<jjr ^fT^Q^rTorsTT, 
LD63ijT<sr>i_ i£l6inrD0>£,rTCs3T! < £H<£?C<srr! ^dfC^n! 
iDniTcfiltsu uifpjsuGtftfl - ! ^SC&tr\ ! 


£h <bo'ol SO’dT (.0 SiJT I 

GUfbgj, ^i^G< 3 fr! c ^^G«?rT r 
^4 ) iuiT<5>5fT CurrCryGrr)! ^^C^rTl ! 

O Dark cloud-hued Lord! You drove 
the chariot for the victory of garlanded 
Arjuna in a fierce battle and rid the world 
°f its burden of despot kings! 
° fierce Bull of the cowherd clan, 
come and caress me, Acho, Acho!(6) 


^lAa, Clu0u,L.|a,jj. iDncucSI CcushcfiluSIcO 
<g>Jgij <siott|t)j OTOTtgu a,nomb sfileua,d£luj 
*^!3 ott a,€OTrcntOTta, gj0u)urrsO dDcrrfSluj 
0 * 8 , 50 , esia>UJ c: B „i ^oCair! ^sCarrf 
? ,S ’ U) @^*"Cott! ^aGarr! ^aGaa ! 

Sscms' r< T W j ddin g th c conch and 
s - In the great sacrifice of the 

y h Asura s preceptor Sukra 


O Lord with the Srivatsa mark on your 
chest! When the mat-haired Siva came 
begging and said, “All the seven 
continents, the seven oceans and seven 
mountains cannot fill my skull begging- 
bowl, O Cloud hued Lord,” you filled 
his skull, come Acho, Acho! ( 9 ) 

ifj)OTTGuf)UJ ClJffl0STT lO.jlpj.gtf E_«UOT8> ppi_ 
LDOTTOTfluJ rbfTOTTUjOTTfl) (lJ>fT)rr}|U> lDOTfT),!b41l—U 
' 'iIotT SL Cu4Hcrflcu Cl irfl0«TT (6^)8, ^HC5T0I 

^SHOTTOTTicaji ^ottitGoti! ^aCair! ^aGan. 
cW0tX.OT.fT) a-2,0)fTG(,Tn! ^taGaa! Ration . 

When eternal darkness enveloped 
the world and the timeless Ve as t 
into oblivion, you came as a swan, 
bequeathed the Vedas and rid the woi Id 
of darkness! Come Acho, Acho. ( 10 ) 
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cbs&euna 2>nijmjjc53TcsTi5)rircnSijT 

sSHsCstt GU0& crGjrnjj 

l DOS’ lOITLU CJgriGDGUdiC&ITGaT ulll_G3T 

C) 5 it go 

i£)sBgljTb un(J)Gonn i£ctt efilaibq ^orsuCa. 

These words of high mansioned 
Puduvai town’s king Pattarbiran 
recall the “Acho- come-to-me” songs 
of Yasoda addressed to Narayana 
who appears before loving devotees. 
Those who sing it always will rule 
over the wide skies. (11) 

1.10 / Embracing from behind 
(Puram Pulkutal) 

Vattunaduve | Hitseni \ Tisram 

£,0 Ggu svGTTn^trars) icitauflsia, - 
01u)nLl(p ^JotVIuSIcU (LpGX)GTT.A^lGjTltJ (IpOjGS} 

CufTGU 

'.'iainl0a OatTiHj) ctot« 3 t 4 > ^ > \e^\d>o,o } 

(5jl—L-GTr GUjbgjI 6T65T6tD63TU l_jfT)lbL|6U(^GUn«n, 
GafTCDlfTj^gjT 6TffjTCJ>63Tu LJfDli)l_|Ci>(#)6UrT63T. 

Like a jewel bud between two 
balls, his pensile organ dripping with 
piss, my little one will come and 
embrace me from behind, my Govinda 
will embrace me from behind. (i) 

0jl.u*. 5> <£lnfj) an^uSlegflco 

&rhi& ib Q^rruft 

5 >lL U^.^) 

<5>fcooi^>^jnGc\j nsi_2>£&) 

5T(J3T A533Ti3i!T63T (»"16<JTCD t»3T i_| t_|lT) lD t_] GU (iQ^Cll fT63 T , 
CHh'.^IJfTOTT CTOTCTiOTTU MfT)li)l_|6U(#)GUfTOTl. 

Wearing bells on his ankles, bracelet 
on his wrist, bangles on his hands, 
choker on his neck, and heaps more, 
my beloved one will come stealthily 
from behind and embrace me. my lord 
will embrace me from behind. (2) 

£U-rb$, Qu0(CT,ClacuQjii) 

6f>0)g|JU Ouir0£,*£laO3,fT635T01 SL-G35T63ITTITg,| 
ID6331 ^SHjGTTGU IT G3T 


OdSITt?,J,ITT, chGJI CUCU C3T G^jlI£3Tn51uj 

£HG)8>GIT GUIT>^! GTG3TG3T63TU l_(fpCDl_J sKj(^jGVI rTCTT, 
t^UJITfijOT GJTTy GTGJT U|IT>lj>L|GO(2)GUITGjT. 

The lord took birth to destroy the 
clan of kings led by Duryodnana, 
who wanted to rule the Earth 
by themselves, without sharing 
their bounteous wealth with their 
brothers, the Pandavas. He will embrace 
me from behind, the prize-bull of the 
cowherd clan will embrace me from 
behind. (3) 

5>fTfb Oy&y\b Gjjj^lU ITjLblSl f OQGW GTOTTrpj 

) ^)C3T0<9lUrr)0 ^<£1, 5>g«5X»nuS)6V.> 
CGUfVjajnftGTT a_ii<9, inGrrfU) ^lcnnC^rr 

afi!IITfT)2>CfJ63T CTS3T(Jir>6y»u L| fT) UD L | GVJ €U fT C37 , 
2_LD U "Ok nerr GTCTTCiDGUTU LJ IT) ID l_| 60(#)6LI fTOTT. 

When Dhananjaya knelt saying 
“O Lord wielding the Nandaka 
dagger, my Refuge!” the lord drove 
Arjuna’s mighty chariot in the 
battlefield and felled many kings 
victoriously. He will embrace me 
from behind, the lord of gods will 
embrace me from behind. (4) 

GgU 673T&GOU U^^ULD €&) Cm GTT10 4140, 

AGSJT U6U OuiLI0> 5,0^g,G3TLpA 0,ITG{i)G3T i>vj)U 
UG33T UGU UH14.U u6UGUir670T(^ ^finuuu, 

uswrgl 

LDGlflJT UGU C1airssITUITG3T l_|IT)l£>L|CU0GU ITG3T, 
GUITLDG3TG3T GT63TG3IG3TU l_JIT>li>L|GO0GmTG3T. 

The little lord who plays and stands 
under the shade of trees, with a tuft 
ot peacock feathers on his head and 
a silver fig leaf on his waist, praised 
with songs in many modes, came as 
Vamana then and took the Earth. He 
will embrace me from behind. (5) 

33,$IJlb GJITj^lOj S«jtl Gp>0 U>ITG3uflujrriij 
2—5>5>IJ C.G1J,£IuSIgv I063T0 Gp>0GUGin(131,4, 

ffliuiT <^fTfaot}J«9> Arrcrofl iipfonYiih 0<9»fT6WTi_ 
u5,^lafT5»frgOTt L|ir)Lbq60(j5)<surr63i, 

UfTlT ^CfTITj^jfTCffr GTCTT I |^lbL|GU(£)QjrTdrr. 
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The lord approached the sacrificial 
altar as a beautiful manikin with an 
umbrella in hand and all auspicious 
features; he measured and took the 
Earth and all else from Bali, beheld by 
the assembled kings. He will come 
and embrace me from behind. (6) 

CluiTg, a a_<jcncua 

sjrf)). 

&&&&S> s^rcSIssflrij 

Qix>s>a>& il^SLuSlgj 

<SHaa>G3T suit,*) CTCOTcnaiLj MnjibMGC^ajnsTT, 
«TsjTcns5Tu LfrriuiLicu^iajrTCTT. 

My lord overturns a mortar and stands 
on it, reaches up to the hanging pots 
o( sweet milk and Ghee, and gorges 
himself to his fill. He will embrace 
me from behind, the discus-wielder 
will embrace me from behind. (7) 

lypagjGnGu &its» opgj inararp^cjrgii 
■^Sgii a_«>jg ) g 1 | (gjipsunoj ,g ; cr>o uriia 

Qjrr uJ5>5> iD6<nrr)GujmT GiiOTirTf^jft ^CcDidujqjit 
6U£bg)J, <n6ffT®r>OTTLJ L^fDti)Lj60f^)GUfT6jrT. 
g^I-DlSi gncTT CTOTTcnsjru i_|fDLb«_|G0(<5F)6iirTS3T. 

My lord and master came playing 
songs on his flute, climbed a tall 
sand dune and danced, watched by 
the elders of his clan, worshipped 
by the Vedic seers, and praised by 
the celestials. He will come and 
embrace me from behind. (8) 

eh£)uo>a, 3>n«n Iuj angjoSl^.^ 

g.’uQuir^g,, rrftjOT ffTOTEU §j£,£\i,ds i 

iJF> ITsfil 63^1 Gu 

tliiuOT Glswa, ilsufTj, 

^aaeiisir CTC3T<Kr>OTu mniiiiisC^surTOT, 
!C ' BuACa 'r* MJDO^cG^CurTOT. 

Wh<m Ins lover Satyabhama desired 
he Kalpaka rtee from Indra’s garden, 

in ‘her™ ’ 1 ' Sa ‘ d ’ and P* antec ^ 11 

*n her moonlit yard to satisfy her. 

, L r " rd of celestials will come and 
embrace me from behind. ( 9 ) 


=§Sif>tu i51ijnG3T i iroiiH^cO^Puj 
Ccuujg, 0){_ 5>C a rTeTfl Ostcu sfilL.glefl^g.Gji 

au5lj> 1 W,'iSf'SlJ (TCP <12,0; IB GUSUSUGUli 

w/'Tiuag, QjijTLD^ajGjiGnij Glupgjj iCdflyiOjCa- 

Tills decad of sweet songs by Vishnuchitta 
regales beautiful Yasoda’s “embrace- 
from-behind” game with the discus 
lord. Those who master it will enjoy 
the company of good children. (10) 

2.1 / Child Krishna shows 

“Fear!” (Appuchi) 

Mechudu | Sencburutti | Adi 

Glioma. adgii aihithib J§}L..ib&,nc5i <t>gG 

2gh^1 

O LJ fTLU O IT> Goynibjr) Q U fTCDIT) 2_G1D' 

ID (TiCT (ajy IT t9> i*J> fT LLJ f 

jftgii shut Aumirg,| ^aripj un<r3,ii, 

toil ■ .£< UJ0 

<&^'^>gsfls5G3 , ,^iuy,5/fl a.rru{5liCI«3TpnGSr: 
t SH£HT>GOT' 1 ,$|ULy3<fl 0i£lG3TmiTOTT. 

The lord with the conch on his left, 
the good flute player, went as a 
messenger and forged the great 
Bharata war for the sake of the patient 
kings who lost in games of loaded dice 
and could not secure even ten villages. 
He comes as a child and shows ‘Fear!’ 
to me, O My, O My! (1) 

tDssiGu i.jGinri G^nsn oiffaieaiGu^iij a)irg3>(£>U) 

LDnjrryib 

JGCP (£jSiT)GUU.i QJlj) n)J61J(fr)Lb ULU L^l LU , 

i i 

'T'lfuDG'j Gif6iT>£nii i<5) GJiJtCo^)IT^» iDGu ^ipGTfS3T_(T) 

0.3 l*tf 0, G37T 

.-£*GcQjc<r>Gu Qin^gjj gl^lOTTJprrear; 

^iXurjC^jr' c5»iuu,.3.ifl Aail.(5*^ 6 ® T ^ fT€ ® T ' 

The lotus-eyed lord drove the char lot 
for Arjuna who wielded the bnw and 
killed Duryodhana and his hundred 
brothers; kings with mountain-like 
arms, the great Seer Bhishma, and 


22 





VISHNUCHITTA'S WORKS / Periyalvar Tirumoli 


a host of others trembled. He comes 
as a child and shows ‘Fear!’ to me, 
O my, O my! (2) 

£f>/Tu^m igfT fhi —LDI | 67^1 ^SITSlflujGTT 

<£iu LjOTTg^lrr) jIguldli umijrbgjj 

CoOJ u51 ( &) IPG^J GSt^^ftSJTfTUJ |0 b~jrtn 

^TjUjOTT ffufjjgt) t^UCl,<ffc!l 0>rTL_(p(P63TfT)fT6yT; 
cEWLDIdGott! e2Huej,5^1 0 ,(TlL dQCTTf^ 17657. 

The cowherd-lad entered the hot 
waters, climbed on to a Kadamba tree, 
leapt over the hoods of the venomous 
snake Kaliya, and danced as his 
anklets jingled merrily; playing 
his bamboo flute he stood like a 
wonder. He comes as a child and 
shows ‘Fear!’ to me, O My, O Mv! (3) 

^(f^ilirj-GU iSIrpi^gjj Gurnu, GJ 6 insp 6 UGU ^ujit 

lD0L.67ni —&) £h <af]l 13LJlS) Si £hl . 6U63T Si (6T)t5(o3l 

LD rtlSTTU 

i j ij lL 14 , ,34 £>iT)frcTr crirli ^rr y^iDuilf^A 

G) Si fT6C7TTl. 

c^(jilt_s3T Qiji>giJ Aml^^lcjin^iTOTT: 

^LDidCgTt! ^|UL| J 5.‘fl (5>niL(”t)l(f£l63Trr}rT63T. 

He was born in the darkness of a 
dungeon. He went to Mathura, 
dragged the evil Kamsa to death, and 
ended the misery of the good cowherd 
folk. The naughty fellow stole our 
silk vestments one day. He comes 
as a child and shows ‘Fear!’ to me, 
O My, O My! (4) 

'T.9ULij<SyjTi <£l 0 icj GlrF,LU(5i0 

. LJ Lfj biJol . fTj j]? §J 1=^1 Hi 67F> Ml fflSi Si 63") I 

0, IT lb U IT 61) 

'^iTuyjCinrrQ; 6 tt btf 12? gj,Lq.<fk-£h£) giiu*** 

r^UyjCSTTL 1T63T cgwill AfT|_^b)l<^63TIT)rT63T ; 

^tbiDGgSTf ^jULOj^m &» n ll (*0^63117) IT C3T. 

Once he was caught stealing butter; 
Nanda’s wife tied him up with a churning 
rope and beat him as he writhed in 
pain. He smote a loaded bullock cart 
to smithers. He comes as a child and 
shows ‘Fear!’ to me, O Mv.O My. (3) 


Qouq g }err 61uD(3T(ipsincus, G&aj£l 

rfyfhtGD &)&)(&)& 

'ol<5fTLJl_U_2> G^fTCSTT^, O^H^JillUTTl^.Clun'Lb 

63) qj s, &> 

g)JULJ(lpli) urT6^JLD 2)uSl0lb 6'£)(lgrhJ<f£luj 
c^LJuejr ojibgjj 5>rTL_(p£Q6jrTn)iT6in; 

c^idldGsot! &uu,s£\ a>ml0^63TfD IT63T. 

Our lord was born to the red supple¬ 
breasted maid Devaki and appeared 
before her in all his grandeur. He came 
to live among us cowherd folk, and 
ate up all our milk, curds and Ghee. 
He comes as a child and shows 
‘Fear!’to me, O My, O My. (6) 

gi&igilSy Q(J,nGWTi_nGTT GdfcnCcon? QnGcsT 

OurboQrTGTT Q(£T>1 tG 6\JIT? 
2)5)LD ^ 61D63TUI rT6TT ,2^ G .9 17 63) ,@617(0 

(ffl lil a LD 

Ut'hfT^g.j^ijlT (5i0nil(i5)Lp(T) GiffiTTU 1T6U G&rTGTrrfl 

sufbgii ^ U li,# <ifl (9>rril(^^l6jriDrT63T; 

^ LDLdCgJt! (9> TT lL (GJl iQ fD ITG^T. 

I his lion-cub of Yasoda of agreeable 
heart, wears flower bunches in his dark 
curls; wonder, was he born to her, or 
did she adopt him? He is the brave 
lion among the cowherd folk, our lord 
and master. He comes as a child and 
shows ‘Fear!’ to me, O My, O My. (7) 

, 7!<fsrtrsi6iy> 1 g, eiisifl aei faiflQarTrr> Gdi,fT6iraT(73, 

(0 G)J 6U III 2> 

<5irflu .|lo urflu^ib ^ggf7c5(^uj(^pvi) 
6Trb)0ii) l ig^ip0 ^06rfl, 6)i63T,£brT637 ^6JTH 
<rH ^ 0>673T6753T63T ,^| u ^<5 ,£) AfTi'_63TTTI T63T; 

lb ID Cgtt* fF.rr L L(J , l<^63Trnrr63T. 

Listening to the hard-hearted Kurd's 
words, the lord of beautiful eyes went 
into the forest granting his prized 
elephants, steeds, kingdom and .ill else 
to Bharata. He comes as a child and 
shows ‘Fear!’ to me, O My, O My. (8) 

U&)Si (ip^eiTTGUGDfTUJU LJLl .5,6Tf1^j 
&2>rfrt<5i 63)i5,^tfLut9 6763T <5i633163751TT* ^633763757 IT* 

6T63TC3T 
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2_£b<niu L^cn QGnrrrsgy ^-Ju^iujrr 

jdSfy2>j3b 

e§Mg*<3»cjr eufbgjj <3>nilQdQOTr(T>rTS3T; 

^LDLoCsf! c^HULij^^n *rril 0l<fQc5TfT>aCTT. 

The elephant caught in the jaws of the 
vicious crocodile bellowed with folded 
hands and cried, “Krishna, O My 
Krishna, Help! My lord and master 
drove his bird Garuda thither and saved 
him from distress. He comes and 
show me ‘Fear!’, O My, O My. (9) 

mjcucuirsfi g)«u(W)<9> LDCvr iig,g grin, 

c&le^rrprOTCTT sfilil^rflaarar 

OafA &,nn, & *(6y,ain,j U m_cG Qenrsu 

u^gjib 

evGvcuna Cuniij anaig^ao) msjnssfl 

@0,uuCij. 

1 his decad of Appuchi songs by 
Vishunuchitta sing the praise of the 
bow-wielding lord w ho rained arrows 
and burnt the Rakshasa’s Lanka. Those 
who master it will go and live 
in Vaikuntha forever. (10) 


2-2 / Giving suck to the Child 

(Ammam) 

Aravanaiyai \ Yarrunkalyani \ Adi 

•^HFGV) ^wicotuj ruij! ejCo)! 

^niiixiib a_ranOT3Tg, g.iuSlQsuLpn'Cuj! 
^,'gsiiiD SL-sOTOTjingj 2i_r)ii)4£l £ Gumi, 
.jgj'Cjrrpjio a_<Ml Clo,nEran_2ii7G«urr; 
ffutlffiirsi &> (tGotitottj emiSlrpj r^icusn^e.rriu ; 

suot ypesscjasri Gamirggj unujg, 
fytn, uj 

^l«D«naai S-»5>i@u MfrtjilLirGuj. 

O Cowherd child, lord who reclines on 
a serpent-bed, wake up to take suck. 

ast night you went to sleep without 
supper, it is almost mid-day now. I do 
not see you coming. Your belly is 
Hat, my heavy breasts are overnowing. 

lace your auspicious lips and take 
suck, beating and kicking. (]) 


GTiQJSj#, C7'rv, ujllj ib <3>fTjJ5'£[> urTGyjii) 
siHa 2,u9(ff}ib oWuc^ClcTarujib 

J fhi £> > <iV u-i 'i> 711 l -T) IT) if) i CIU €3T 

6TlDl9fJfT(?3T f£ i.9sSSTtfSmaTT; 

(Tf^^c^neTTujib Qtfiuuju T!i ■£> rr)uuj ; 

U5luCujC 3T, .9»s,ib ucnCg,; 

($>£>&] (^pqiQjgu Qdnu&i 

(\pdh(&y £L_rf)}(6Tpfl (ipCDGU S^GJiTTfrClH. 

My Master, ever since you were born, 
1 know not where all the saved 
Ghee, boiled milk, drained curds 
and fresh butter went. You go on 
doing what you w-ant, I do nothing 
lest 1 anger vou. Making a pearly 
smile, sniffing your nose, go ahead 
and take suck! (-) 


2,f£>0>lb jl^OTTfDrtcO 

5>fTUjii)»Tn cSWjOijfTit »£ I rfl#><£*i.£pcb<ft'rr»T; 

tTtirQ cjrO i r> ci > \i,o <?’ 1 O f» ti j a 1 

SlJfTtp Qi€a6u Cbf»«9iGf»€lJrr! 
aL_rF,(aT'dJ)UJ rrrr £■ ^Cfbcvj't; 

g> cstcoctt (r^nisan a_fitb' udftlLGl 

5>2^£>G<5J»fTt icct ^lipjGijtt! 

fTprT631 <£MJ5>0» 2 . . GSifTnGUJ . 

The mothers can’t stand it when their 
children return home wailing; they 
come here and complain about you. 
O Vasudeva who lives as you wish, 
your father doesn’t correct your ways; 
nor am I able do anything. O Little 
child of Nandagopa, my breasts are 
laden; go ahead and lake suck! (3) 

if y» |6T) i*! (gifTOy <5fATt^iTT (7 £lj I | ,'rtifT fl ifji l_,' I : I ' 

&6ti&r4 64h( i^l r—^ 16 ) u i, 

\ ^OTTGTT OlDSUGUlq UJfTCU 

I iHlLlfF)^, '• »• ) fi g) ! *u I fl ) n fj t ^i ^>jl *b (JTtfDTfpJ 
0 , 1 tsott; ^ifjfjiT Gfl.frGcu! 

^4,UI(T ll l. {hfy j r 2WCTT«)J63n'P rT ^ 60,T ' 
<9><6T>d6ttC3T Si_637 C-.H(6T,«9Cn)^Ci>Tain6'J ^ 

QJ6inW\>UU (ip 671 ^ S- 6a7Tir ^ a, ‘ 

O King of eternals! You caught Kamsa 
with your tricks and killed him. 
The devilish cart incited by him 
broke to smithers when you smote 
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it with your cotton-soft feet. My fear 
that it may have hurt you, alas, was 
more than all the cowherd clan s. 
Take suck from my breasts. (4) 

jguj a>(CT)<5OT 2 _«StCu)GU 

2>_ l—UJ 63T G<5fT»T(oL| UfTIT 
iDrrujrb5>caTCTTnrcO njcsnwuuQA^co, 

CD rrtp<j£l OjGgV) G3T, 611 fT<9» C<g) 51) fT! 

SjtTlLJ IT (WfTltJ^Q^fTCU A^jLDli) 0»6dOTl_fTUJ ; 
0fTjpf§l<9 O Q fTGT tG ffiHG3T f GuiTA GcuOTUTl..(TJ 
i_jniq.£>0 ^GTijflsfilcTT^Gtfj! 

^lDrr(j>gjl 5U»bg>J ClGfl QpGT>GV 2_CS3TnGuj. 

O Vasudeva! The evil-minded Kamsa 
is angry with you. When you are alone 
he will capture you by deceit. I will not 
live thereafter. Mother’s words must 
always be heeded. I repeat, do not go 
out to play. O Beacon of the cowherd 
clan, come sit and take suck. (5) 

ifilgjr ^GnLiurrn 

ffftlfl 0Lp€vGu)6U r^J6Jllpfb& 

^GST «flcU©SlL^gjgj|Trt 

^LDir^^rTtu! 2i_C5TGnOTTi3> &OT5n_rT(T 
ffTSJTCJT GfTjnCSTL-l Cf^fTtT)r[)rTGTT Oa>nCpGVJfT 

i tan 63T LJ (ol l_l fT) fT) Gli llSl fT)l 2—6JU—UJfTCYT 

srsirguii) suitiig>«n3> CTiugjjsfil &$, 

ypcnsu 2 _aravrGuj. 

o Lord Hrisikesa residing sweetly in 
Srivilliputtur! Bees hover over your 
coiffure flowers and hum sweetly. 
People who see you wonder what 
penance vour mother did to beget you. 
Such is the credit you have earned 
for me. Come take suck. (6) 

G)lJCff3Tlq.<T 6U trip SUIT IT (063T LJ U nol (J1J 

ClugigiiU) CTOTgjiib ^coffinitCeu 
&eir3TL-Su^fijcji Gurra>0 

*ffirST®rfW>GSJM*JIT«U asu Ihth GfbUSi'S) 
fflJSifjT^t ffi..6uniD y,(bI(ff)g>S'Sl€3Tn'T 
GlJniU^pfljUJ q lantTLggT CgS)JCJ5TUl^> 

!olAH6Wt(9 Cunsuirsjr si rglCTTtnrrn; 
Gs. | TGfili>g’ ,rl ® ((pcpcvj a_.ffi>jvTG'u. 


Passing housewives stop when they 
see you, filled with a desire to beget a 
child like you. Bee-humming flower- 
coiffured girls roll their eyes over you 
and come to take you, to drink the 
nectar from your lips. O Govinda, 
come take suck. (7) 

^0 LDGDGD GlJfTCVJ IOCUCOIT 

<@05111* CTfflQ^iIi^fTLy! 2_C3T 

$0 IDfllTCVj 

G^5>5> G1JJ£>^J GTG3T c ^CU(dJ^G\J 

f?(3 CLP® 06 ocmu ojrTuju)(^g)gi} 

£>0 (JpffDCUCTUlJ A GdhfT6i53T 

@0 (ipcmcuiqio (ipcmn) (ip63>«DtDfTiLj 
6JfhJ& ejrbjJi) ,@0fbgJ 2_633TnCuJ. 

You routed the two mountain-like 
wrestlers in combat! Climb on to my 
lap, put your lips on one breast and 
fiddle with the other, take suck from 
both the breasts between moans and 
sniffles alternately, fill yourself to the 
brim of your auspicious chest. (8) 

^nii <5>idguu Cuna,5,^)^Go 

^srafl Garten ^flf£>$«nnii)GurTCu 

QcfJfbJ ALDCV (Lp&lb GfiluJITUU, 

^GDloOtfJUJgjj @LD (jpT)fD5)gjnGl_ 
cgH P3J<5iti> (TTGVHAJ fTLO LJ UJ IT <?B 

^tf-nenenm Cci>6TOTi.rT; ^ldid! efilibii) 

anofJir<5>0 

^ujrjn ClfcffCcLi! (jpemeu 2_ our rrC uj . 

My Master! Do not plat’ mischief and go 
all over the yard picking up dust, with 
sweat forming over your flower-like face 
like pearls of dew on a fresh lotus 
flower. O King of gods, there in the 
Milky Ocean, you gave nectar to the 
gods. Now come and take suck. (9) 

«Tf>l ^11 ff> loiJifJ ddjfl Ch (ITT 

6pG\Sl5>0lh ^GiTiau UfTta^lu nGcu 
U*Tlqili I trTLq 51)0&1631 JT> fTvTn IUU 

' i(T)t jITtfll I53T 6763TiT}| eQybifT 1 


25 


2 







THE sacred BOOK / Divya Prabandham 


&Gnstb£ li!@ 

ejprr) SK^cng, 

{?!«. Sjauuj CuniijefilunrCa,. 

S-SSU5rr.' $ ypcnoj a_eraroCiij. 

o Perfect One! You go running 
everywhere, and over the din of the 
adde bells, you sing songs, and to match 
the songs you dance and dance 
vigorously. When I saw you come thus I 
said to myself, “This is Padmanabha, the 
lord himself”. Now do not go running 
away again, come and take suck. (10) 

suit" dKSnfljig, CW^,^ 

LOrrg,eU(T. a_<r&)i eTcsr/r) uirrn)fT)u> 

(gjojcncn- eunaii) 

2>"£uih sSl«0 O Sl M 2,g 1 nfru 

urm Q & „^ MO>y)fTGiT 

uL^in9aiTCTT uirucO suebojnn 

Tn ^enflfga Cu>cu 

“ aS ’ T ® OugJjojiT g,nClD. 

These songs of the world famous 
attarbiran of Srivilliputur with 
the fragrance of water-lotus wafting 
everywhere recalls the corset-breasted 
Yasoda’s suckle call to Madhava. 
i hose who master it will acquire a 
mind that dwells on the auspicious 
lotus-eyed lord. 

2.3 / Ear-boring ceremony 

(Containing the twelve Names 
of the lord) 

Payppadit | Sankarabharanam I Adi 


CumuuurrQ a «n t UJ £ 


, ® yr S>Jb<«r>0)U_|i.b 
&> n !P£b£bn& t 


Qun <-"> «»* 

—<5- a , AtutiKtmiti 


CuujuLjnsu (Lpansu a_SOTi_ iSfeCctr! Qaaseu- 

E_g3T<ST) GST0) 0>rT£l (&)£>&> 
e^,UJU UIT6U/T O L.j GTSJ Q 0> <?TT GT6U 6\J IT0, (i) 

GUITj^fTn ; 
£->rrG3T cyjcu&Gdfjtsjr. 

O Kesava! Your father has gone out 
and does not return. Alas the strong 
fierce Kamsa is cruel and there is none 
to protect you. O Ocean-hued Lord! 
You go alone and roam everywhere. 
O Mad child who took suck from 
Putana’s breasts, the cowherd-girls have 
all assembled. O Master, I have kept the 
auspicious Betel leaf and Arecanut ready 
for your ear-boring ceremony. (1) 

oicniirTf^njTij usucmo u>(ffjniiAl63flrT) 
lOftiiiuuitg® fQcror^liarafl <^t,rriju, 
jEiCirjTCsafl^, cufT At rr, cno iSl if] uj rrg, 

£E>rrrifTiLi«reTnr! JgjtiiCo, GUiTrjfiiij; 

iSlgirCror! f)Manuj 

eTifliunCio arrgjjs,;®) @ 0 O)S 3 t; 
a>55fijT^)JS>(g ) (TjlOTpib ^MLpgjJ) gi <sn, || I 
thGP&tO, A 14 ULILb ^ffinciiLurr ! 

O Narayana! Forever you remain in 
the thoughts of those who worship 
you! Wearing a colourful coral band 
on your waist, and jingling ankle bells 
on your lotus feet, come hither. O Lord 
of beauty beyond imagination! I will 
insert the needle and thread without 
hurting you. See, these golden earrings 
are beautiful, yes ? (?) 


Sraf'Cw o, , aiL 


Sl. GZfT 6JD 6iTT ; 

^ <2)1-0 


GTxnjujib 5TOjGv>nii) Qi jgjjib 6)jrnV<%i cO cun^ipii) 
lOdJsij^^cinLp 

QcuiiuCfflj a>rr£lai AH/flcsnuj gjQiaiein, <S 
Cguctou) ajQ®eu«umi s«t,svOT; 

@>ei (^cuaiSrflsO Cgrreirtfl'O 

«?ffirei*Lir ,$ i ujnCW ll g<j ) C.a! 
ODiociisjisyiift Odnbsjj ^en 

£_<SrT6TT 0)0)1 , 

torT^suCc.jrJ g^rbiC^ cunijndj. 

O Madhava! O Radiant child born 
to deliver this cowherd clan! I have 
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brought for you these ear-pendants in 
the shape of the deep-sea Makara 
fish, which all the world raves about. 
You infatuate young cowherd-dames 
and live in their hearts. I shall bore 
your ears quickly. I will give you all 
that you ask for. (3) 

QJCWT f£)G3Trr)J 2_6iDL UJ QJllSlfJft <3>iq UL| 
6 DrTfT 0 ,fT 5 ), 5 >fTipu 

nPjcSrg)] s_C 3 >l tun CAfrurrcu 

61 6 tT 61 D 6 TT fh GTT 

C5>fT661{bg)n! § Q^FfT 60 ^| 5 > Cl< 5 >rTerTCTTfTUj; 

fb<r5T£u gph AiqUM ® LLfT ® J 

^csfloj ucurnjuipii) £fbgj) 

<3rG33T (J>63Tp ^ GHjfl (jpfi^GU 2_ GTOTGJUTg) 

O)GU 67 T ffj(T<J 3 T 

Cans,s,ib, iSgrrcji! eunijniij. 

O Govinda! See, these cowherd- 
boys with long-drawn ears are wearing 
beautiful diamond earrings. They are 
well-mannered children. Listen to 
me. If you wear these beautiful ear- 
pendants, I shall give you sweet 
jackfruii and suck from my breasts 
with swollen teats. I beg of you, 
Master, come hither! (4) 

C<ins,2>ii>, i'llrjrresT! CTOTgj "9 «id 

OanCTTfiTTfTUJ ; 

,STif)(5)ip6unOrrfT(^ t*i_irruj<9> 

Qthn &>§>}«fji ($)UGT 3 €ii l 9 «r>OTSTIT)gi) 

Qjf^ 2 jrr 6 u i 

g,ci! 3 iii)tnainsiraT 0 2,ibi?! 

GlllT®gdti> Qulf)uj£ 5 T ^lUUli) 

iSIfjoCgst! ^IrfluSli. ^CmsO; 

Ceuujg, g>t n,Cs,nt,rwn sfil0ibi i 
«6 Il'.0Gsu! GurtQfTUJ. 

O Vishnu! My Master! Even when 
I beg of you saying, “Please”, you do not 
come. Mv lord, if you come here 
alter going out with curly - haired girls 
to dance the Rasa, would I take it 
as a virtue? I will give you bigger- 


than-the-biggest Appam. My dark 
haired Lord, dear to the girls with 
long arms that desire to hold you, 
come hither. (5) 

djleOTrQciraT«u«u<Tii) Gailo, <sui[>$i!.i_mu, 
2 _6 STGUITuS!cu 

T rf}fTC»3T Cn,n&i&\ 

iDiaiiolwlJiffijCOfT lO Sib o*ol0^1 6T63T lD65T0ji^JCnGcTT 

iDg^ (SjgiGsir crGiTp @(55)Csi6ji; 
qOTi Gjgjiib ^cucncu, 2_«ii«iiTgii iDrfSlujib; 

Qunpffjg,) Jgnnnju Gurrgji @0, JjiiiS! 
<5,ff5ST633TfT! (TfCST SifTIT^lp^ClCcvl! 5>USUSU<£fiJT633Tfr! 
arTGUGuCssr! (ipfincu SL-essrrrGtu. 

O Madhusudana! When I pried open 
your mouth out of concern for you, your 
bawl was heard all over the skies; fear 
struck my heart when I saw all the worlds 
in it. I realised you are the lord. See, 
this will not hurt one bit, your ears will 
heal, bear it for a wee moment, my 
dark-cloud Lord! My ocean-hued 
Lord! My protector, dear as my eyes! 
O Whole One! Here take suck. (6) 

(Lp6iI>C\j €7l£> LoGlJ GijinCo637 67637 n^j 6p> Lq. 

r£l63TS>rr^ln) 

Alqucnuu GTff)^^lL_(j^ 

LDCyiCVXoUTUJ lD<£)lp»T>£lJ 5>GV>lflnifl 

AfTgjgjjU LJ <3i(Q GDIJ ClOlLJ5)g)fTUj; 

iltsncvj ^xsarajj ^MlsfilA^ruon! 

^(5 <rN > u, ^ LJfTl 9 ^ lSI rrrrOf 

0>6»TH2U fijl 6V> fTlJ CunGj^) 2_G37a>rT€T>5iLJ 
6^ilfq.tlGi_C33, ^uinCrn? 

O Trivikrama! You happily lilted a 
mountain against hailstones and 
protected the grazing cows! You 
broke a bow for Sita, you strode the 
Earth as a manikin. O Master of the 
cowherd-clan! You run away saying, 
“I don't want any suck”. You pluck 
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the ear-pendants and throw them 
away. It is my mistake, I did not bore 
your ears earlier when your neck 
was still supple. ^ 

TT673T r 

ctotsoot 2 ^ 6 y 5lCuraT|Ti£ji 

Crb^^l iSI^A 

dt«noT«jirA 0l i amlunbjfilwsuC^P 
^ MfflOl *„wfldr li «,*a Qanu) ffljrTU)OT 
2>u)u. a-drang,**, gji^i; 

CTri)6u ™ £*uuaiu, iSl^rrCsjr' 

£>^0* Q^gaC.* 

ov,™ na , Yourayi . Donolpretend 

to regret your mistakes. Did you not 
" d ™' be “ ™. -pen m/ mout “ 
ridlCu1 ' k " »>ong 
i ’ - , ^ or d whose banner bears 
the snake s enemy Garuda, Deliverer 
devotees, I shall be truthful 
henceforth. The bore in the ears will 
sea if left, so let me thread them. (8) 


CliDiij CTeirnjj Qairsugusun-IT GWeusncua, 

ns-,. . *<*>&& 

5j rT (p)iuL^GTOT L _rTuj ClcucainClQUT^nuj (rrcaTp 
aanr, a_ a C«u.r($l 

6T 637 CiD CffT &> 

a.ir®n!TCsu 0,u_u t .iT);f>‘lGr>GuCuj? 

CI#«£,«SU rflrflgg, 

A* , @0®£lcu, 

6 a_«3TS,rr^ 

en *' B * SSWEIumu. a&fiav 

ftirrrlsnaiujn'17 dSliflmnCuy. 

o Sridhara! You say, “Giving cre- 

not hi t0 COm Pj a * nts °f others, did you 

and bmT ^1°' StCalin S their b u«er, 

taunting me for all my fi"he h"™ 

Kr*3-*s^ 

ensItandm^e^^STlsdon-, 


ftinflanftiuiHrftQu, a. CT ffi 0li) 

CT63T 

^fTgj^cfT <s£rhi&\ CTffluSlGU? 

SnA^n 3 ct,cu Qsrr^Qii, cTcirgj 

“ l a' flllCL,:ir ’ ®H>2>Cu> aicir Cp? 

*€' ‘ £D tSl6TTGD6TT<9>GTT <ncO6VrT0|i) AfTgj 
l «lu0dRdClg, ^IrfluJCljcD 5,(7i3ijII4; 

67 " cS)«Dl_ Cl B&try ^SrmjaOTrjU CTrfjljb^lllL- 

@(rT ? lq.G<5,d7rr! ! 

P Hrishikesa! You say “If my ears 
inflame, what is the difference between 
you and those girls?” Alas, I bored your 
ears without a thread fearing it might 
ache your head. It is my mistake. O 
Lord who killed the bull Arishtanemi 
and the calf Vatsasura, Dear-as-my-eyes! 
Look, all the village children go about 
with thread in their ear-bore. (10) 


«3>OT3T6D 6337,3) (£)6tflrj5, <fLCUrT,^J STfbJ^LQ 

<3)U*<£MDip L4,f^J(£jipCuaiTi5i6Tr 
(TTC^QiJT^gjjGn 6T63Tpli) 

Clu0u>rrCts3T! CTmiasir ^lypGg! 
s_<nnwmS> a,rafl,s,sfr g,0CV«jr, 3,1^64 ff^cjrrrjjii 
Cfp>r€ij"CcD 5,rrgjo,0 Igglsucir; 
UOTOTOTycrara iOifluja aauii a-eng,®^ltli_ 
utrjufbfTLjfT! @riiGa, QJfTrrrriij. 

O Padmanabha! Beautiful fragrant 
flower-coiffured dames look all over 
you with pleasant eyes and keep you 
in their hearts sweetly. O Lord 
our ambrosia! You smote a cart 
to pieces. I will give you many fruits 
to eat. I will apply these pendants 
to your ears without the slightest 
pain, come hither. "(11) 

s^n srsjTgj, CWsOrf) ^rah Gnacnuju iSlut-ggii 

6uciS)ujC«j e,n£\ir, aujujny 

ClTjrTGUg) $lf\6,&\<zij' a_fi3TA0 ^ 

®(}$*e>p& <rTSiT? 

^irgiiadi Q;b'i2>;£l0ii>, dPcuCifucji; 

2 >ITaj © u !ft> OAnemQaneu&G&eir, ,@d«V 

8, rr 6071 (TIL ); 

££>LDiS*? (LpOTT 6D(GV)<5 LD 3b 63) 677.3 

orr<oUu urrcu 2_633T(Jl <£f< 9 >(k) ^rrju 

girrGiDrt^grr! fiurrgrruj. 
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O Damodara! You say “Asking me to 
come, I know you will grab my hand 
and forcibly thread the pendants, hurt¬ 
ing me. What difference does it make 
to you? It will hurt. No, I will not come . 

I have kept Rose-apple fruit for you, 
take a look. O Lord who killed the ogress 
by sucking her breast. Lord who smote 
the cart to pieces, come hither! (i 2) 

£),rrn g,inpu Clu03>i>l 

lD5>rja(g)«mip CSUC53TU).S 

QsnrirGsr 

OfllTGU 

urriT sil ," dg> ne u M a, lP r,£ ® T u)«ii«nrai 

usiisifl0 rbiuog>g>nGu Qan«Sr«r 
atffiTjt, 'SHZ&nglu u6Sraflff«OT®ii) ev*>*mn 
&3&Sb @11 *(£> 

These twelve ‘Names songs’ in Andadi 
style by world famous Puduvai King 
Vishnuchitta recalls the words lovingly 
spoken by Yasoda to the lord Tirumal 
desirous of stretching his long ears with 
Makara ear-pendants. Those who master 
it will be devotees of Achyuta. (13) 

2.4 / Bathing the Child 

Venrtai Alctmda \ D^tiyctsi 1 Rupakam 

OsucOTClCTmi) 0gpt£i0ii> 

cfilejnsirujfT^ mLg<£liuii> 

^lojrClsiraTraT jgGii §}<jn a_ejT63iGna, 
fifteen 

sTswClsunii gSTfluujpu> OftirajjrQ 
eiib&,Gr>Gv Cuirgjui @0!!>Cg)6ii; 
J?>eff3TC3TJT60 ^rfluJ iSlfjrTCc^! 
r^rTfjOTSTrr! GUiTQfTuj. 

You have putrid butter and the dirt of 
the playfield all over you; tonight I will 
definitely not let you go to sleep 
scrabbling yourself. How long have 
I waited for you with oil and soapnut 
powder! O Narayana, hard-to-get 

Lord, come for your bath. (1) 


<5>ejTjT)J3>GTT Gp>L _0 Q<5g£1u51gVJ 

i9iq.4>g>i ^tli_fT6u, 

Qg,OTTr§l«5» Q<sh0ti> QcuOTinClemuj 

gSI^ fbJ(<fT)IDn <5)fTCCT7Tu63T; 

r^ciiTfD iDgncngib (Smu^j^niu! 

{£ lSlrplj>5> ^(T^CojITGUoTlb 

£ £rjrTL_ GciJOTST^lD , 

CTii>vSlrjn-cTr! G£>i_ffCg> sung mil. 

If you catch insects and let them 
into the calves’ ears, they will go helter- 
skelter and run away. Let me see how 
you gobble butter thereafter. O Lord 
who shot through seven trees, it is 
your birth star, Sravanam today. You 
must have your bath. My Master, do 
not run away, come hither! (2) 

CjLJ(L pGlDCU 2_fcd'olbool5> 5)€Ti3T(^l 

l5^6tFT6iDGffTLHLb f^lGUGVJ n#,) CT6 ‘StQ fb(CT)<fKD , 
^UJ^Jllun <eT6UCUfT(ff)lb 

^CSDlp.jx^GLldl (TjrTCFT (tpGDGV g>JbG5>G3T; 
5>fTiu^^<OT i%Ogn(^) QffjCuoS) 

5)1 . 6<DfiU5)GI<2)€3T J 

ClJfTUJ<2)^£> U)£33^idJ GUSTCiISTITv 

iD(G>)5cnii) ^l,l_ £ sung mil. 

Even after seeing you suck the life 
out of Putana’s breast, my heart would 
not listen; I gave your suck, when all the 
milkmaids tried to dissuade me. 
1 have filled the bathtub with hot 
water, purified with gooseberry 
wood. O Gem-hued Lord of eternal 
fame, come for your bath! (3) 

5)0,5<arr t.jessTrruiSlGsflco «jnbg> 

5)lq.LU 5«3»l_lX> 2L_Gin5}g>5i] 

6U(£T)55>U ClJUJLD<£b6n 

sumil (ipC53GD 6DQj5>5) iSlgnC»Gn! 

(ol 5 rbJ &> rfl63T 
Qj IT ^1 GiD <9» ILJ ID IJ>fT^j5fTlbg>JlD 
(C^)5G5Ttb (ol 5) fTfcWT (Tj) 6iD€LI5jC»5) G3T J 
£gni_ Giin-gmij. 

O Lord who smote the devilish cart 
instigated by Kamsa, and sucked 
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the life out of Putana, I have gathered 
turmenc, lotus garland, fragrant 
Sandal paste, and Kohl. O Beautiful 

One, come for your bath! ( 4 ) 

dfisAnrjLb urroSlo) 

s,CQ ansu^Cftar, 
atsjrejiGo SL.rrjj^lCujsO; g,ii)i.Sl! 

® SU4 i @ OT ^'nrarctfifinGuujiTiT^ciT 
Corfu rflfluuii; 

CatrOuL (glim, Gsucrargld), 

C * n *e>'*> tSIffirdr! @<*0* tuwuj. 

I have made a snack of sweetmeats 
cooked with milk and sugar. My Lord, 

then y 0 R U p H e y I t 0 u haVe it? Comc 
n , R , ed su Pple-breastcd girls will 

laugh and speak ill of you behind your 

fack, you must have your bath. (5) 

STarafOcanriiia, ^ ^ 

,@siTiisiSlsncnerr ^OTrcrfl 

Ma Cu, Gffljpagu^ 

ClauiiMui iSlffirCcir! 

_gu ep&fca CuirCflu 
«J«*TQWib rbix,t5! 

^l. f 5 sijrrrjfTtij. 

P Lorcl of dark ocean-hue! Overturn- 
Ir) g the oil pitchers, pinching and 
wakmg up sleeping children, turning 
your eyelids inside out, such are 
the mischiefs you play. My Master, 

1 Wl11 8 *ve you fruit to eat. Come, you 
must have your bath. 

, 9 > iD'b 5 > fb 0 )i jrtcyjJj gjuSl^ij) 

C*? 1 *-* 6IGu * J ' ® K '«4 OaKWiCW 

1 ®-’5>£blGc>j nptfjGurr^ij 

^'ujbjJJjglCujdT, STlilSIlJnCoff! 
mas aBB-ru’, insult gjtrijIBnb 
"“us-rt l%>a (jp^Gw 

'^as.a, SLcnjiujiL lijrTi - Q, 

U1 © 0OT,i •sv jE om^u-j. 

^' r S y 0 S. W ' rebom ' I 1 '‘ve„o, 

resh milk ' ™«U or Ghee. And 


} et, because a good mother never finds 
fault, even by mistake I do not scold 
you before others. My lord, come have 

your bath. ’ ( 7 ) 

SOTrfJlcncjr eurrdj «j>cnGu *lii( 

<5s6ijf)(£F)6TT (Hrf^lh Sjl . 

LSltJJT Q^fTL.JTfbgJ 6£>lq 5p)f7 UfTLOdDUU 

^illq.OTTfTUJ ClJfTgyjli); 

^cuCcudrr, rbibiS! 
fb *5 pfb&> ^(3 pdnGST(T<sn, 

1 cjn - !- CojciraT^iX); 

pnijctswl tfjOL f\Q&> Gunqnuj. 

You tied a Palm leaf to a call ’s tail, then 
threw a calf against a tree felling its 
fruits. You ran after a snake, grabbed 
and shook its tail, and danced on its 
hood. Alas, I am no match for vou. 
Today is your auspicious birthday. 

O Narayana, do not run away. Come, 
you must have your bath. ( 8 ) 

Q5>fT^6fil<sjf)ir> q«9>(AtJ 

ClurretfTCLDtfjf) 

&>rTcTJJTLJ Qufflgjlb SL_.3>UUOTT, 

thofaii rrnr lji^Iuujt; 

!b n <^ ^cun^mu! 

!b l- 1 ST* CiT >GiJT (9, fTGJijDff) 

iDiTOTafl^^Cm! ffTffjr in^raflGu/' 

lO^^OTii) ^ GjirrfjfTuj. 

Seeing your dirty face covered with 
the golden-hued dust of the cowpen is 
always enjoyable to me. But others 
will speak ill. O Utterly shameless 
Gem, Nappinai with laugh if she 
sees you. O Gem-hued Lord, come 
have your bath. (9) 


0SITI7 Coxsafl 

^cffirrsTOTLpIgn^ruM^ a~<3>£>0J 

ifjoSl Qarrrbj^^ ujC< 9 fT 6 ir>£i 

'-fi <«V)<9OTUh 

r ol^rT6vj (Z 0 >n<& 

i ji’ i fTi.9rjrr^3T Cl^nc-.'aTtMn um cv 
idqSI QsPb&Sip GuGoGonn 

# 6 fil*ar>«p ujnjai'i) ,§fc»jGq. 
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These perfect songs of exceedingly 
sweet Tamil by Pattarbiran, King of 
ancient Puduvai town, recall how the 
full-breasted Yasoda gave a bath to the 
lord Sri Krishna of hue darker than 
the deep ocean. Those who master it 
will have no evil Karma. (10) 

2.5 / Combing the Child’s hair 

Pinnai Manalanai \ Navaroj \ Adi 

iS)£3TCT>OT IDcrainsnsn631, Cuiflj) 

£\ i_2)5) rrcmcsT, 

(1^631631631 ^tlDIJIl lipfbP 5><^ 6filg,^631631, 

ermaeb 0u* yuiggU 

i_ Cl a rr Gain i_ 

U1G316JT63163T, 6Ujbg)J > 

iDn^6U63i®C3i 0y>cu6unomu, &6,o,n&a,ndj ! 

This is the bridegroom of Nappinnai, 
this is the lord reclining in Tirupper. 
He is the first cause of the ancient 
celestials, he is the king come to rule 
me and all my clan. He is the lord 
Madhava. O Raven, comb his hair, 
come and comb his hair. (1) 

CuuSl63! (ip63!6U 2-63311 l5)6TT63>6Tt @611631, 

an 63T63TLD 

wniua a*©a> in©® 11 ® 

5* IT U l IT LD ^ 61J GTiJT 6331 63T fh CT5T fctfOl 631 

nii (^)ip cu 
(^tpcocunfjrrilj, 

^H5»5>ff&5»rruj 1 

gj/uccrafl 6u ctVtcsjt fcir ffu6u rTrjmij , 

^5>5>fT<5»£bnuJ ! 

This is the child who drank Putana s 
breast milk. He is the one who smote 
the cart and broke the Marudu trees, 
he is the gem hued lord, Krishna, 
dark as the Kaya flower, with washed 
dark tresses. O Raven, comb his hair, 
come and comb his hair. (-) 


^>gsnncagTft SjGug^Gu 2_r$CtDG0 

OguGOTtQ 63STUJ 6$ (l£ f£l d£) G^l CiTHJUJ 

<^633TC33T6u: <^LDfJIT Qu(fP)LDrTOTC3T, <^10115)10 
5>633T633T63TG3T QJ jjgd (£) Ip CU GU rT fj rT UJ , 

1 ^5>5>fT5>5>rTUJ ! 
5>fTITQp*£lcO 6U633T63UT63T (5)l£CU6lJ fTg»TUJ , 
^tf^fTftdfelTUJ ! 

This is the great one who opens the 
tight jar hanging from the ceiling, 
gobbles up the butter and quickly 
falls asleep. He is Krishna, the lord 
of the celestials, dear to the cowherd- 
folk, dark as the rain-cloud’s hue. 
O Raven, comb his hair, come and 
comb his hair. (3) 

t_j6Trcnj3>$cO CiDiyd) urD^T'Cu 2—(£)£> 

OdfcnannQ 

5,6TTGTT <£15rfJC3T 61l(rT)QjnCT>G3T5) 5,1X631 5>633T(^, 
HGTT^g)) CTGinrpj QufTg,]5>G5>fT GUrUU <£673Tlq.lll_ 
iS)6rTcn6n65nuj CUJbgjj (gjLpcOcii nrimij, 

^5>5jrT5>5>mju ! 
Guiij (Ipcincu 2_6331t_ 1T63T (5){£606TJfTrjfTLu, 
,^5 I 5ifT5«5 > n»U ! 

Baka the evil Asura took the form of a 
stork fishing in water. As if he were a 
mere bird, this child ripped apart 
his beaks. He is the one who sucked 
Putana’s breasts. O Raven, comb his hair, 
come and comb his hair. (4) 

5>fT)f$G3TLb G ID IU 5> <£*jJ 5> 5> 6i>Vl ,4> (5) 6^(IT) 

&, 63T r^l 633 631l_! 

urj)^ ct <$»bg> urjiDCin , 

E_rj)rr)6in Gu^l i^ 6p>»q.<2> ^rflujrrGg), 

^ fT) 631 fT) 5. (5) LD 6L)j)g)I (g> CU IT (7 IT IL) , 

5>5> rT5>5> PUJ 

UJ rr 6315) C3T (5) MP 6U 6*J IT IJ IT li_l . 

t ^5>5»rT5>5>ITlU ! 

When grazing the calves he picked 
up a calf by its feet, swirled it and let it 
go, hitting a wood-apple tree. O Raven, 
now do not go around chattering. 
Come here and comb the coiffure of 
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the lord who wields the discus. Comb 
his hair, come and comb his hair 
everyday. ^ 

iOipa^lrb <*,„ IDG3T65TIT Ca,© ^su^rronir 

^ipuurrsi, jSwsrjbiJL.0 aid. 
atmBG*. Cm 

&iP9@ <SlSirafl @LpcusuiT!nTiu! 

&ts,a>ne,o,ndj { . 

Ga,iTsfil|j, SS 5 r S5ir g, tps y slJff!rrFlL( 

Siae,ng,a,niu ! 
Within the twinkle of an eye this 
Govmda wielded his discus and 
destroyed Narakasura by the root, 
and the other kings of the Eastern 
kingdoms who meant harm to the 
innocent Indra and other gods. 

aven, comb his hair, come 
anc comb his hair to bring out 
its beauty. ^ 

iS'®raTi_2, ^lgcu>ciTit|u> Cuiiiftjg, ^lIl. £>ne 

G-z/rripj d) 

a-ranuEig, Gistjsiraiiq. ig ^JifhurrCfi,, 

^iiogri Qu 0 u>itctt ^iioit 

sacrarQ @ 0 «wn_ 0 ip«usuirffi»iij, 

d^0><9>IT,9><iJ>f7Lu! 

hD fTUJ Qj G3T Qj 651 ip 6U Qj n Q fT LU , 

o Raven, do not go roaming, desirous 
of eating the cooked rice offered 
with water to the manes and ghouls. 
The lord of gods, lord of the Universe 
with beautiful dark curls like bumble¬ 
bees, is a wonder to behold. Comb his 
hair, come and comb his hair. ( 7 ) 

a -Ml ffiligis 2 _ 0 ®j m«uir 5 ) sjraif)«i, 

TO UW11 j aeMI 

I T**t M «n 

S2.fi.ail or #uurrtii w SIlfrafriij| 

STGu.rrag^ ** (S!#e0surr!Jniij) 

t!=H8>fhn& ) & ) nuj | 


O Raven, this is Damodara. On a 
beautiful lotus springing from his 
navel, he creates the four-faced Brahma 
and all else. Gather his thick hair washed 
with soapnut, and comb it, come and 
comb his hair with an ivory comb. ( 8 ) 

L067T63T671g)63T Cpgjtafj)LDfTIT <£F,Stf3T(^ ID^ipO-) GUUgj 
(ipggT jg fijj G-JT (ipfrjgULCl ^CTTljy^GUCaT 

ol LJ nG37of) <o3T (ip iq. liSl 6JT> 63Till 65 DCTOtCLD GU 

GTiGUgbg} J l—J 
iSlsaTCOTr < @0j[bgiJ 0ipc?u(njrTfTrrLu f 

<£>{&> 03 n&>0> (TUJ ! 

Cli n^uSliJigi^rrcjT 0 ip GU GU rr g /t uj , 

^ax&rTAAfTuj f 

Long ago when he came as a beautiful 
manikin, the wives of King Bali were 
pleased to see him. Then he grew and 
measured the whole Universe. He has a 
thousand names. O Raven, rest his golden 
locks on a flower)' support and comb it 
from behind, come and comb his hair. ( 9 ) 

<*j> GttJT i_ ft it u t£l m nCiD '^H&i&njhihniu 

0>fifteu6^STffssreir 
sasffmgt ^rr (gLpciiemr/j s) jn marir, 

GtffTGU 

C$rmi Ui$cu G^lffooSIq^g^rr.jj, Gaitott 
uil l_gjt G^rreO 

Q«JF»|TGTraTl_ ruq U LMTl —&> 0 fT}/<9, ft cfjlcfflCTT 
03 irCo 1/5 , 

These songs of sky-high walled 
Villiputtur’s king Pattarbiran recall 
Yasoda s call to the raven to come and 
comb the bee-humming coiffure of 
the dark hued lord, lest onlookers 
speak ill. Those who sing it with jov 
will be rid of evil Karmas. (10) 


2.6 / Giving the Child a 
grazing staff 

Velikkot I Valaji \ Tisram 
CamiCi Clsmliq Gfil©no"i'"G 1 efil gsj 
tflblP 

3 >rroSl* Claifnig^ejiao, o,u mi a,figg,^m 

LljCvYJI (tjl 
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3,6inip«r)uju iSlGUTGuuTtjgdiii iSlrD^il^ , 
<o>rrs61u lSIgut GurrcufTiij^ CAncu 

Q&fTCUUTQ GlirT, 

&L_GUf£lfD GlJG73TGff5T«b(£h, <T£ ItG<3j ITGU 

curr. 

The ocean-hued lord wears a talisman 
made of tender Palm leaf around his 
neck, sticks a fan made of peacock 
feathers on his back, makes a toy bow 
with a stick cut from the hedge and 
goes after the cows. O Raven! Go fetch 
him a grazing staff. ( 1 ) 

Oo,nr>i(2,iD (£,i_2>GriSiiUib Ca,rLlmaj,0ii> 

Cu(fp,ii) 

GTf^i(£)ib <sfilG*DGTTujrr0u> gtsutidagut 

oih)th\b iS)ir*..fi>(2)ii> rbcO 

^f&AlD 22_6ir>L_lUgjJ <>£>n C^fTCVI OdTifTOTUT^ ClJIT, 
r £\<j6>(&) 6UL^5>5)gjl C<ffclT60 

Q^fTG53T(^l GUn. 

My son roams and plays in fragrant 
Kudandai, Tirukkottiyur, and Tirupper. 
Choose a good staff that fits his 
large conch-holding hand, and polish 
it with lacquer. O Raven! Go fetch 
him a grazing staff. ( 2 ) 

ci^njfjlsjriD 5, (0.5 smear a, 

CldhnGjrrDfTcjr, 

Qumruailil® 0£1"»J!b5> i-|6Trcrneir ojmu 

GUTJT l_ fT GUT | 

Qjb$3>fb (g>g>ev>3»«ncTT GP 6 * 1 

R)]^^carg^j CiDUJUurTn)0 Gj?rr UarTGu 
Oftn6ff5T(^)l GURj 
GJOIT C<£fefT6U 

Or&fTGUUT^ QJfT. 

He killed the angry hostile Kamsa, 
and stopped the charging horse Kesin 
and ripped its jaws. He runs faster 
than Iris grazing calves, pairing his curly 
hair. He is the lord of gods. O Raven! 
Go fetch him a grazing staff. (3) 

s^drGn) a_Gin0uu(T6it 6^0 GansuGcu 

O <g fT CVJ G\,U GU fT G~jl 

gjgjriru yiunuiw 0|iflGiurT£SifT«Si uAdssi). 


CijiCTyi ^i^j 0 u u 555 , 1 i> 

<5>63TIT)J 1 5iStT GlDlUUUg^ ff£>lt GaITGU 

G#, fTiiu'al (Gjl SU IT, 

ff>\ A)iQfD eutjij'jTit)(5j Cftdflj 

G&rrsaarfjl suit. 

Always saying the same thing and 
saying it with consistency, he went 
to the gem-crowned Duryodhana as 
a messenger, then waged the great 
Bharata war. The ocean hued lord 
goes after his calves. O Raven! Go fetch 
him a grazing staff. (4) 

Sn GjaSUTrpj g,fl£>nUJ0) gjjrflClUfTgjGffTGirT U.5>$>CO 
22££IT G£)6UTfT)J C<njG3TfTlq. U OufDfTg) 

2_CgfTL_^2>fTGVJ , 

urTfT 6pi63Tr51u urrrjgjib Gin^Q^iijgjj 

umT2)£>fT)04> 

Gsjll GpXTUTGUTfp 2i2TfT^>2>fTfT)^^ G^JlT G^JiTTGU 

0<jhncr3T(]^ Gun, 
C5>ff>JiSlarT@|5>(5) c£>it C^fTCu 

0*mt€Wt(^ cun. 

Going to Duryodhana as an excellent 
messenger and asking for one village 
for each brother, angered by not 
getting even that, he stepped into the 
battlefield and drove the chariot for 
Arjuna. He is the lord of gods. O Raven! 
Go fetch him a grazing staff. (5) 

s^,su.S>0l ^smcuujnOTT, ^(JsSIot ^icncirai 

G ID CVJ fT GUT , 

f^6Ua> L- g yi GTT QfTj^lfbJ&fTCiVLb 

(h 6UUT GU GTT fT (T>^ IT GUT J 

emsuu iS)rjnuj5>G.gi i_mrrg,j 5 ,rf )0 ^(^diCtsujg, 
CrMicuu iSlong)i5,0 G&nsir Qajnsrrar^ suit, 

(01_ITj63T5j.5i I . IT,5, ITITT(0 S^IT G<5>IT6U 

Offiirffitin^ sun. 

The lord appeared as a child on a fig 
leaf; he reclines on a serpent and sleeps 
for long in the deep ocean. He appears 
as the Arc ha reclining in Kudandai. Even 
in his childhood he graced Arjuna. 
He is the beautiful child here. O Raven! 
Go fetch him a grazing staff. ( 6 ) 
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OutTGjr^Ujp Clurr^iSIraflci, 

2 -®® eu “t® 6lsi g>(5 GWsjjil- ^ 

ajba ©ipsucor sfiljnj^ 

S_C3TCnG3T 

u>/T)6infD«5. < 5 , 63 ^ Q 5 ,/T 6 frcTTfrCii) Carrcu 

Q <fr» fT*f5T Glin t 

u>G*fl€u«rarcnrar (bUJiS)^ C*ncG 

^jn - . 

O Raven crow, in the golden glades 
of Chitrakuta hills, you lost one eye 
through desire for Sita’s round breasts. 
The lord with dense hair is terrible. 
Lest he pluck your other eye too, go 
quickly and fetch a staff for my 
gem-hued lord. Go fetch him a 
grazingstaff. (y\ 


ifl«r«fl<an L a Cl u , 

^cur^cjn^ujir 

uicttottot .Deafly,,,. u^ub E_usjr eSips, 
a«5T i£l«.ri grangj ^JcOcuno ,£1 ot>(A) *rrsu 

cuancTTgjgjj @ili_ 

(ptt^ujfb^ £>it Ca>rTCo G^rrcrerQ curt, 
C(Sucdgu t ^6jni_5> i 2)aiT)(^j ^»it C&rrcv 
Cl&fTC^yT^^l ClJfT. 

The radiant-crown lord built a bridge 
over the ocean and wielded his bow 
to fell the ten heads of Lanka’s king 
Ravana, for the sake of his thin- 
waisted Sita. O Raven, go fetch him 
a grazing staff. (g) 


Cl&sJr gcuriefia, idk3tgst«t rfl (juj G^nga 
gjswflQ^iugj 

•Ian ®«urij(g,ib y,raa. sfil,S LaraI jbuuSU,^ 
dtorsmi «,«» cram, 
'" OT «•*■*•»«*© «?" 1*n* Cl^ncfinQ 
" Q "*" 5 ” «iT«rcrrr ) < S g.(i Cairo') 




The lord of Venkatam hills, the lore 
wearing a radiant garland, felled the 
heads and arms of the Lanka’s kins 
avana and gave the promised king¬ 


dom to his younger brother Vibhishana 
of excellent qualities. O Raven, go letch 
him a grazing staff. (9) 

c^«5><5>fTfi>t5>rriu C<5>rTCU Q&fT£53T0 

CTU IT CTfiJT^j 

t9«5x£?>rT6TT 2-GT)(]&)&, O^fTCU g9cug 61 M^gj/TfTU 

U lL(_CTT 

££>&&> CD<]&,&) gjlfilip €UGUCO€iJfT 

inff>&>GnGrulj Guipgry u><£ 1 tpcu ri §}gv 
cncuiugjCg,. 

This decad of sweet Tamil songs by 
Villiputtur’s Pattarbiran recalls 
the words of the good Yasoda asking 
the raven to fetch a grazing staff for 
her child. Those who master it will 
enjoy the wealth of progeny. (10) 

2.7 / Decking the Child’s 
coiffure with flowers 

Anirai \ Anandabhairavi | Khanda 
Chapti 

^raflcnr, Cu>iij3,«, i£ Cuit^I, 

<®l(2> u, C55>&i c^l'5'iuiriij 

<9jrTGJT0>lb 6TG0cUfT(i> rflfT^gjj g> car 

«5>rfluj ^(f^CiDcafl ojrn_: 

UfTCDOTTuSIfr) UfTGT>GUU U(ff)&1u 

Ufpfr>fT5>rTfT CTCUCufTlb .flffluu, 

C^OTfloj l9grTCCTT? 

OsewtuAu (Ql' GijrnjfTtu. 

O Lord sweeter than honey! Un¬ 
friendly folk laugh at you when you 
drink the milk from the pitcher and 
get punished. You go after the graz¬ 
ing cows, and roam the forest every¬ 
where letting vour bright face wither. 

You do not know you are our precious 
medicine. Come, wear these Senbakain 
flowers on your coiffure. (^) 

a Cr ' 1 ^'Si0>thJfh6Tl <9>CTJTi- 

2—GS TCriCST^, rT6U 6j>0><rtyb: TLfcTTfTRCT 7 

®—(2) a -ctm uj rtuj! g_cu^ cj^ti) 

S'- €JRjti (T&, l9nr305^^rul , 
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^0 g> gm m it err iDC33T6UfT6TTfr! 

$ 06U IJfbJ5,g)G 5 , ^L-Jb^w! 
lO0sfjl IDG53TID 3iLDlp<£} G3TJD 

a)c0c6l6y><EF»u u,<5 cufTijrraj. 

O Beautiful One! When my eyes 
see you, they rejoice like they have 

seen the dark laden clouds. You took 

birth to redeem the seven worlds. 
O Bridegroom of the goddess of 
wealth, Lord reclining in Srirangam! 
Come, wear these Jasmine flowers 
of lasting fragrance. (2) 

UMTGlflfinft GJ$ 

U)irg,n0.6itg,ii> 

lhIgdl-* 

ggdSlcO 

ifJffffgMib Qaiusunii)! 

J^CTT 6TrT>0,(Tuj! 

uoansgt g,ioaia> 5 >G®(T( 5 l 

uft^lrflu y,0 eunffmu. 

Climbing up the balcony and rooftops, 
you enter the ladies’ chamber, then tear 
up their pleated silk corset and shred 
their frilled linen. Daily you play such 
mischief. O My Lord of Tiruvenkatam 
hills, come wear these Padiri flowers 
with green Davanam sprigs. (3) 

rglorp 

u3n‘n‘fteff>G*r§, GsuuujrTGa,. 

iD(iT)Sijii) s,u>sna>(y>u> Sn 

iDtTGneu looreub f 

q0«mi ft(2)iii0jpcu Orj,!T)(§l 

Glutrrfliba, (ys^lipassrp GuitCcu 
S 2_0Suih •ba 51 ^- 

2 _s>j)gi 1 @on«u & < UIT 5 ,t, n- 

O Beautiful Lord, like a calf born to 
the dark clouds, with a bright forehead, 
curly locks and shapely eyebrows! 
Do not stand in the streets and 
tease the young milkmaids. These 
are beautiful garlands with fragrant 
Maruvu and Davanam sprigs. Come 
here and wear them. (4) 


LjCTTSrflcDCTT ClJfTUJ lSIgTT^j^I L_l_rTLU ! 

QufT(fT) 5>lfluSlG3T O^milL-j 6£>^5>gjruu! 
^CTTCIT ^(JSx^GnUJ (Tp<5 3 Q < 5.rr(^ 

<5in6DCUCD63T5) gjGDCU Cl5>rT6TOTl_fTlU! 

^€TT6rfl QgucwtQctotiu 

«^Uq.Cuj63T ^ lq.g,Cg>OTT; 

Q^cncrfluj r^rflcO CTigj&G) 

(*,L-L_ CUmjfTlU. 

You ripped the beak of the bird 
Bakasura, you plucked the tusk of the 
rutted elephant Kuvalayapida, you cut 
the nose of the demoness Surpanakha 
and the heads of the demon king 
Ravana. When you gobbled butter, 
I this lowely self, beat you without 
fear! Come here and wear this fresh¬ 
water lotus garland. (5) 

CT^gjjftCcnnQ Ourr0$, 

CJgjjQ) 22_CcurTUfTUJ AfTCOTT, 

^6JDLD5>6TT QaOJgj] 

5>(C^0GncjT0> 0>rTcOCl«>rT(5) ufTiijrT^ruu; 
Qs>0cfi)C3T«3>OTtfr ^CDlDACfT OtfLUgjI 
dfl5»Cl&CJT iD6ucuiT5,Ccnrr0 
QufT(fT)giJ CU(rFjdQ65TfT) OufT63TCe3T! 

L_jC3TCDG3TLJ L4,<5 0llL_ CUrTfJfTlLI. 

My lord, you battled with the bulls for 
Nappinnai. See, you have no concern. 
Returning Kamsa’s cruelty you leapt 
over him and smote him. Acting 
wickedly in the streets you quickly 
pick up a fight with the wrestlers. 
My Child, precious as gold, come wear 
these Punnai flowers. (6) 

0i_r£j<s>cn CT(5s>g>J 6J!D cfililgl* 

cucocvj crib C^rrCcii! 

IDl_ LD O &i fT6TT LD^lITfed'IJ 

lDfTGuQ^dm.1 6HGU6V.I 6TC5T GmOfb£>fr! 

^gGrafliucaT Qffj^csna 

@0 iSlcTTGLJ (jp637 fTlij! 

5>6«r>5jft dQ l. ib<2) ctlo C^»fr(o6ii! 

lu y,5 GLimjfTUj, 
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My King, deft in juggling with 
pots thrown in the air! My Prince, 
infatuating the coy moon-faced 
girls! Long ago you ripped Hiranya's 
chest into two. My Lord reclining 
in Kudandai, come wear these 
Kurukatti flowers. ( 7 ) 

^suCsjrrrg) 

C^iupsinu) as.rTCTTencijib oieucumi! 
ffmnrrrpj aisuenssr $ ersijrsijRj 

06 , 0 , 176 , 0 ,rrsu geincu CWffijjruiTuj; 
iSlrrrrCsiJT! 

aisraf) aiatiiasCa, <Qu>b&rri! 
sjuhtsjdO, ffTOTsnsura S sfil n6,s,„^\ 

@©aiiTCilu y,« (j.c.u suiramu. 

O Lord, you befriended even the Asura 
Mahkan, then deciding that he should 
ie, you showed him how to use the 
discus, which then severed his head! 
or who knows what lies ahead, 
ord reclining in beautiful Srirangam, 

> ou rid me of my miseries. Come and 
wear these Iruvatchi flowers. ( 8 ) 

^«ran_g,gii cSHngrracir (g^ip 

<^5>2,rre33fliqCTT 

^5>rT6?nni_(T5>crT Qr^^^cu 2_cyifT)GijfTiij! 

gi/UDGOgfT€TT IDGJ5T61J IT6TTfTf 
S_6WTlq. 11(^1 2 _CU«£)g 1D63T SJ(LgLD 

c^s^lcjncuuS^GU gjjuSlcO Cl« 5 )r:s 7 ijTL_rTixj! 

fhGXnQ\ rP>fTG3T 2_GjT«r>C37 

currrjrruj. 

O Lord seated in Vaikuntha surrounded 
by resident eternals, Lord living in the 
hearts of devotees! O Bridegroom of 
the pure lotus-dame Lakshmi, you 
swallowed the seven worlds and slept 
as a child on a floating fig leaf! Come 
let me see and enjoy you. Come and 
wear these Karumukai flowers. ( 9 ) 

Clafju, ,o, u>e 0 c 5 lcns,Cuj!r( 3 ) 

Claniio.tLgigiT 

^OTnrjj gjtjnsu 1 sun eTjjtjjj 


iDGinrr i_i<5»fT tTl<5>rTffWTL_r7cnQT 

LD<£lipf|)dpj 2_CT>fJ Q^iua, LDITCDCXJ 

UKTJT UAI7 <s£)€0c6)l_|^)gxfTn'<5> C^MTCST 

UiIl (TlSlg»T63T QvnGSlGSl U5>Cg>. 

This decad of sweet songs by 
Srivilhputtur’s King Pattarbiran sings 
of Yasoda’s call to the lord of the 
Universe to come and wear Senpakam, 
Mallikai, Senkalunir, Iruvatchi and a 
host of other flowers. Set in Panns, this 
too is a garland fit for the lord. ( 10 ) 

2.8 / Warding off the evil eye 

Indiranodu | Todi | Ritpakam 

tSlrnnrai 

PT-063T ^«DLDU-lfililT CTGUCVJfTlb 
Lorr LOGO IT Q£F>rT€37T(^l 

2L_ Gti IJfT uj QjfTjgj] f^l63Tff)fTIT; 
&[&$<}<&T l/ifTCtflcDA 

g g)i fiTgagfr QexjeTTSTTCDrr) rQ ott rr) rr llj ! 

Cungjj g}§j <§(,( 5 , 10 , 

^Itp&Gesr! surTfjiraj. 

O Beautiful Lord! Indra, Brahma, Siva 
and all the gods in heaven have brought 
sanctified flowers for worship and stand 
betwixt, hidden. O Lord living amid 
men of learning in Vellarai where man¬ 
sions touch the Moon! It is eventide, 
come, let me ward off the evil eye. ( 1 ) 

*63Tgis,crt gcusuo) 

0>g»fQj<fp63rrr) u5r <TT€ucufTti>; 
f963TCin)rTi£lijCscst 2 _<jTGnsuT 6 , oneSl, 
Crb^CiDGu girarrgjib ^leunajiuu! 
io«rrf^) 6 U rfjlcuCcuGO, Gurrgji; 

in^lcrr ^l(fij(el€ijcTTGn6jirr) tQesrrgnuJ- 
(bsirnjj a,«rau mil siGjr&cji Clottsogu; 

!bnen a_s5Tst>cjr«, arruiSli- oinfftnu- 

O Loveless One! I stand here calling 
you while all the cows have gone to 
the pen and wait bellowing. Do not 
stand at the crossroads at dusk. Look, 
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my words are well-meant. O Lord who 
stands in the walled city of Vellarai, 
come, let me ward off the evil eye.(2) 

Qauq fpjgd Qin 63 T(ipcr>cuujfT<T^»CTT 
^fln^jG5fT{T)jth ^cvjcyjib 
^uGurrgjj 5>fT63T 2 L-rjuuu Guffiu 

£2_6WUq-OnCU. ^CTTGlJ fTlil! 
(ipu Gorr^jii) cundT'GiiiT CTgjgjjib 

(yjGjfiGUIT/fcCTT QciJCTTCTTCnfD f0G7Tn)rruj! 
^uGungjj r&ndn c^esTf^jib Cl<9LLiCuj«rT, 
ffTibiSlfJfTC3T! ^rruiSIt- cungrruj. 

O Lord of Vellarai, my Lord, my Ruler! 
Gods and seers worship you thrice a day. 
Copper-hued supple-breasted girls were 
playing in the sand. You broke their 
houses and snatched their food. So I 
became angry' and scolded you. For that 
you have refused to eat your pudding. 
No, I will not do anything to you; come, 
let me ward off the evil eye. (3) 

iDGtfJTGuGi&n^l 

<5>nc\Slcinncu ufTiijfF,5>«n$3T crdFTjru crsjTi^j 
cTesrar ^(^ib l96ttot3Gtt«5:«tt 

@curr c^cO ^ip«r>nr)ULj01^G3TfDrTiT; 
^)GTJTG7 JtGg 5T* OajCrTCTTCy>2) f^l tjfT(T) fTlLJ 

(fbOTHL rrCgnCi Otftucurruj! 

cajCTTTfsrarGa) Gcucncuuigij ^uurnij! 
ciicrTCTTGGo! ^rTuiSli- currgmu. 

My Krishna, Lord of Vellarai, dark as 
the ocean, benevolent one! You play- 
mischief with all and sundry'. Countless 
children have come and complained, 
“He threw sand in our eyes”, “He locked 
us”, and such other things. Come, let 
me ward off the evil ey r e. (4) 

i_icOGVjrru9(7Cu^ §1^ SMirfflfiv 

i96fr«r>cns>6TT OffiuGurrir, 

cveucumb s_ejrCu>cu ^lOTirStu Cunarrgj; 

CTiijiStfjrTCTr! ^ gjiiiCa, ciirrrFfTuj; 
2)Sucvjrrr5>6TT QciiStrcTTfi^fD fPGarjD^UJ- 
igjrTOTr# *i_Crr! S_63 tGiOgi9 
^ilstisO c-'H/; curnp5>^jl J0OT0) srgifta 
OtfftGui-a, *n6i9i_ sunrrmij. 


O Lord residing at Vellarai with good 
people! O Effulgent Knowledge! 
Here in the town, wicked boys are 
galore, the blame for all their misdeeds 
will fall on you. Come here, let me praise 
and bless your form with words by 
the mouthfull and give you a good 
ward-off of the evil eye. (5) 

ft 01 ft Q St IT fciijl fpl hH G LD CVJ 

<s>(3 Gffib i£>u9iiu Gucmu 

Qj(gjiluu«)fb0 cfil05,5>fT63T 

ctcttu^j cumTdijGngjiqu) a_GTOT0; 

LD(Cfy<^ 2)€Ulp IDGTjfl LDfTL_ 

U)<£lcn ^l^jQ6UGTT«jrrOT>IT) f£l <3Trr>(TUJ! 

rg ^ri)0 r0fT)5,, 

^i^^Gctt! <5>fiuiS)i_ CUfTfjmu. 

O Lord residing in Vellarai where 
walls and mansions touch the clouds! 
Word goes around that Kamsa has 
set his anger on you and sent a black 
ogress with red hair to kill you. I fear 
when you stand there by y'ourself. 
O Beautiful One, come here, let 
me ward off the evil eye. (6) 

a,cnene aa,0ii> ipjjjgjib 

St&j&ig) a-GngCleiuffj 

iSlaTOTiGtTtijrjCa! £ Gueniuu 

(LfiGneu 2_GTOTL_ lSl63T67>63T 
s_6TTaTcvn^j <^rf))Cuj£3T; 

s^GiflujenL. Ocusncncnj) r^esTrprTuj! 
uenciflClarrcn Curtsy §}§>! .syojii); 
uoioGatr! atrui9i_ aimjnuj. 

O Lord residing in bright and 
beautiful Vellarai! O Child-king who 
destroyed the cart and the twin 
Arjuna trees! After you drank the 
milk from the ogress Putana's breast, 
I cannot understand things as they 
really are. It is bed time now. Come, 
let me ward off the evil eye. (7) 
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gssiuib 

,@onu5iijsu(T*0 ffrarpii 

®iio* Asflgj ^Cu GarrCa/! 

C)*irg)^ *0«jr ^rfjGxo! 

CltfiflCluirdi w£lsh OsudTOTcnpw^if 

Clssuojgi^lOT'nco oicrni iSlsTTOTiriij! 
*ii)ua> fturreiS) ftirsiOT 

■5>iq.gu g>m.ft fttr6iSli_ njmjrriu. 

O Lord giving manifold pleasures 
Lord evading the celestials, Lord who 
killed the rutted elephant, Lord who 
spelt death in evil Kamsa’s heart, Lord 
residing in gold walled Vellarai! O Child 
growing up in affluence! Look, there is a 
skull-holder hiding behind the pillar 
1 lere - Come running quickly and let 
me ward off the evil eye. (8) 

@®a>Qo,irQ jgft gtii£\fo GlftironmiulQl 
CTl^l 6 U IDOT^jpCliJ HIT 6 Ulj)gj rfj) gstithtit ; 
g>0<fcG,3>6U, rjj l£>lS)! <*£)<£1 fglcSTipj, 

2 >nuj Q^ncO^jft Cl^rrcTTcrTrruj dflcu f&ircrr; 
r^ncin e_ gstcd gst# ong,g,, 

22—QojcncnciDjT) r£l63Trr)rTuj! 

(htnLQ\\b eSierrd,^ ^caTn^j 

6p>«rfl Q^rrcTTcTT cjrrjpG^OT QjfTfjmu. 

O Lord residing in resplendent Vellarai! 
Listen to Mother’s words for a few more 
days. Bright Vedic seers have come with 
Rig Mantras and conches filled with 
water. Do not stand at the crossroads 
resisting. Come, let me light the 
evening lamp and shine it on your face 
to ward off the evil eye. ( 9 ) 

C' J "g)l .S1UJIT QacuOJftCWiyjj.g,, 

t-ICTjrn iil®QeuOTOTairDLurTsin<3r 
U5"3>rrft ( ,», sluj 1 x 5 , 5 , ^Cgnei^ & 

fl>mjiSlui_ lonjbiDiX) 

»«U®U uujott Gift ft sir sn susOsu 

«filu.0^riaadn Giancrtarr urircnsu 

uao,u ijiuott ClftrsTTcn cucGeu 

a-CToririr sSlaoajr CunCui. 


This decad of songs by Vishnuchitta 
adept in Vedic pursuits recalls the 
words of Yasoda, excellent among 
mothers and verily the lotus-dame 
Lakshmi herself, sung to ward off the 
evil eye on her son, the resident lord 
of Tiruvellarai. Devotees who under¬ 
stand the song’s refrain will suffer no 
Karma. (10) 

2.9 / The neighbours’ complaints 

Vennei Vilungi | Kedaragoula \ Adi 

OcDGtTiJTOCTTTlLI dSl<!$ GqJ gJJfbi 0>GO$)Gr>§> 

G GU jT) l51 GD L_ <@1-1(5 

C<9»L-(£)iii; 

<9jOTJT6^jti 51 rjrrOTT 3>rr)rr) thebsSl OjcisJGnes t&> 

Oi (T&> &>&\ ci)Gci> mi) , 2 _ G3T I D <9> 6 iT> CUT &> 

5>fTCUfTUj; 

M^Tcroflrp L^crflu Ouujg>rTG0 6p><9>(<9pib ^cduo 
M^nrj Licngiurrcu ^csdqj Q^fujuj qjcvjcu 
c^CTOTGOTTfi) fttdOlfeddrrTC^ 6p>f7 IDACnOTTU Gu<T)IT) 
rrsna, j^rhi^hndj ! e_caTiD<9i6jnOTT0> 
Gundj. 

O Dame Yasoda! The child you have is 
a fitting partner to his brother. Like 
tamarind poured over a wound, alas, 
they gobble up the butter then throw 
the earthern pots on a rock to hear 
the crashing sound. Call up your son. 
He goes from house to house deftly 
doing wicked deeds. We are not able 
to guard against the things he has 
learnt, you must restrain him. (1) 

oj®*, sv0ft, Gy®* giiiiCft, 
njruDBjT raj®* jgnbiCft. 

ftifloj ®tpcu Gaiuuj eiimij (tpg,g,g,i 

°>' T ®2>5 1 2>ii>i5! su(ft,ft @ib,Gft. 

^iflujsir §jaiein CTCTTft^ jj.riift'ab 1 

^iacuftg,g,int 

uiflusiui Cuftj, ffirflftftiileuGajGOT; 

jir«filGuj^)ft(ft) ^iiiiGft Coirg>(HiGui. 

Come here, come here, come here, 

O Vamana Lord, come here. O Lord 
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Kakuthstha with dark hair and red 
lips, come here! O Ladies, he is hard 
to catch for me today! O Dark Lord, 
I cannot bear to hear the complaints 
of the neighbours. Come here to this 
wicked self!” (2) 

2_66)l_l) iSlenGsnGTTgirTffjr j^iiuGurTrrjj 

tmigyTrrMib . Clopit 2 —63)i—u.i6in, 

0)611®,$) (ajuSjG^oQ GeueyjiGeiraiu'i 

SL-63)i_O,;£Il. 0U CulTj>g)| 

1^1 OTT (Q rr 6 sn) 

S}(H>bS> n " ftu>65iu) .^flwnujii) 

ClffUJSUgjJ^DOT 6 ULpSyCihrt? ^Can^OO)! 

6)J(T^3) 6)6ff)f))J £—63)U) 3, 0)6313,63163)0)5, 

36l_6)JtlUJ, 

6U flip 6p)llt_rT66T U)g^(£54 6,I1 G63T. 

Your precious son does not stop at 
anything, he excels in his uniqueness. 
Drinking Ghee straight from the pot 
he breaks the pot and slips away. This 
Madhusudana does not let us live. Is it 
fair to do such injustice to neighbours? 
Ask your son to come here. (3) 

Cla,n6K)i .6V)6l)6J316]rot)) , gJciiGa, Cung,gtrCiu 
CftnuSlib 616 ) 161100 )! ^gtiiG* Cuna,ijnGuj. 
Qpast fieni) (*,y> 5,4 

^102,0 063510 ! ^gniiCa, Gui»4!dtCu) 
2_6S3I0 6»!i,G®6i) ^»6u)li> 6T63)nj| QflrI6V)6lSl 
6 j>m H * 1 *^*> 0 )adfl: 2 ,n@)iu> 

a,65J)0 6T^lCg Gs63)ir» 6)0g>g>i*G3>r)6n6))a> 

o,6Tjt6OT)i9go6j) * 0 ) 0 ) OioGeio! 

“O Cloud hued Lord! Come here! 
O Divine Child! Come here! 
O Tirunarayana reclining in I irupper 
surrounded by pure flowing water, 
come here!” He runs into the house 
saying he has already sucked; Dame 
Yasoda intercepts him and picks him 
up thinking “So, these too are part 
of the tricks he has learnt!" (4) 


urTcncuA A/D/bgjl cjrr) 

UCoQ.J< mDOT uJ nGTT 6TG3TlO<3»6TT , 

GlOG 5D6U gj^l<£bij>G<fh O l_| GdJfct)*olU)-<7 

OtfdTrpj ^cnrDuQun^gij ^f^iGa, Cu<«fl 
fp l gotG n*) cjt 

dfrrcnA^gfTLmi) sl- 6 JT>l_uj £»ibiSl 

arnufrgiiu U04ftiL@u Cumbgy r£)c3Trr)rTC3T; 

^Qncoft a^idiSIott Qmirfi ^cmcinu .1 

^CatT Gfljb tb ! gJ_C3UD^«DG3T5i 

StfvQIITlij. 

O Yasoda! My fair bangled daughter 
milked the c >ws, placed the milk on a 
stove and sat by it while I went up-house 
to fetch some lire. I stood there awhile 
talking. The Saligrama-bearing lord 
tilted the vessel bottoms up and drank 
all the milk. O Dame of sugar-sweet 
speech, call your son here. (5) 

Curran - AC 7 im_mL>; ^tbiGa Gurr^ir a>cOTTi_rruj; 

CurrgjCaOTT cTCTTffjTrrG^ Curran 

0> CJJT L_ ft LLJ. 

€7Cg>@lii> OarteOoSl ^i^coifh^^rTn 

c^G^gyih Cua r^ncsT GAil^LDmlCuoi; 
Ga>rTg>ja.cuib 2_«nm_a> 0 l1i_Gg3tGiliit! 

(2)C5T2)J CT 0 ; 8 jg,(TUj! ( 0 jl_li) «^4,@ «£Kn.g> 5 >n! 
Ggo^FjU QurT 0 ,G(STr! err err GcurbiAL-Gon! 
Gfila,a>a>Can! ^rhiGa* Cun^gnCuj. 

“O Celebrated little One, O Pot-dancer, 
O Substance of the Vedas! My Lord 
of Venkatam, Wonder-lord! You held 
a mount against a hailstorm. Come 
here now, do not say you won’t. 
When the neighbours say something 
and speak something else, 1 will not 
bear it. Come here right now!” (6) 

Gtar&CInjeu ^rVIJl ^njiu^uqa 

Claiija, ^a>a»n 0 ib JbgH^JbW urrcuncO 
ucjTcaflasroT0 ^h^Gsu rcanmi) ^ lLGl oti; 

uonn^ib jjj^u i.9«h«ncn urfla ^jrSleijcjr; 
^'caTcoTib SL.a»ui ifi&i rttirar <nt.ihrT}i OarrcuciS) 
crcucumb efil ^ i£j 0 u Gi mr^gji 

rQ fail m *t cm; 

OTTin<9)6Tr a,emcsiC(5i, ^Ganco^a* !Hfbia>nu.i 1 
cfiK4- QtfhncTicTtrTuj, i^iarKZiiiqib ^DcoGcu! 
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O Yasoda! For full twelve asterisms of 
fhe Sravanam fast, I have been cooking 
offerings of rice, lentils, jaggery, milk 
and Ghee. I knew it all along: he has 
been eating it all. He walked away saying 
he would be happy for more. Call your 
son here, is this any way to be? ( 7 ) 

C*a<a,C«ir! @ri,Ca, Cuir ft0 ,rCuj 

^eOCtudr GToSiGamg, ^C* Cuir^jnCiu 

£«jir A <r* aiaagj @ 0jbsj 

& sfil«t>«nuji»i_ijCa, CurragnCuj 

gjltwib Qsneu^tb Qibitqg&enautnQj, 
rglrar® floaT™ 

jbiraiOansOgy* 

6ifii>T I_fT LU f 

S>n Ciorrjacrfr? @i*)C* Cu^ftnCuj. 

Kesava, come here, do not say you 
can t. Do not go to play in the houses of 
loveless ones. Come away from places 
where servants and maids of cowherd- 
folk speak ill of you. Listening to 
Mother’s words is Dharma, know it. 

O Damodara, come here”. ( 8 ) 

assrinueu @GUL.06XJ<j,G : 3,ir0 S’otil. 

s,rrClrjdisiftOT 2 _«reToni_ 0,cu0,£ci> @C 0 
«Tsir <$1*10 adnrrv g,rrar ansv/b&i u 

GuiTrbGgiOT; 

<@cu<ar li*^ Qugjg,£}u 

Guirjj^frsji, 

lSl63T@JJLD 4*0 ClBIT*£tu 

iSl,!!>iii(*)g)sifl Q«JosiiTOmauL|u) 

G 3 rx£ * ^£1 rr> rr got ; 
a-sirruja.OT o,ffir«nG 5 T, &G onar>s> ^^inul 

Offitrsrrsmnu, @ro>«mt,u> ^guCgu! 

O Yasoda! Storing sweet Laddus, salty 
Seedais and Sesame sweet-balls in 
separate pots, I came out saying, “Aho 
these are my favourites!” This fellow 
entered and made sure I received it 
all. Then again he entered the house 
and searched the rope-shelves for 

white butter. Call your son, is this any 
way to bring up children? (9/ 


G<3i76uc\S)cb <$i(rilu c/0^1, rF,r 5 i*iruj! 

l&tP'*' a_cnuujOT 2_sjnSlcrrcoGrr gnCasr; 
@cucuii> L|(£i!bgj <nEjr 1 oa>criCTT* 

C3S*u51gu GvcDsncnuj* <£Siprr)rf)l*Cl*n6yjj0, 

GarrsvoncuiiSIcu ^Dsiinjui) Q*fnnrariTij,g,| cfilnjg) 

QJ 61 D CTT 

Q*rr 0 g,g^, 

!bsv6v«aT n,rreup utpiiiaefr Ga,(rcrai0, 

<$jsCiGcusffr Groarrpj ^ftff)* 1 £)63T<T)nCc3T! 

O Good Lady, your son is full of vice, 
fl I tell you what he did you will be 
furious. He entered my house, called 
my daughter, removed her bangle 
and brought it out through the back 
door. He gave it to a seller for some 
Rose-apple, then laughed saying, 
“it wasn’t me”! ( 10 ) 

euCT5T0 <j,srfl ! (t>g ) i @G5>rj*(£)ib Gurnjilou (*,jp 
aj0u|<5rn3*n«filtfl4> Cfo63r«3i0riu*QT 
UCKr>0 <$JG)J63T Clfllijgj CTGUCUrTlb 

G. <— itiSI q nr can o < ilu 0 (fl, 2 >s,'* urrusO 
Q*msrai 0 @ 61 ) 0 X 1 umq.* 0 srfl** sxicuGumx 
CtSifTdilfg^eSrraseffT ,$i4.ujrnT*6TT<2M,,£l 
6T633I £lan00,(0)Lb 6fi)6TT**IT<fl jglnjunn 

@ 6 iD 6 !raTUJUX 6T6jTS63X6V) G ID GO CTtC 6 ) J . 

This decad of songs by Vishnuchitta, 
Pattarbiran, recalls the age-old pranks 
of the lord of Srirangam surrounded 
by bee-humming groves watered by 
the sweetly-flowing Kaveri. Those who 
can sing it and dance will become 
Govinda’s devotees, masters of mine, 
and light of the eight Quarters. ( 11 ) 

2.10 / The girls’ complaints 

Atrilirundu \ Madyamavati | Adi 

-^xybrfrtcc. @(n,ij>gd 6 fil«n 6 Tmirt 0 C 6 urTTO*<ari‘ ; ' 1 '‘ i 
G/jrf)rt)rr6Cj ciicnon 

^hnror^lff) ujearnuj G£>uj. ^\fh\r> i 
ibanrjrr^ipui) ^nTjacOTfrcu, ^,‘carrQ/ (rpfQfQiib; 
cjjeDcrr^ d£)frjii) Cu£Fn-<jaTacO, 

(ipcpifi' 
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We were playing in the river. He 
threw sand on us and made off with 
our bangles and our Sarees. Swifter 
than wind he sped away and went 
into his house. He doesn’t answer 
our calls, today we are finished, — 
says nothing about our bangles, — 
O, We are finished. (1) 

(£>craTi_cuih g>nip, 0>rnp, gjfTip, 

GT6OTT Clg>rT(lgg)J 

67 &{b, 

CDCT3T@ ,^U)ri y ) f!iJ(g)lp6VrTn' 

G&oraT G!g>mu iDcrgj&ncsTfTeu, Qpnj^jib; 

Ggu 673TL.CI) li) g,rr an cameo, ^cjrrpj 

(LpfbjTJJLD. 

His ear pendants hang low, his curls 
hang low, his neckchain hangs low, 
gods and men from the eight Quar¬ 
ters bow low and offer worship. 
He took the Sarees of the bee-hum¬ 
ming flower-coiffured dames and 
climbed up the sky-touching Kurundu 
trees, today we are finished, — 
and doesn’t yield even if we beg, — 
O, We are finished. (2) 

g,L-ii U0 g,rr idgvvju Cluniijan& 0 >GvOi£l 
£0l_tb Lift)) t&tlihgiGinQ, GUfT6U UJD^ , 

uj an lj£go Gldcvj ffTipu 

e^uiienu />g,g,nameo, gjrorju (yjnjgjui; 

r5l65TrnrT63T(T6u, ^esrfTjj 

Cy)0)Sji. 

Entering a lotus lake, and grasping 
a venomous serpent by its tail, he 
jumped on to its wide hood raised high, 
he shook his body and danced, today 
we are finished, — and stood on its 
head, — O, We are finished. (3) 

CfoCWll^cifT U63Tf^J0>6af) 

gfiiein fiTf^lrb^ili— ,Q>i—ib Qu^fbG^fTffrfleyirrc'O 
GuncuTQjn G^ncm 6Ufb2> Ln6 ' ir ’£p 3>0£b<»bi» 
^©jflcma Arrgjgjn^rTGO, (iPIDpib; 

C53 fcu £>_ 111 ILI<9i Q 3i n OTJT L. IT 63T fT 60 , 


He flung the Asura Dhenuka against 
a Palm tree and killed him; with strong 
arms he held a mountain and stopped 
the rains sent by the king of gods Indra 
and saved the cows. Today we are 
finished, — by the lord who raises 
cows, — O, We are finished. (4) 

^uj^ilujiT G^rfl ^spctt 0 ,uS)a unco 
GulT^gjJ ^SU«T (9>GWT(^ lSliq.*MF>U iSllq iq63JT(^, 
Gsmu0> fbGg)rTCTfl<r<nnrr GQjcamOcinjTiLj Ga>fTcrr 

LDnilufTgjj ^ 

^uljCTOtQ ^([TjibOjrTOTTrTco, ^CTTn^j (iprbrryLD; 
«^iq.lLlS33T(5 ^^5>n63TfTCO, 

He gobbled the village cowherd 
women’s milk and curds; was caught 
red handed, and prevented from steal¬ 
ing butter by being bound in the homes 
of maids with beautiful arms. Today 
we are finished, — by the lord who 
wept as he was beaten, -- O, We are 
finished. (5) 

fljcnciflg, jbenn jE,cm_ uSliLQ @srTih 

iSl crt cm 6 tt tu rr Lu, 

2_6TT6TT0)$C3T 2_CTtGgTT ,-S^CUCiDCn 2_fp 

GfbrTA^Qft 

OjCTTcrTOj^lcamco Qjfb^) Gi_iiu<9^fl (ipcmcu sa_uSlrr 

gjCTTCTTj 0»«nCU0jg>fT63T»Tcb, <@63Tnjj (Lpfb©JLb; 
gjjCO5>0 2_C73Tl_fTC3TrTC0 , ,@C3T^J 

(ipfbguib. 

He was a toddler barely able to walk a 
step. Deep from his heart he took a good 
look at her. She was an ogress disguised 
as a midwife. He sucked her breast 
and drew her life out. Today we are 
finished, — unharmed by the poison 
he drank, — O, We are finished. (6) 

iflrrcusiSl Gcocncfilu^co inncmn sl^ cornua 

0 iP C3T nj| 

QpcoiQ g>n fTS3Tn^) Agj'ojb^) @u> incaaTcOTflcmcin 
£?rJU* J^L.0, gjaCRJTl ITlb rS^lq^CiFTCaflGcD 
£>ffQJU} ^(gtlu fTOTTHCU , L @OTTrQj (CpIT)H)| li> J 

{btfarcfl ^STT^rrcjmco, (^ipibpib. 
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He went to Mabali’s sacrifice in the 
guise of a manikin and asked for three 
strides of land. He received the gift. 
With one stride, then the other, he 
straddled the Universe. Today we are 
finished, by the lord who measured 
the Earth, — O, We are finished.(7) 

a.<TGnip SOTirT^ujua, SLli) 

Glurrtucn^sun-iu 
(ipssnsu sustnsouuC© 

~ . s_got 

gjujA 0*^, sfiWCsTOTrrir 

Gt LJ IT C7T1TUJ , 

uaofl Glannraiumaimtu, ^sjrrru (Lprjjgjjii>; 
<S<Sib(g) ,^t(tt)£rr Claajg,!TGr?rT6u, 

^sirgj (ipibginb. 

In the large lotus lake lined by screwpine, 
the elephant was caught and mauled by 
the crocodile. To rid his travails the lord 
of gods employed his discus. Today w'e 
are finished, — by the lord who graced 
the elephant, — O, We are finished. (8) 

6iJ ITGaTajgjj CTllgjVjg) LDCDup (Lp^lcu CufTGU 

CTf*»J0lb 

a>(TGn&,g }i GuDiLfb^j cfilcncmurri^, 

6jOTT5>gjj 2_0gi/rruj jgjib 

LD <aS61 koafl CD GST 

®ir«5rs,C® ssneu^nanndj , (ipnjffjjii); 

aasrefl g)i_foariOTTOj, gidrirjj (jfirr>Qiuj. 

Like dark rain-clouds gathered in the sky, 
he came as a boar with a big grunt and 
played delightedly in the forest, and like 
digging out a tuber, brought out the 
Earth from the deep waters. Today we 
are finished, — by the lord who lifted 
the Earth, -- O, We are finished.(9) 

fhioeua, .u, ran SOT sir & sirsTrssT 

&C a ner> 3 , 0 , 19 , 

rorr^a, ^synrra.eh &mh £j ,^ ^ 

^swA Clarrsusirisuu .aguonsuACansj, 

r . UL i_ 65T 'ilonQj 

fe'«r.s u siisoeusuiafa, sj s ,i) 

CV>Cff>6\,Guj. 


This d c c a d of songs by P u d u v a 1 
King Pattarbiran recalls the words 
of beautiful maidens who came to 
Yasoda complaining about the lotus¬ 
eyed lord. Those who master it will 
meet no evil. (10) 

3.1 / Weaning the Child 

Tannerayiram | Kunialavarali | Adi 

g)<SSlGfTjf7 ^uSlfJli) lSICTTCP&>GCJTT fT 
gjcrriTrjjcm. Gv^GunGU 

Ounsjrcjuj Qfr>ujQujn(^ uPGu^^pg*] £>_6Wi(^ 
LJfiTT^CTFjGUeTr Ql_»niuGuJ 2)dJ(Lgli); 
tfi^cilGfFjCT rFjjOTJT&KjflcPL GU tQ)&iD&yG^ 0<&mhJGP<5> 
GurTujCT»6Ug>5> iSlgriGdr! 

^463tGgjt! 2_<S37&dott fbgjjCl.3> rrcrerCLGar, 

2 — 

^il^asusiT ^ihioib g,tjCeu. 

With a thousand boys like you around, 
you come home dragging your 
feet. Gulping sweet milk and 
golden Ghee, you pretend to crawl like 
a child. O Lord, you sucked the life 
of the slender-waisted deceiver 
Putana. O My! I know you now, I fear 
to give you suck. (l) 

ClunsiiCurrsu u>(g,«ssnb ^t,rlui i 

2SI L-lq U 

GurrGcjTCTT; ffi uuncO 

GuGflutVj& f}<h l tb fg}rr)0 0 /tiq 

oiL_A^lcO c^ftib t_|£(£) ,®(3/bgiJ 

Tl f^Gu fT eO g)j6WTS33flc^i_ ujfT6TT 

ftssTcafitf^iu 

G«jfT)JJJ(r^C0lb Ooujfy cncug,#) 

^WGJTurr! Si_Garcir>6tfT Gfl, 

r§H (G^)<9tQJ OTT lb tO lb OjtGgu . 

I bathed and fed you, left vou here and 
went. Before I returned you smote and 
overturned a loaded cart then went into 
the Northern room and disfigured 
a thin-waisted dame. O Dear! I know' 
you now. I fear to give you suck. (2) 
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0ibtDfTiug>Gg>rT0 QcucnrQgTOTuj 
(g)l_£> £>ll9lT dFfTUJgjgiJU 

QufTujib LDrriLi «^,c3t ^d^gcngu 

QufTCSTjTysfil^)^ £ GUI£>2>fTlij; 

,@lb LDfTUJlD CUCUGVJ i9cTT 633CTT rTjlblS! 2_G3TG3T)C3T 
CTCjTlD<S>Gc3T CT63TU fT r^l C3TIT) fTHT; 
c^LDlDn! 2_C3TCDC5T ^f$lfbgjlG <9> ITC33 tGL_C3T, 

Q—GH£h(&) 

^(gj^cusaT ^ldldld g>tjGeu. 

After gulping mashed lentils with 
butter you overturned the pitcher 
and gorged yourself with curds. You 
felled the Asuras who were disguised 
as trees, and you stand here innocently. 
O Child-god capable of wonders! People 
speak of you as my son. O No!I know 
you now, I fear to give you suck.(3) 

Gr>lO^H,IT 0>C33T ID I_ ^^UJd^lujIT LDA&GDCTT 

cniDuj63TG«mD Osiugij <^curT lSIcst Curruj 
Cl^rnu^iT Uprffi/b g,G3f)r£lcjTfr}j 

(gjrrjrrjib uco ugu G^uj^rruj; 

Quitlulu n! s>_C3TC<r>GijTu t_|nr >ld uco Gu<9r€ij 
2—CTT Gs>l_Gl_63TJ 

®OUJ IT? 22_63TcnC7r ^rSlfbgjQftfTCOTTGl-CjT, 

2_ G5T&>(&) 

^(gj^cociT §>(jGgu. 

Infatuating cowherd girls with large 
Kajal-lined eyes, you go after them 
and steal their frilled Sarees, then do 
many many wrongs. O False One, the 
complaints I hear about you could 
fill a book. O Master! I know you 
now, I fear to give you suck. (4) 

(^puGufTgjJli) 6»CtT>f-lTjgiJ rrcsmcviu (o)cUCTOtOg53TuS 1 
Gc3TrrQ g,uSl(rp>tb 

AUlJfTA) ^4,UJ<ia>CTT £>fTcfi)fb Q*fT653ITITfi>2, 
0>cog>O£)rT(^ *rftu£giu u(r^£l 
QiDiuuuacvj X2_6TOr(^i c^iip 61cncr»crT^,cTT 

CurrcuiS 

g6)q>i$ ^(Lfj^cjnfT) 

^juuit! <q ^rf)]fF,gjj ‘.->)^jrt<OTrGi cbt, 

2_C3TA^j 

& cu or ^iibioii) ftcrGcu. 


You gobble up the curds and butter 
churned all day long, then drink up 
the milk straight from the canister, 
brought on a yoke by the cowherds, 
then also drink breast-milk and 
cry for more like a wailing babe. 
My Master! I know you now, I fear 
to give you suck. (5) 

<3»(fP)lbumT f$jGTT CUUJfT) 0>fTUj5j££)lT5 O£HF>QIPjCinCU^ 
&>fp fp fTfj^l CD (J LD feo'ol Sy $C3T637 

cfj)(iT)LbufT5j &G3Trpj €£>0111}) Q&rrciraTQ 

cfilcnnii5>«fl 

cfnp CTf5)rr>2, iSlrjaCcsT! 

^(fFjlDUJTIT QlDC3T0ipfp 5,C3T<Slf) C^(rTj5>^)&05 

(A,LpGDC3TCU C3>CU^)gjJ2) rflU_|LD 

^rjihurr! a_caTcy>c3T ^r^ljjgjjQ&frciraTGuGST, 

2—G3T0>(#) 

^ |6T)5rCUC3T ^iblDlD <3 >(jCgU . 

Grazing the cows in tall fields with 
golden ears of paddy, then noticing an 
odd calf not grazing, you grabbed his 
feet and swirled him, then let go to 
dash him against a wood-apple tree, fell¬ 
ing its fruit. O Bad One roaming the 
streets, spinning a trap for bee-hum¬ 
ming flower-coiffured maidens! I know 
you now, I fear to give your suck.(6) 

LD^llufTIT OlDGBT^ipGU Q^fTCraT^) QurTl^GO 

M *(£> 

ClJfTUJC3TCD5)gjJ ^Gil ^UJlT^Lb U fTlXj. 

rr it Qld63T01^>gO ftCffTcufl luit cu r^gj] 
2_ C3T G<r» GUT o 

<9rfT)^Jljb Qgjntp l£lG3TfD G<£HT$! 

QurT^TFjCTT gjfTUJlD ^GcUCTT, CTlbQu(^T)LDfTCTt! 

fi_ G3TC3T63TU 

Qun)fD 0fDIDii> «^cucuacvj; iDfbnjj 
c^aLll-fT! 2_C3TCn63I c^n^fbgj! QAfTCTOTGuGST, 

2. 

«^4(ffj)3.6UG3T ^LDlDLD ^gGdJ. 

You enter the groves with a slender 
flute and play enchantingly; curly- 
locked maidens of the village come 
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pouring out to you and worship you 
from all sides. O Radiant Lord, other 
than receiving a bad name for 
begetting you, I have no share in 
the common wealth of the village. 
O Wicked One, I know you now, 
I fear to give you suck. (7) 


suTOrd Ansm-QcGcurm; tSIjQn 

inaffiGnsTT «thdujotsxud Qsidgj 
Cam-rmsu aiajCjjrrg) jg 

'olancucuu LJi_r 2 ,rar Clsoj^fluj; 

Caenmr (^eu^euir ^0 ujfl; 

Gl®ilCi_«jr! sun-gisfilsuOTicu, 5,5,2,557 

artOTfriu! a_63T«Dffljr Cla,rrcraTCi_e5T, 

P GZT&>(&) 

tS)lg)«aj 65 T 5 ,ljCoj. 

Even otherwise they don’t like to see 
you. You infatuate others’ daughters, 
embrace them, play with them, and 
do unspeakable things. Cowherd-folk 
do not like to hear of such bad 
ways. O, I am doomed, it is hopeless. 
O Nanda’s son, I know you now, 
I fear to give you suck. (8) 

Smuinm Giorm sfi)rr)S>u Cu touit, 2,<5,uuG3notm 
•5>j);DtT fgtcnrru iS)sjrc| Guncuit; 

5 ^ujuuniq. ^gcrrraj «,«jrssf) LcrrfT< 5 > 6 jr)STr 
CrbiTuL_Gcu Qa>rTe<nyT0 CufT^l; 
^nujQjmT®,^ GTcarrr }|id 2_5)UuoiC«j Gstugj 

^“jn! 2_<35te?ncn t ^f$r|>g i |G<9>n-«3ijTGi. esr, 


2— 65JT 

^lxjldld g>{jGoj. 

Mothers in the village go to sell 
butteimilk, fathers go after grazing 
cows. You take the young girls to 
wherever you want, and do things 
1 at please your enemies, giving 
room for gossip. O, Roaming 

Cowherd-lad, 1 know you now, I fear 
to give your suck. (9) 
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Qgng&nn Sd>^©iP3) arfTsstl g>02,^lsn iu a 
Cenanojo, Qs,asOT0 

(ipg^im Oftmisna qrairmj.gj gjjn- 

<y>Craj(tg ClerarjHSlsjr Gu*>g,CTuj; 

fp&jgrr 170,(0) GpggGST Cu«9rOjlT 2_C3TS<nGJT; 

a^gcjuGcu r^rror c^ear^jib LDmlGi_c3T; 

2_65T6^>gjt ri,gjjQ^rTGfjTGt _caT, 

2 _wi ih 

&U&)&GllGST ^LDLOli) 0 >!jGgU. 

You took a flower-coiffured maiden 
into the deep forest, embraced her 
pearly breasts and came back after the 
third watch of the night. People speak 
ill of you. Alas, I am unable to scold 
you. My Lord, I know you now, I fear 
to give you suck. (10) 

«5,rrrjrTiT Gioccfl r£lfD5>giJ GTLDiSlrjnrGDGOTs, 
<9>Ut<3>LDlp ^^(gjipco 

@ejTCUT(OpgjI 2_€TCT«fJ|£ g>(T»>GU63r f f^rTCTT 
^ LDLDLD QjfrQfJsir ffTCTTfT) IDrTfT)fr)ti) 

urrgrriT G^rTC'uLjfiji^rTGST Lfgj^nsu id gttgjtgtt 
uili_iriS)grTejr Q^rrssrsrn’ urri_c0 
•sjrjrriT ^sirrcssflsiptf ld rrc<ncu euGuevjrnT 
^^iq-Ga^OTT ^i^ujrrCg. 

This decad of sweet songs by 
Pattarbiran, King of famous Puduvai 
recalls the words of fragrant coiffured 
Yasoda to the cloud-hued lord wean¬ 
ing him from breast milk. Those who 
sing it well will become devotees of 
the lord Hrishikesa. (11) 

3.2 / Sending the Lad to graze 
the calves 

Ancana Vannanai \ Keeravani | 

Tisram 

(6Tj<£F6iJT 6D feifo I 63.Tr <kT) 65T IT GtfjfTCU#* 

LD (6T) 3 OTT LD \D GD GST &, Oil G ^ ^ 

ffl UJ ffC ^ » 

6>{Q06ineRB> ihndjn^Oj &ipGi> < gnui. Cff>fTQJ<£J> 

SjOTTrftlGyTlSlGffT 

GT GTtQ ^ UJ U iSlcfTCaTGITCirUULj Ctjn<9>«'£)G<S3T<Sfl f 
ctgOCsv urrojCif)! 
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My dark hued lord and master of 
the cowherd clan would have his 
bath, then go roaming from house 
to house. Instead I sent the child after 
the calves, hurting those tender feet 
that smote Kamsa. O, Why did I do 
such a wicked thing? (1) 

u rb id 5 ott y^lu t j rrcy> 6D ui »rQ g n ^ 

ufTiq.uSlcu 

<rrr^j0ih ^cdud Ctaiugii 
^IrfltunCiD, 

fTT|l<5S g)( TGtflU_|GiDt_ CoGUI_IT 5»nG3flGiTM_ &j 

5>(?5Tr5lGiT l963T 

<71001*0 GTG3T iSIcnGn^TGirnuU GlJITft^lG63T€f3T? 

gtcuGcnj urrcuGto! 

With bath-turmeric smeared all over, 
he would go around kicking the sand 
castles of girls, and make mischief 
everywhere. Instead, I sent him into 
the hunter’s forest covering him with 
the dust of grazing calves. O, Why 
did I do such a wicked thing? (2) 

(jiffiruDcnfl Cio&snsv gjfij«ina,u)rrClijrT0 

017 ^0*11 0 I IP 

GurroriDCrafl CiDGjfl L|(j 4 )$ujmq_ 5 , ^ffltunGiD, 

AGOlDSrofl (§S3Tfpj «^$IT &IT63T - ^^fflcDL-<5, 
*6STflf)l C3Tl9c3T 

CT 63 T LDCraflQJ6J5TC3iTr6T)63TU Cu fT*<l9G6yrG7T J 

ctcvjGcu lmtcuCu)! 

My gem-hued lord would roam the 
streets with the gem-girdled maidens 
everyday, gathering dust on his golden 
countenance. Instead I sent him after 
the grazing calves, along the echoing 
forest path. O, Why did I do such a 
wicked thing? ( 3 ) 

QJG1TCTG3?T<5> <g>0f£)0lpGU lDIT^IT QJ|T>gil <^€UIT 

gjJTfT)(5lL_U 

UGOTTGJijflu UCU QtflijgjJ ,@U UfTiq. CTIhJ0L L 

^IfflujrrGiD, 

^SjfllUfTGIfiGST* <9>nG3T - ,^a>fflGiDL_A 

iSIott 

6T<MT5T6TOTlb0 ^ ffl U.l fTGP CBTU G U IT 0u£l G COT <73T * 

CTCuGgV UfTCuGlD? 


He is beautiful to behold, he is hard 
to understand. He would roam this 
cowherd settlement everywhere doing 
things that brought dark-coiffured 
women complaining to me. Instead 
I sent him after the grazing calves, 
along the echoing forest path. O, Why 
did I do such a wicked thing? ( 4 ) 

,@1-ID L_J<5b0^eil ^UJ IT Qu Gratis IT«3>0 
^gMCT0i<g>ftgmriLg> 

G Qi IT GO <aS > GU &> fh GlJ IT UJ G &> IT gj) <5> 

<Sto_G7>tp67>lD Q<5lLHUrrGLD, 

ffTdjmjlD dflcDGVJ SL_fiT>L_ GguL_IT *rTGuflGiDl_ (h 

* fcil I (id I l9 G3T 

Clg>lUGiJg) £«nG\J6U6iDGJTU GurTSxfDGOTTOTT; 

gtguCgu l.iitqjGld! 
The lord of gods would go frotn place 
to place and secretly give to each 
cowherd maiden his dark berry lips, and 
engage her in sweet talk. Instead I sent 
him after the grazing calves into the 
bow-wielding hunters’ forest. O, Why 
did I do such a wicked thing? ( 5 ) 

l? 1 - CIcvcnnOcraTiij 
Gurriuu 

UUJ.0J UGU OtfUJgjJ Ufllq CTfbJ0li) 

rlluj nCio, 

<5>i4p ugu $rf) ArrGTr - 

<9>G5Tfbl 63T 

,@L_fD GTGSn9€TTGy>6TTGy)UJU GurT<3 3 <fGGG5TG15T 
gtguGgu uitguGlo! 

My child would gulp butter down 
his throat and roam this cowherd 
settlement doing wicked things. 
Instead I sent him after the grazing 
calves, with faltering steps down the 
forest path, where wild elephants 
roam. O, Why did I do such a wicked 
thing? (6) 

GucrtGifl u>trg,n <^eun 

gtfSbifili-g) 

sjfiTTCifl cfi)cneniuniqg, Ggjmptlijrr^vJI ,£Mlu inCin, 
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asrofl Qeuii &neil . 

5><3VT(f)\dsT lSIqT 

MCrrcrflciT £6<f)eu6U63>63ru Cuu<i>,£)C63r63i; 

CT6uGgu uncuClD! 

The “King of the birds” would bounce 
and play with cohorts, and slender- 
waisted maidens would come running in 
to complain. Instead I sent him after the 
grazing calves, down the sizzling forest 
path, where even cactuses wither. O, 
Why did I do such a wicked thing? (7) 

Li<OT6jfl(2) suuSl^j) CWsottl, ^0 

ufrrcij^OTrrTGu, 

CTEir @6tinii CUrT^sna, 

ujfrcjr 

UufTGSTOTTi^ CfbfTQJU LjCUfflClU <*rT<njfl£ 

^OTTrfjl G3T iSIott 

FrdsT ^CTT^T) GufTAdDGOTT€3T: 

ctcOGgu u itguGld! 

By the kinship of bearing him in my 
womb for twelve months, I brought him 
up on the nectar of my swollen breasts. 

Today, I roused my lion-cub early in the 
morning and sent him after the graz¬ 
ing calves, hurting his tender feet. O, 
Why did I do such a wicked thing?(8) 

0635i_uni> Qs(iF)Ut-|ii> ClarrurrCg, 

5>rrCiDiTg,rj635C3T 3,11631 
S—63>i— il|u) ftn|.ujG3r 2S263T(£j Qeiui) urjrf)A6rT 

a_63n_a> 

<9>1q.OJ Qcar^J 3F,fT63fl63)L 6 , 3F>fT6U-^(ls) GfFjffGV* 

G5Trf)l cjrr lSI ctt 

Clftniq GujG 5T 6T 65TlSl CTT Gift GTT 61T) UJ LJ 

GurrA<^lGG3TG3T; GTCuGcU LJ fTQjGlD! 

Without even giving him an umbrella 
and sandals to wear, I sent my 
Damodara into the blazing hot forest 
where sharp broken rocks would pierce 

w,t h !J-a l 11 , 5 feel - ° Heanless me! O, 
why did I do such a wicked thing? (9) 

CT6ir 

. „ . „ lH633fl6U 6331«raT6<n63T,S, 

^ 06310), ,*006^ 

<3>Lpr5)u.j 


OuH631 £\&ip IDIT1_U l_|gJ635SUUJI7Ga,0631 

LJ L_l_631 Q5O6U 

@631 gjlfillp LD06316V&61J 6D6U6L>6Uli&(£) @UIT 
@GU63 )CuGuj. 

This decad of sweet songs by gold- 
mansioned Puduvai King Pattarbiran 
recalls Yasoda’s lament on sending 
her ever-sweet gem-hued lord after 
the grazing calves. Those who master 
it will have no hardships. (10) 

3.3 / Celebrating the Lad’s return 

Cilaikkutambai | Suraii | Tisram 

ianojd, (^^ibenu spirtjthngi, 6j>0s,ngii 
Cl<£FjV>*j^£D Clogu G^nrdjrrf^uy,; 

G^sfTCULJ U€JDfftTJT&i 6h&<fhID 5tfi.CD(]3 2 to) 1 UJLD 

(^,Grfl rr (ip£,<£l ear C<ff.rTi_rT6U(ipLD; 

0>rT6\S)u i51g3tCg 3T ^(TPj^QOTTfT) Al_6UCUOTffT<JTOTC3T 

Gqji _i5)6<D<2> SVjjy^] <£F>fTOT3?ITJ 

(CT) IT CU g, g)J U fJ«T)C5TLJ Q U IT) IT) fT (7 , 

rF> ri &> ij) n ! 

(bfTCciJT LDpp c^0li> @GUGtT)CU. 

With the tucks of his turban covering 
one ear and a bunch of red glory-lily 
flowers stuck over the other, wearing a 
beautiful vesture and a waist cloth over 
it, hanging a crescent of cool pearls on 
his chest, the ocean-hued lord returns 
with the calves. O Ladies, come and see 
this outfit! In all the world I am the only 
one to beget a son, yes, no one else! (1) 

<9><RFT63fl rFjfiiJT lim lD^IctT UjLbQufTL^GL) 

Arrcfilrfl^) OebdnGMjthi&CD 
LDGffTGilflIU <£rr LDgjJ^dfjOTTn! G<9>0CUfT! 

LJfTcfilCujSST 6U fTyDGLj g_ 

&_ GiftW) GIST ^Cnr^JifbCSTgll ClDI ih9)5)5 ^)ir^>fh rT ^ eo 
sisnill^. 6p>0ULJ05,G5,G5T; 

CTOTTcaflffcrr ldgjtix) 6 ug$ ui rich 6j>0 Qu^rn 

j 

CTOT0 l 1 i_GgIIt! (Lpg)5)Lb 5>fT. 

O Madhusudana, residing with lasting 
glory in strong walled Srirangam amid 
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fragrant groves watered by the Kaveri 
river! O Kesava, life-breath of this 
wicked self! Wantonly I fed you early in 
the morning and sent you to graze 
the calves. There is no human with 
a heart harder than mine! My child, 
quick, give me a kiss! (2) 

a,rr(p«,sit Cumiia, asjrpftsri Cinujgjg^ 

inrfjlGujrtiii.® a'Trrs,Gftni_2>Lj5 
I*,i 4 cijSOT fD girCinira>!D!pjg> 

k.1 0 ftdfiiiiiT s ijn~ s i_ lOi_| ; 

Gufini— IDuSlfT) lSl6dTOT>65T LDS 33 T(TSTTfr! 

-djlCDLDA thl bojCU^G^fadTJ 
c^lQ. ^UUgJJli 2_6J3TU>.G\>63T, 

2_c3TC63rfT01 2 _lGs 3 T £_ 6 T 5 Turrcjr. 

O Damodara! Entering the deep forest, 
driving the calves and running before 
them, you return wearing dark glory-lily 
flowers. See, your body is covered 
with the dust raised by the calves. 
O Bridegroom of Nappinnai who 
charms you like a peacock female! I have 
made ready for your bath. Bathe and 
come for supper. Your father has not 
eaten, he wants to eat with you. ( 3 ) 

<9>i4 c^fT Cli_jm£)cu C«jnjj5>i__cun! «5,0ib 

Ct_mCrjGfD! 2 _a><5>(£)Lb 

(5)SDL UJlb Cl<50UL|U) 0l£gyjli> g>06fjl<5»!5><9> 

CTl (h IT 6 TT gff nCfo C(JfT69Tnuj , LOItGso! 

AI 4 .UJ OgYIPjJ <9>fTSafl6iDt_& .SsOTTn'^OTTlSlOTT GufTCUT 

^iq 11 )i h li) l 9 2 4>dl&>booracri <f£l dJfEj^jfTUJ f 

^wD^jb^LlL-rriu; S, ctld i_Sl fj it can! 

O Lord of fragrant Lowered 
Venkatam hills, my dark angry bull! 
You asked for your favourite umbrella, 
sandals and flute, then ran away with¬ 
out them, to graze your dear calves. 
Little Child, the soles of your petal- 
soft feet are scorched. Your eyes are 
blood-shot by the blaze of the Sun, see 
you are exhausted. O My Master! ( 4 ) 


ufbjDirrr fb0rbj<& (ip^r uo0<506frOTflujg>6ing, 

GUfTlLI«D<aj^,£) CunCrjCfT)! (STOTT 
cfljTjo) 17uj n dflrbJSbGiD! S OTi5j LOOTTrrTCTTrr! 

<fflOtffaJ&OTJT IDflGcvt! 
i1fr)JT)rT6iDL_lL|a) ^lpUU^>^lg(Lpli) ^SiDQJ 

<9>L-Uv661cu ClDGVJ 6iDGUg>gj|U GuHUJ, 
5bfD/DfTUjGrrn(TJ) S, AOTT^iJftCTT GlDUJ^jgjl^ 
■5>©jjbgij 2 —i_63T 6Dir>#>niu Cungyub. 

O Lord who blew the conch Panchajanya 
that sent shivers in the enemy camp, 
my little cowherd lion-cub, Sita’s bride¬ 
groom, my little child of lotus-like 
eyes! You left behind your little cape 
and sword on the cot and went with 
the older boys grazing your calves 
with their cows, and came back with 
them! (5) 

r^0,<$ri_fT 2-631 SD<5)UJ&g,giJ 6Jfbg*)li> 

^lp«5,fT! QumuGD* qA0 

2_ii>)y) 2>n^5>^C6infT^ LSlcrsTfbj^G^Lh, 
fbfTCTT 2 — uSl IT eunijjf^^n-, 0^,631; 

6 T 63 tO tfUJ UJ 6 TOTTOT) 63 T QJuSlfpJ LD(T}J<ff><£)OTTfTUJ ? 

6JglJli) 6p>(T ,^<9511) ^6UOT)6u; 

<3>(0<563T IDQTgjj <3>0 2_ ^UUQtCqj 

Cltfiy^ruu, 

dbfTUJ flLDU, 6U 63316331 ID Q 6h 06331l_ HIU ! 

O, Beautiful One bearing a radiant 
conch in your hand! When you 
entered the lake and wrestled 
with the venom-spitting serpent, 

I lived through it; my stomach 
turned. Why did you do it? You have 
no fear. O Kaya-hued lord, you go 
on doing things that please Kamsa’s 
heart! (6) 

i rOTTffiliijib .s^OTTiniLjib iSen^ipib 

UTfT)<fM QJ 6DOT3TOT3Trr! 2_OTlCl06VJ 
<5>6arrf))63T 2_06UI7<£) ClDUJL jCVJgjGtf, QjlT,0j 
^>6TT6n grr ^tbsiDLDfl 

fffsmbia,iTio crn5)ffig,iTiij Gunt^jii: 

CTsjrirjjib ^TOTLSIaiwnOTa^fl, ^dmo^cir 

Gl£iU6llfTfT3>€TT 

r^niifhiOTTib 
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O Lord of the Milk Ocean, who came 
as fish, tortoise and boar, a deceitful 
Asura came on you in the form of a calf 
in the grazing grounds. With your little 
hands you went and caught him, and 
threw him against a wood-apple tree! 
That is what happens to those who mean 
harm to my child! (7) 

Gailgl sifiiurr&ar Cau&mCpej,, Caneur,' 

Cs>irsuGoiT 

a>miiinu Cafrrj/ii) «,r6)uL)Lb 2,uSl0ix> 

o.«oE,ga a_u«5r E_«sjTi_mu Cuirguii; 
2EH-U (y>®cu @Ccusjr s^sjTgjsiieriCTis.Qancfing' 
^©Gungjui crs 3 T 5,0 
suifilni ,@«uiru n> 5 ,ip sunu.C^eun] 

O—dnanan 

>&J(CT)6tQJ68T ®G 5 TIT)J Og,rTil0Lb. 

O Vasudeva of everlasting fame! I am 
hearing things which I never heard 
before! It seems you gobbled up the 
food, side-dishes and curds that the 
cowherds had readied for Indra, all in 
one gulp! Let alone feeding you ever}' 
day, keeping you even for one day is 
going to be difficult for me! From 
this day on, I fear you! (8) 

^Irarai^ii O«u«rarafii0 a_cini_ujfraj! 

100 ;b i*" 400 - 

Gojiraranii gcmry sjiy; fj>rren; (ipcar, 
u«raiG 5 ,itQu)n^lujtrc!n(ia>iWi.is£il (ipansn^iumu 
usiisurroftrrtjl 

< 9 >cffljT 6 ffjnrTcuii> Otftuiwa, a>6U0>4t>giJ, 

ffineij£,Cg,£ 5 T; 

aorarcBrrrr! ig ^rronCTrsQairCglA acotjSIot 
iSIsst GunCasu, 
Garrcuib Glsiugi glisiCa Jj}0. 

o Lord wielding the strong white 
conch! Seven days hence it is Sravanam, 
your birthday. As a prelude to the 
celebrations I let the seeds germinate, 
and called in the beautiful singing-girls 


to come and sing “Many happy returns”. 
I have filled the vessels with rice and 
vegetables. O Krishna, dear-as-my-eyes, 
from tomorrow do not go after the calves. 
Stay here, decked for the occasion. ( 9 ) 

c/jjnjijGil ^Csticn_® j>>cu ibdsr 

M5>${TG3t CdMT(sfilfi>j2>®nc5T^> 

fi»fT>f]5)63Tlb GuDUJgjgjj GU(J£h a,<sttrQl a_<ffcfbg)j 

^QJGTT 

&>l i)»54>5> LDn<T)ff)Lb ffTCoCVJfTlb 
Q\o&)rr)\b ggGun&Giin O&GfluQi - 

anoj Ooneu 

0,IT)fpJ D6U UfTl_ CUCUCUfTIT ftL 6USU^ T< SW Tc ^ 

fh fT 67JT U ft (h G CTT, 

This decad of songs by Vishnuchitta of 
Srivilliputtur where the pure-hearted 
ones live, recalls the words of the 
slim-waisted Yasoda, the good 
cowherd-dame, expressing her joy on 
seeing her son Govinda return from 
the pastures with the calves. Those 
who can sing it will see the lotus feet of 
the ocean-hued lord. (10) 

3.4 / Maidens on seeing the Lad 

Talaikalum | Bhairavi | Adi 

&)Gir>ip£h ^CTTjib O^fTnijAgyjib ggjubtS) CTr&0ib 

ftCOTOTjnigntD C7<9><5>u) lJD4&g,£rf) 2,rTlpl566) 
(£)tpCU5)(6TT,ib fitfropib «Tnil(£li> 

G^>rTc6lrj)^)C3T Gii^.jfjlOTTfr) 0A.ili lb 
iDcmipClftnGcua aj(^<$G3Trr)0ji ctg&qi CWcOoS) 
a)^Gn<5jiDmT ffncoa, surr^cG urbr$ 
gjjCmipGUOTTIT rQrr^UCTTfT 6Tfil0lb 

a_6TTffnii) sfiltlQ signer iDfDJb&J 

Parasols and umbrellas pop U P 
everywhere; drums, one-string } rcSl 
tabors, reed pipes, flutes and songs are 
resounding everywhere, as Govinda 
enters with his rout. Maidens come to 
the windows everywhere saying 
“Wonder if the rain clouds are 
setting?” Some creeping out, some 
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standing there, they let their hearts 
flutter, forgetting even their supper.(l) 

eucvxnSl gj&ip Clancrargl, 

suonff Si!DS> £)(n}C>ient) sfiliflagit Z‘-Qs>g ) i, 
ucuciSt gisjar uppne, 2_cni_Qjren anib§, I, 

u63163Ht&o,oo, ucu ^crup rr,0G6u 

(ipeu«r>cvj 2 >cu ^jjiidouit Ca/i^iono, cocuii 
ucu ^ujit 2>0Gsii 

CTCvioSlojii) Cuor^fra>u iSIdrejisn suyijii); 

CT^l ITfgl C372JJ ^1^10 ,@631611 SHOT 

@ JP G su cjufil G or. 

Wearing a petal soft gossamer cloth 
pleated around his waist, a folded waist- 
cloth over it that grips like a lizard and 
a sword stuck into it, the lad comes at 
dusk in the company of hordes of 
cowherds in the midst of peacock 
parasols, wearing fragrant Mullai 
and Vengai flowers. Young Ladies! 
Do not stand in his way lest you 
lose your paired bangles! (2) 

orfflOTioricjii) Qs,r5) - efilcvjsyiLb Oo6sirT0 - 

C#> fTgy ui) 

CiDCorTcr>i_ojtb G^mpcSnDnrT ClarTeroig) 

CJD^jUJITCD CgjrTGDGTT £>CTT QTr^l 

c^i^CinrjuflCTTLb i Send, avuthib 

ci»(fFj©nftuS)©u ffii it uj.Lu iSlcTTcncn ehG^srG^non 
CiDOjfliLjii) &ew7L_irsn, 

f9c3TO)rTCTT <TT<otQ UGJ7JT G*, n6>£\& 
(5i65RJT|_ rTCTT ; 

«=^g»J 3>GTOT@ ^GYI 2£2 fT 

I IGTOTITft^lGiTjnGtf,. 

The team sent to bring back the cows 
returns with the tired Krishna resting 
his one hand on a fellow’s shoulder 
and holding a conch in the other, as 
companions run after him carrying 
his sword, bow, arrow and cape. My 
daughter stood close and saw his 
dusty golden face, then looked again. 
Seeing this, the town has inade out a 
connection. ( 3 ) 

(gjsjijj) gt0o,o^ o,ns,g, i51onor 

^AfTQjGVJGjnfTUJ^) (<9ylpGU 


aci'Sia.sb Cwdj&gie, a,™ C^afpCqnQ) 

■SiCUfjjgj 2_1_S3I su^cunGnrara Q«,0Gfilrr) 

{he&srQ 

CTOTrrjjii) 6puun«nrj, ^>fbi<9>ruu! 

< 5 >G 5 nnt_( 5 IGiuGj(T, gjuv! ciifb^j <a,fT«nnnuj ; 
sprargjijgcOeurt nj(anCTTj ajpejig) gjdflsC,; 
«J2>gu ®s"(ipc5i«ui^in <rr«sT aisib ^cusuGsu. 

The cowherd lord who lifted the 
mount and protected the cows has 
played his flute all day long to graze 
his calves. He comes back with his 
fellows, down the street. O Sister, come 
and see! I have never seen such a one 
before! My dress has loosened, my 
bangles do not stay, my young risen 
breasts are not under my control!(4) 

*W® jglsirgi ^ujn 2,®nLpa,STT g L j 
»(fT)«TTui*iS) Grbft^l<J5,®iTcu ^crafljjg,,, 

U 2 ><St igorgi ^um o>cni_a,0«5ieuCuj 

LJ, n_6nii) c^i—A<,s.jiCL_«rr; ^Gjrrn^u i9dn, 
CTG3TGiDOTTU 

CutfOcumlCuOTT 
mnoSl0|gjC«rrOT>su tni iflirujn>0^ (S i )aJ ncO; 

<jgeijeiT STOTgi 

GTGinncsijfl^j 

Cl$>rT0)i£) car Affix; Q^nuagiTdQn) 

CdhfTipibuGlD. 

Surrounded by cowherds holding 
parasols, adorning his curly hair with 
peacock feathers, he stands at the 
portico ot a house singing and danc¬ 
ing. Ladies! After seeing the wonder- 
lord of Malirumsolai thus, no more can 
I hear of being given to anyone else. 
Say yes, it is fit, and turn me over to 
the winner or else face chaos. (5) 

iflgy&lOd) ,@01 riiag, o,<* 4J0Qrf,ir>rfflGir>«O 
■£100,.,$“) Go,nT)iiL|ib 4)l0A0jpe^ijib 
SHh&lw (ipyrsuo, 2 >«jt 2 ,cnyio, o>n«Slcjrj?jp 
«<0ii ^T,u.i(.!in0 s?—t_ qt 6UonoiGo,neu sj?o, 

dTSiaixi spsiTjn giarnng, .^uiu iSIsrTCTicrr 
@GU cS/9 Gl IITOillXWT^Qeu 

'5lg)l ‘olO, (TOTilTL_ IT 63T OlOTnj, 01611101.0,2,1 

uoioTsumii (Tpipjoi^ini) o-noreiCumh, Co,mji! 
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With a bright red mark on his fore¬ 
head, wearing a headband over low- 
hanging curls, amid the din of pipes 
and drums under the shade of a forest 
of parasols, the limitless cowherd-lad 
comes with his cowherd-friends, twirl¬ 
ing his curved grazing staff in the air. 
Sister, knowing full well, if he enters 
this street, we will stop him saying he 
took our ball, and enjoy his coral red 
lips and his sweet smile! (6) 

tfircuu ucO rQcr>rju iSIgjtGsst 

<3>rr<sSlGijT,£ijp2 > 

$0GlD€3ftl0G3TfT)J $0,1p, 

fF)Gu Cfb&£l 

cSdSiiijflfbgjj, ugO .^Lurr 0Lprrib r^QGeu 
0<s(ij£brTiDG3'>rj^> &, gs & uSlerflg^, 

0i^>co sc" urri^ij, 06afl5>giJ 

^ujGrjrrgl 

6U0^G3Tp c^UJU lS) GTTGiDGTT 
c^Lp0 €TGOTlD<£fcGn ^UJIT<9><£)g3TIT)G£F). 

Behind a huge herd of cattle, in the midst 
of a large band of cowherds, under a 
forest of parasols, his face brightly lit, his 
long dark curls adorned with a peacock 
feather, his beautiful Iotas eyes sparkling, 
he plays his flute singing songs, and dances 
with his friends. Seeing such a beautiful 
lad, my daughter has swooned. (7) 

^jbgdtfuOurriq Qdf,rTG37T(^ 0<5OTTG3fl 
<£l0ff>n-tDi£) @lL@ £f>*T 

(g ! CT> O'U J 5>5, GJT 63TI7 (SO 

^‘GtfTrSlg, &>GST Grp>f/)1 ufbi^GiDai 
r^ip^oj Grb^,^go>5>fT€o 

CTffjr Guitco gij 0ib ^tjUJUiSlcrTGirscn 

GT^Irrf^lejriru ^OTTGUG^nar ^ipGcLiCu 

GTfed! fagl f 

cr^^iuSlco r^lOTT^iJ AGifipfifirr (v,rh)GF »<9i gjGn 
^3l^lClGUfT(^) 5ffloj0T>CTT <5>y)CU<£l<nTlT)Gg>. 

The cowherd lad comes like Indra, 
with Sindoor on his hairline, and a 
forehead mark drawn with the rib of 
a Palm-leaf around it, his dense dark 


curls gathered and adorned with pea¬ 
cock feathers. I cautioned my 
daughter not to stand in his way, 
lest she lose her bracelets. Alas, she stood 
alone at the cross roads; her dress and 
bangles have loosened. W 

guGunij 4 J>[w£1g3t CLDGuGajnesTrfjl u y, il 

inc0o51cna> susmimcncu Gu>«n<sv«0 uatsmcu 
^Ic^ltbjAtTrjajgjtTGu (2>y>w> sSlI©® 

5U(TtijU)(5lS.g>( 252^1 22L$ 
&eo<i,a,nOg>&''*‘ «”©“> lSe{, * nC,T 

CTS3IUlftOT UUL.f9 

rglcuoj™,, them*-’* 

Qsuctrsucncn ajpGST^y CliDiuU) 

QiDsSl^cirnjCa). 

Wearing a bunch of glory-lily flowers 
on his right ear and a tall garland of 
jasmine flowers on his shoulders, let¬ 
ting his long curly hair cascade styl¬ 
ishly, he played on his flute sweetly, 
on and on. Seeing the cowherd lad 
come in such grandeur, my daughter 
desired his beauty; she stood confront¬ 
ing him, instead of making way. Alas, 
her ivory arm-rings have slipped, her 
body has shrivelled! (9) 

s61«jrsT«3!sflOTiSg^ &\wqno,cb e51(ir,ibiSl0 Qg>nip 
tfilsinrpgjaj ^ujit umnuSlsu eS^ty,Gu 
ftSOTffiraTOT ansSlu iS'ottCsj’ GT^'bg^e"* 
asrarQ, aOTesfliDrii B,n(tpjr><D 

€u«5T3TOT3Tii). s)JS3TJr(jil <^hoit GufU^tP 

t_i &ji em Git uJ & n ^ 

G&lll(*)l^lg,063T Oi£*fT63TG3r lDn€iT>GU 1 I&& 1 

Qucrarsaafleji ^graruib sugu u "’' 

«i gfr sit r n 

I IIJlIinBT JE.CJTS 

This decad of songs by Vishnuchitta, 
King of Srivilliputtur of bee-humming 
groves recalls how the young cowherd 
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girls expressed their desires on seeing 
Krishna in the streets returning with 
the cows, evading the gods in heaven 
who waited to worship him. Devotees 
who can sing it musically evoking 
joy will enter Vaikunta. (10) 

3.5 / The lad lifts the 
Govardhana mount 

Attukkuvi I Tilang | Adi 

(£}dj) Carm)rr)ju u(nf>ULja>(ynb 
g,uSlirsuiTGSlii|ii) Gfbaj<§<STTrr}jib 
Clumli_g> iDOtflu ufinA i_i6337irg,a, 

Ouff^gj ID ft a,l_G06UGfijTG33TGOT OufTrpja,*!, 

idgjtcyj: 

idl_ uhtot s,rar^)cin£3tt 
susncuojrmju uifjifila, O*rrcirai0 (^rpuXMrfliT 
Q*fTiler)i_a 5>6triGvjij urrcO Ga,rr0a,a^ 
sii <rn 

C^jfTffUft^^CTTLD CTgjl^jiD Cl 3 , ftp ft) & 

(£jC5>L_Cu.J. 

Gulping cooked rice heaped high, curds 
in pots and melted Ghee all in a trice, 
the deep ocean-hued lord invited 
unfriendly rains, then for an umbrella, 
victoriously lifted a mount. That 
mount is Govardhana where gypsies 
catch wide-eyed fawns in nets and 
bring them up feeding them with 
milk through cotton wicks. ( 1 ) 

6D(tg ffpjrarrpui) <§\cvevna Qaiitcna 

eurKfrojirC’/bircJi 

cvoSluuilQ (tpasfljbgii sSl(i)»fMjuilL 

LOCnip CT(lg {TjfTGfT Cll juLJgjJ IDfl® g,0ui I 

^©gigll 10t51®a> LDfiiD6D: 
dgj pen 5i<flujrr&gii g>ir irrfjgiu iSlttt 

,@G!T0 $1JIC ’Jlcb 17 ' cy50(<5)a)g))lD 

0 ;p«fil thneii $C(i )1 st^liTjjgj 

Cluft^njii) 

CafTsuirgaasui) grsgrgtiA Ganripiria-. 

[9,ir'i Cui, 


The rains sent under the authority of 
Indra of faultless Karmas, came and 
poured for seven days causing misery. 
Madhusudana lifted a mount and 
held it upside down like an umbrella. 
That mount is Govardhana, where a 
baby elephant when pursued by a 
young lion takes refuge between the 
legs of the mother elephant, who fights 
back the attacker with vengeance. ( 2 ) 

c^LDGniD^j gi L_r^J<9,6737 lDl_ 

^»,S3Tnuj0Lb ^yglcnrnnu) 
cnDCDiDa arisrar cjssrrjjQafrdr erainjj @juu 
@6vnii0 ^ifla.ans, erpeng, crQl&g, 
id an go : 

&> LD GID ID & fftJGSST GTgStO) £,LD UfTCtDGUujiSngu 

qraiCioiu^tsiTj) iDirraflssTU) s, rTcrorefil got 

CT63T|T}j 

OambsouDu i_|ma, ^saTpii (flcncu (ayafU^ii 
GaDOjiTo,a,s5rib cnararinb Qaifrjinjs, 
(d^6tT> I_ClU. 

When the cowherd dames, the cowherd 
men and all the cows screamed with wide 
eyes for help and sought refuge, my lord 
Krishna, bearer of the radiant discus, lifted 
a mount its a victory-umbrella. That mount 
is Govardhana, where male gypsies with 
strong arms point at the wide eyes of their 
vv ives moving in the upland bushes saying 
Hush! Look, there’s deer grazing”, and 
aim then bow at them, and they come 

out screaming‘Help!’ ( 3 ) 

•s>(9 sumia (ftasr Osunia,<OT a,(rfflfii^tg 1 ,a,g | a 
AGUGTTU) GW0U1JrtOT (^Sl/OT 

GufrcO 

supa, cnpib ufffl&fpygl 

^inflirClu^LDOOT CUnerorgl tglcarn? 

tOOT>cv.i: 

ftL ‘^"“-■a Qasjiau CiDftii asElipj,^ 

0.ga«JfTUJU II, HlT(ipfl,IT 1 o ) | CfS) GTfingjUl 
©' <5 ’ l ' ,lij 1 “ d3rar©i IDGDJP CllJIT^lujLb 
j.‘T,n^iina,^,gaT^ <fT 6 fn 62 }|ib C'la.nrpipa, 

<a,«ni Cm. 
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The lord of gods pushed his hand under 
the mount, uprooted it and stood 
holding it aloft like a mahout lifting up 
the food-pail to his angry rogue- 
elephant. That mount is Govardhana 
where dark clouds dip into the ocean 
and fill themselves, then pour 
everywhere like emptying pitchers. (4) 

6i/rrs3T£^£)cO s_CTT 6 rfiT! GuoSluS’rr 2 _ 6 TTGVrCgcO 
cm rr>Guj rr! qj gli nr^j 0 ifjl cin 

CTG5TuCU«rT GufTCU 
S2_0 ^^luj FTtfOTT GTfb«T>3, 

<@L_GUG7T STip GUfTf^dQ IDSDGu: 

<5>fTGiJT<5> £F>Grflujfr6?n6aT g,«rr Cl^mi)Lj @iprbgiJ 
agjQjrriu uDgjib G^rrg^) cna 

iSl 63") JQ G *5TL) fatfOT l£^ <ad‘dl fad'd! fT fT-> 

fQ fD0ib 

Cfhn<SDrT§ > $>G5TLb gT6grgy^iib O0>fTfT)fT)<5> 
(5)6<r)i_Guj. 

The lord my master who had once 
come as a boar, lifted the mount like an 
earth-clod and seemed to call out “O 
gods in heaven, any strong one among 
you? Come, take this, I challenge!” That 
mount is Govardhana, where an 
elephant with a broken tusk stands up 
with a raised trunk on seeing the 
crescent moon, and bellows with a 
dribbling mouth. (5) 

QsuufrQ a_ani_uj J^ieud t gear 

G0ff>0>fru}6iT>fj& Ga'js.sSl rjcu egfT,^lenejmL|ii) 
*ui_| u>@2>giJ CljbQjbCftnefi 

y /h(h QthnQojgji/t, ldcjicu: 

CTuun0ih uaiigjj Og,«h^(if ) «£l 

^6urii(^ iDGsafl i5)rr>ip0> 

(gjuuirujii) clan rQeJmjj 

C5,nnj(7g)2>G5uh etOTtepub O&rrfpfjja 

Cut. 

The benevolent lord Tirumal 
upturned a mount like an umbrella, 
spread the five fingers of his lotus- 
hand under it like the spokes and held 


up his beautiful long arm like its stem. 
The streams of cool water flowing 
down over the rim formed a tassel; 
the spray formed a jacket of pearls 
over him. That mount is Govardhana, 
the lord’s victory-umbrella. ( 6 ) 

ui_rhi«9»GTT ucuGnib a_cnv_u uirriin_|c^G3ngu.iG3T 

l_j|_(7 tfjrTThJ^S, «£)l_UUGUG 3T GurTcO 

g,i_rbi cr> 5 > sfiljsv g>!5g>Jii3 meuri cncuagjo, 
gnCwn&tJGfi S>n<ii(&) ®u«ucrjrjff,iTGTT; 
^riiaa Qosatgj 

^gjjiDeii L|*ip urtuas, o,<i> (2>ui 
(£ju.(^)ca>ai>5> 

en ng>gii ti> 

Canefiu(T5>g,caTti) GTffjrejryib Orrrrjno 

(£j«ni_Guj. 

Damodara, Sri Krishna, spread his five 
strong fingers and supported the 
mount verily like the king of snakes 
supports the Earth on its several hoods. 
That mount is Govardhana, where 
female monkeys hold their little ones 
with their palms and lull them to sleep 
singing the valour of Hanuman, who 
completely destroyed Lanka city. (7) 

0CU LDfT (lp£)d) UCU ^GJffTLJ GlJfTIT<fi>0>CTTg>gjJ<9 
£FrjiDfnf) Oum£)rj)gil errbj^ii) L4,«3©Slil0 
rF>©SleufT6jT s> n)A G<fM_Aib C^ituugijGTt Guftcu 
fbfTgnujcsraTGST (ipcwT (tpAib &>n6){b ldgdcvj; 

g}GT>GV GguiL (QQlbGnug) &)GU (LpG3^6U^ 

<@(5>'b5>f T n fTjQGcu Otfcarrpj 
Q<5>fTOT)GU QJfTUJtf dflcdT Ceil ft 6 * 1 ®* 
C^»iTGurr5>2,6iyTii) gtgst^ild Q* n &9** 

^OPU-GaJ. 

When dark laden warring clouds 
gathered and poured like arrows 
in a battlefield, wreaking havoc 
everywhere, the lord Narayana stood 
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in the forefront and held the mount 
like a shield. That mount is 
Govardhana where fierce deadly tigers 
enter the hermitage; the austere Rishis 
living in leaf huts stroke their dewlap 
and put them to sleep standing. (8) 

GUOTT CuUJQpCtfJCO 2_637Tl_gj} ££>IT GUfTlij 

2_GT)l_tLlG3T 

GUG3T gj/TGTJT (TIGHT G£>(T GUGHT 

U(J 2 > 6 iD 2 ) 

5>63T Cuit O<ftrT6ijijT0 g>rjC7jf) 5>cjrG3fl6u 

gjffGu) it dogear dbfTfhi(£) l_ 63517 0,rr63T; 
(LpearCu qjl^I dkrrilL. QpsrSi 3i»G33Tf^j<5>6TT 
(Lp^l^llT) QutU^I £>li> a_6ffU_«5, 

(2) L. L. Gffl £& €7) GTT 5> 

Cl*rrii)L( sjfbr^l {&)& uuSlippii) 

Canojiraj^fisni) CTfflTgjni Qai rjjnij* 
(£)CnuCaj. 

Like a strong column supporting a 
heavy load, the lord Damodara, with 
lips that sucked the breast of an ogress, 
stood on Earth holding aloft a mount 
that bears his name. That mount is 
Govardhana, where monkeys in 
hordes jump from branch to branch, 
with their little ones clinging to their 
backs, as they teach them the maze 
through the forest. (9) 

Cls>m 4 sjrrjj Claj, g,mocng«i CTi&djlrreoftsrr 
G*ircu(Lpib 6 ijfTiq.tr)rpj £geu, 

CTJtqCtl Gjp ^cu, 

U)€Utoot) tooltijr U)65)GVfq;Tb g^it 

01 b iSI rj a, ii>; 

(ipiq ejrfjluj mir (Lp^tff) ueii aarariaiasfr 

(LpS3T Q^ptgl CufTGU 

gjiq cjrfj\ ldgthj) Quiri^limi 

GatTcufrg.gjafni gigargrui) OanpisS, 
(&)Gni_Ciu. 

The fingers of his lotus-red hands were 
like fluttering pennons, but they nei¬ 
ther lost their beauty nor became weak 
nor faded; nor did the shapely finger¬ 
nails hurt. The gem-hued lord and the 
mount presented a spectacle. That 
mount is Govardhana, where the big 


clouds on the peaks in hordes every¬ 
where appear to whiten at their 
temples, as they rain incessantly.(lO) 

^rrefiku udrsrflQarTQnjiQ ^rjsuii 

^ffffijULjKnA zmrrgl ^najgnigni m 

0fjsSlrr> Clairiq ypcuGncua»6rr ^Icjrgu 

CanGu rV^^Grru) gTcgrcyiiih Od&fTfrjjTjdjj 
0Gim_GLO6O 

d£l(fr)6fi)fT) Qunc^l lDGJTrT)GUfT633TIT H&jgjjfrg) 

Ulll— ITlSlQIT63T Q«J?fTG7TG3T ID IT 635 £u 
Uggillb 

urjeif iDcmb n^eisr^ 2_675l_u u g>g,n 2_CTT6nnrT 
UQLDrTC3T 635 611 (£)£)£> ID rb6TgT io333l 61jGfT. 

This decad of songs by Pattarbiran of 
Srivilliputtur adorned by meritorious 
Vedic seers, sings of Govardhana mount, 
victoriously held as an umbrella by the 
lord who sleeps on one serpent, Ananta, 
drove away another, Kaliya, and rides 
the enemy of them all, Garuda. Devotees 
with a heart to sing it well will enter 
Vaikunta, the highest abode. 

3.6 / The lord plays his flute 

Navalam \ Bouli \ Adi 

fbfTGllOJLD Qurfluj QJfl|^LD 

fbfbJGiT><fMjSlT5>6TT! 6^11 

Gaierfii! 

gjl SllGULDqrf) 2—635l_UJ ^(TFjLDrTGU 

gi/Tiu surruSlrr) 6£>6<n<£f giii£)Glli 

CafTcucun dflrryiblujiT ^Gnrbi Q^rnbjcnft 

0gjj«3>c61uu 2_L_CD 22_GTT 

GTf^J ID 

■9)PGDgyjLb AL ffjgj <5>li9fp|LOfT67)6\J 

GUfTjgjJ j4lG5TpG3rGg. 

O Ladies living in the great continent 
ofjambu, listen to this wonder! When 
the loid Tirumal, bearer of the pure 
right-coiled conch, placed a flute on 
his lips and played, little cowherd-girls' 
tender breasts rose; their hearts 
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fluttered; they broke the cordons and 
stood roped like a garland around him, 
hanging their heads in shame. ( 1 ) 

(S 1 - CgnClstifr0 amugajj 

,@( 5 ans, ssi_i_u i_| 0 suih sjjtia 

g>i_aju9njj ui— guitiu 

C<5,fTGfi)5)ff,sjr 0tpCuOAfT^l 2gli$GST 
Gurrgj, 

U)l iDuSl6u&Q5TTa01 iDrT£ffrtS)«r>Grar GurrGcv 

u>riisins,ujmTs,dT ldojit* an fj>jj,su ^sSljp 
g)(Ten5,aj(T6u g^j^Pcu ufT)r$ 
«^cO<D «p0 ^ifla-aeror «j>l_ iglsmjcnCrr. 

When Govinda played his flute, he 
threw his weight on his left shoulder; 
his two hands came together; his 
eyebrows knitted, his belly rose, his 
mouth closed in. Deer-like and 
peacock-like maidens, — thetr flowered 
coiffure loosening, their dress slipping, 
their Sarees held with one hand, — 
stood shyly apart, running their 
collyrium-lined eyes over him. (2) 

cuncji ^cTTcurj & «DQ»(g)*i^ 

GU fT5»Cp^>6UC3T tDgjj€JD(Jl/)S3TtMFGin Jb jbib” 
C<9»fTS5T ^6TT«)jrj5t Gs>fTGDGulT (£jilt.G3T 

C<£feffG&l(i>g»63T (gjLpGuQ5>rT(^ 2fiI$C«JT 

C*lj rrgjj f 

GurTejr g)«na>Lji^iufr fiiJjbgjj rr-G^ntxp 

iDCtHlb 2—l-D6\jfTft<5ifc,o"oi<9i<3^T 

G^GST c^HGnGq Garf)l a«vfb 5 ) 6 u 

Q<5G5TQlfl CqJ<TUU<# Q/f<s£l G 

fQ G3T fT) GJtG fj. 

Vasudeva, the prince of high heavens, 
the child of Vaikunta, the king of 
Mathura is Govinda, the prince of 
Nandagopala, the child of the cowherd 
clan. When he played his flute, young 
celestial dames came together in 
hordes, their hearts melting, their eyes 
misty, their honey-laden flower 
coiffure loosening, their foreheads 
perspiring as they listened. (3) 


C&gppg.gTT lS1cULDljG 3T 5»fTGlfl UJG3T GT63Tg)Jli> 
<f£uuU 2_ip<5><^5> 

&rTG3T5jli) Uiq. 2_GU(TGfil 2_CDa6fil^> 

(£>tp6U 222$G3T ClJfTgi), 
GiDG3Tczr>5>QujrrQ $GcufT£>0)GT>iD ^rjibsnu 
2_(^)UU<fflujfT ^Gurr CIgugtt^Q uduji^j^ 
GimGST^li) UtquSlcU GLIfTUJ ^lrr)LJl_) 

,^ 1 _GU um_cO gjfSTiGu LDrrn 51 c 3 TfT ^rrCin. 

As easily as pulling out deadly weeds, 
the dark child Krishna killed 
Dhenuka, Pralamba, Kaliya and 
others, who roamed in the lorest 
freely. When he played his flute, 
Menaka in the company of Tillottama, 
Rambha, Urvasi and other Apsaras 
listened, enchanted and shamed, 
then silently, — on their own, — gave 
up singing and dancing in Heaven 
and on Earth. (4) 

(ipGST ITjfJ.'flPittfjlDgii ^ <5WG14€33T63T 

(^0>£lujg>GT»$> (^pm.ULJfT63T, QpGLjCD^CU 

lD67TC3TfT LDtffrlGUfTuSIfT) 

(&-) tp C\jl tf>G730 Q & G^l 6J4UJ U urb<f)l 
GlJfTfhlth f 

fE)G3T PFjIJlDL_| 2_Gff>l_UJ gjJlf)l_J(fT)CGUfT(^ 

rb>rT(j£t>GQ}iij 5>lD g>ib d)G*r>GRST &£)%>(&} 
^651GTIJ • 0 G3T iff, IX) jfJjlD dhtfi 

d^G3T63Tfjib Q^rr(^^QG6vjnii) GT63TfDG** T G(I- 

Long ago the lord Madhusudana, who 
was feared by the haughty kings of the 
three worlds, came as Narasimha, and 
destroyed Hiranya Kasipu. On hear¬ 
ing the sound of the flute on his lips, 
the celestial Tumburu, player of th e 
fretted string, and the bard Nar.ua- 
who sings with unfretted strings- 
got their respective instruments, t u 
twin Kinnaras resolved never to tout i 
their Kinnaris again. 

0 «ii> O. -fivji} 3,1 ,cr.-' T ^ n rr 

"11X1 i jitioOT @j>2,n«ri asr®* | 

s.ifts.ci’ §),. n su®©®" 
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<3>mrj£>uu<T CTGocufTib 
<^(iP5> <^5) 6ijcr>cuujrr60 

(TTgjT^J (TjfT63^fl 

<oiT) f?i <fE)l C<grT IT fH <9il GT* lb ID ft Q>l 

l jQ 63T h} gjtG fj. 

Our lord of large red eyes and strong 
arms is Devaki’s child, lion of the 
gods. Listen to how the ones who 
heard him play his flute suffered 
misery: the Gandharvas roaming 
in the sky were caught in the net of 
his nectar-sweet songs; enchanted 
and shamed, they folded their hands 
and fell into meek submission, saying 
this is beyond us. ( 6 ) 

LjdSlujCTT r^mai &6TOTi_g l j ff£>n ^n)t_|£,Lb C^cifn! 

y,crafl G LO UJ <9, li) jgffrTfbiCft fTOjCLMT 

<*n- ill—ga g, I 

-^Gncuu-jcn rbnA^gjJ<^CD633Tajn63T SiSELg, 

«^CTTCL|ii> 

«^6fillL|63(nrT UJfDfbgjj 6brTC3T€ijn CTCLiCUrni) 
e^ujiTijfTin «5cjnrr)aju M(2)5>giJ 
Q<56fi) 2 _gjitt rrcfi)ejT ^cncu 0<!hfr6^T(^ 

C&nGfilnz&cnGSTQ) Q^,au. it cicar rrjjib 

itCij. 

Listen to this miracle that I saw on 
Earth: in the midst of young cowherd- 
lads grazing calves, the serpent-reclining 
lord played his flute, that resounded in 
high heaven. All the gods forgot to 
partake of t he fire oblations, and came 
down in hordes to the cowherds’ 
Aippadi, to drink the sweet music 
with their ears and followed Govinda 
wherever he went. (7) 

<£lrQj6fjlfJ6U3>6TT <2>1 _g£! LJ LJ ffl LD fT(T) <9 

O £f njj db fedol O&ITi 8 G#UJUJ €U mu 

Q <9> rrij u cnfl u lj «9> 

(<9)fryGemu itu n^cuib *u oSIuljA 

G Lj IT^jj j 


Ur[)6iD61J uSIgJT <5>GJ7TRi)db6TT gjJ fT)l?) g,) 

cutbgiJ u(^dbfT(p <£1 i_ulj«s> 

&fT)C«DGDLlSl<»3T 5i€7tJTI^j5,6TT 5>(T60 LJfjLJl_51 L_^)i5; 
s>efi]ij>rb<| i j Gercfil 

^H,U. l_ «*£) GU GU IT G QJ . 

His little fingers ran over the holes, his 
red eyes tilted, his red lips formed like a 
bud, little beads of sweat formed over 
his raised eyebrows. When Govinda 
brought his flute and played on it, flocks 
of birds left their nests and fell like 
broken twigs all around. All the cows 
spread their legs and stood with lowered 
heads and motionless ears. (8) 

^ilfJCraT^ GT(lg <g>63Xp lDG<mp(ip,yiG'u 6U6TffTC33TG31 
O^fSJAlDCU LDGUIT 6DGRTlq.63TU) 

GurrGco 

a.(njCOT0 ,§)(2>Kran_ (gjipcu >j>g, y>s,o>a,<TOT 

SmQl&GfltT) ipeu6j&ssr>0 «ui£1Cuj, 
u}(f*}G33r(^ unrest Aerrarr^jAcrr Gtoiucsra 

ClDUJJt)g> LJGUG^Jli) &6TH_C)J(Tlij C<9ntJ 

gjgemQl utrQib g,jgiiih/a,rTu i_|«ni_Oimj!jiT 
Clitou rfilcsrtTiGjiGsu. 

When the lord of dark-cloud hue 
played his flute, with curls falling 
over his face like bumble bees hover¬ 
ing over a lotus, the music made the 
herd of deer stop grazing. Even the 
grazed grass slipped out of their 
mouth. Not moving this side or that, 
forward or backward, they stood 
like pictures on a wall. (9) 

i£b(fTjfbJ^>63in GgjITCn^b LDuS)(T) 1^36$ c Jg>J(5nifllfci <9- > | 

f£>C3T(£) ^OlL 

c^(fT)f^A6Vj 2_(fT)6fi)63T<5^0.1 it Qi-i^iTjUDneji 

<^QjOcjTrr(fT)G)iC3T SET^CST Gunflj), 

iDfrriAGTT I0€3T^J oigij ^rrcpgAcn uniqib; 
iDCorT5,6rr 6D(igib; cjjcttit Q&mbi_^^cn 

^ ^l^iDfTGU flOTrp 

<Sl€3TlT) 

ua><s>ib C(j>nA^l G5 ilhli ib 

ffainG ld . 
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The beautiful cowherd lord is adorned 
with peacock feathers having dark 
centre spots, and many jewels over his 
properly-worn yellow vestmerts. 
When he played his flute, the trees 
stood enchanted, and rained streams 
of nectar, poured flowers, and bent 
their upper branches in every which 
way he stood. Oh, the things they 
did in supplication! (j q) 

©t? 50 sjrfluj 

GafTGfilij^gQjanmj surtuSlji 

y>OTHp(03.0,Grf)raT asrgj g,i6)ip.g>j ! js> 

Oaring, 

L_j (Ji3T cO 8 ) 63T 633 fc'Jf &> 
(£)LpCO (tpipQJLD GfilCTTLDmi) L|gJ6iD6Dfi>GArTC3T 
cfSlffig,#) 5)LSlfJ) QjGUOjrrrr 
(£)Lpcocu QojcgTfT) 06ifln QjuuSlCTtrjrr^Q^ 

<fffTgjG<9>fTlll4LqCfT Q^fTGTTGTTU U^QjnCfJ. 

This decad of Tamil songs, sweet as 
the flute, by Vishnuchitta, King of 
Srivilliputtur, speaks of the river of 
ambrosia that came gushing through 
the holes of the flute that Govinda, 
with his dark curly tresses all over, 
placed on his tender lips and played. 
Those who master it will develop 
speech that excels the flute in 
coolness, and be counted in the 
motley group of saints. (11) 

3.7 / A mother’s lament 

Aiyapuludi \ Hamirkalyani \ Misra 

Cbapu 

S UJ 1 a-i '-DM <2MGnsmTjgj gpojOT 

OstlJUJ F^JTG>51 g 3T OffUUG3T 

a_0s,«,Qju) GucoGusir ^cOcusn; 
c*>s,u$«ifl,sO %jJgJTOT>& Cujn® ^lGusn 

(CpprSlsO l-SltflljjgjJLD gjsusir 

® u rSHtsuonsraru usirGrfliunClGjm0 
sjiaariojagj ^s'oiCTsu^tjGiD. 


She is covered w-ith the dust of the 
playpen all over, her speech is broken, 
she can hardly keep her red cotton 
Saree from falling. She has not left 
playing with her small pots and plates. 
Oh, she comes holding hands with the 
lord who sleeps on a serpent couch!(l) 

QjrTuSlfT) UGUgyjlb 6T(t£{b^?G\->; 

LDuS1(fT)lb (tp 14 » 

0rUUft| ^co 

lSl&n'<^GTT^G6 TrrT (^ 

S> @C33T&0 ^GS9TOJ(g) tSMjlq 

<£63T ^GTTGST Q^L£)G3SLD , 

LDfTUJG3T lD fT LDOTfl^GTTTGJiJTGjTGlOGU ^GUGn 

ti> ncO a_0it^lOTnT)nGGn. 

Her teeth have not grown, her hair 
does not gather; moving in the 
company of brazen girls, she has learnt 
bad things. Delending herself, she 
goes into raptures over the gem-hued 
wonder-lord. (2) 

QurTT&j0 QGucranDGiraTGu O.5>nGi£jT0 

0fb}(&) 0,633SUfrGTT «Sl6Ugi|LD 

^CUGUg)) ( @'G3lLp,i5, < 5 ) ^jj7)fr^fTj 
'o)i£F>fTf^ijCiD&, ^63TG3TlXi 0sfi)rj>gj CT^f^^lGUj 
GdMTG5l5>flf,CG3TfT{^1 ^QjOT36TT0 
aciiGTifh ujrr<f£) istott 2_GrrsTui) n^rTGYrQ^rrrpjLb 
^j^OTTfoGg,. 

When she makes sand castles in 
the portico and decorates them 
wi th fi ne white sand, she cannot 
think of any motif other than 
conch, discus, mace, dagger and 
bow. Her breasts have hardly risen- 
Yet everytime I suspect she svas 
w'ith Govinda, my heart misses 
a beat. (3) 

CTGTiLp GuC3Tj 2) £p>n l lfT6U0>631 
Qi 'Gffjri£>4j,€ir>GrT GTcn/^l, 

Gg>n^uDnn u©>n O0,rT63<n(^CurTiu0 OiFUJ0> 
UJfTIT^,0 £_GmijAG^B6TnV 
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c^tj^LU rTGTT <7TC3TCT)j l±> CtDfTG^LpuSIcu 

UnTUS-ffl ^5 jLJu( 55>^ 
ip 2 _ug ^r^ujrrgj GTGjrgjjib 
QpgjjcingiqLb ^gvGgtt. 

My daughter was an innocent child, 
attached to me. To whom do I tell 
what mischief her many friends 
played? They took her with them and 
dumped her into a deep whirlpool 
called ‘discus-wielder’. No longer is 
she the innocent “spoon that does 
not taste the salt of the soup”. (4) 

rr>n(^)ib GufriLi 

£> 6 UGU gJLprTLU ^CUfUl^GVJ 

^iq. fFjrrrrcs^TCTT Gurrii) ^i_o) CTCueurrib 
Gdf 2_l^5)(fT ) <fhl63T(Dn’CTT; 

G<fF,(T^ CGijerjT^^cTrfDrTfT uguit £l_ctt(T, 
G^^€uGcOTfT 0 ^CUGDffnU 
urr(^lAfTGUCvj GTGarnpj crcjrnjj 

UfT«T &@lDfTr[))ciFTC&. 

Wearing a Tulasi garland, she roams 
everywhere searching for Narayana 
wherever he went, letting the town 
and country know. “Keep a close 
watch over her and Kesava, many 
would wish to see her ruin”, this is the 
talk of the town everywhere. (5) 

!JL_i_u> &C 14 U Clumr>OrDiT0 Quiiigji @«uefi 

l_MTL_5i(Lpib ^Icuibqib 

@i!l_ u>it& GvoinSj^ CTffl&foh grii 

GT{jITT *-0 G3T FT ( rp fTCTT • 

QumlL_u Cumuu L|n)uuil(5l 
LjjGintaiJLj u4jQ j gtot fe\'j7 r * gtgttgq } id ; 
gulLl_ gu rrnr @fp6VJ lo r^j<^»r»< 5 >ft f 

Loaev £>- gjj^GTTrQfrGGTT. 

O Curly haird Ladies! I gave her 
everything she wanted, — forehead 
pendant, gold earrings, anklets and 
ankle-bells, — and brought her up 
fondly. She does not stay with me 
anymore. She suddenly started off, 
calling “O Kaya-hued Lord!” and left 
me. Alas, she is infatuated. (6) 
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Gu-fJCijib ^rflujrrg, OuOT3TcmDuSl63T 
Gu6mg)GlUG3T CuGiD£> ^GLIGTT 
3e\ at^arr^l fQcSTrr)rrrr^cfi gjti) <rr$n 
GtfkfTGU «5.L^l5>^fTS3T (TpGDipuj rTuj , 
Gabojit! GTOTrrpjib CdM^oS*! Gtcar^jib 

GU fTUJ QID rTL^l LU fTGTT 

Guna GurnT^ipGu id pi Gir^d? it! ^ojgtt 
iditgO 2_ p <£1OTrr)nGcn. 

O Fragrant coiffured Ladies! My fond 
daughter with ill-formed feminine 
speech drools like a parrot. In front 
of everybody, shamelessly — like a 
ladle slipped from its handle — 
she cries, “O Kesava, O Faultless 
One”. Alas, she is infatuated. (7) 

<5>fTGmrrj ff>fT gg) iib , b^gst 

6D<5>uS)gu gijgdgtt 0§yj£>(tf)ib; 

.Disvon® 

O B> *TGU Gift GU B Q<?JQJGLJ fTlij J 

Gg>r5)g) Cgjff)) r063T|^J ^uSlgii) CuiTg, 
C^QJCTT d£) (T)LD LSl^rp^jLD; 

LOfTn^GU LDfT IDG^GL)GOTGTOTG3 tCiDG0 _@GIIGTT 

tDfTGU a_ 0j<^lGifTfT)fTGGTT. 

She wears a necklace, looks into the 
mirror, shakes her bangles, sets her 
Saree right, faints, then applies rouge 
on her coral lips, stands up, steadies her¬ 
self and begins to recite the thousand 
names of the peerless gem-hued lord 
Krishna. Alas, she is infatuated! (8) 

««n.Sj£)<g>602>gj a^GTTcn Long) c s^i£)uj 1 3> 

dh t»001GT37ITGUri)5>GTT GfllUgj) ^•GfJGiTlCTT 

«j<5,<j^GLi2)g,j^(a'l 1 5,rrG7crr(^l gtgjtctt 

GUfrarafluib? 

CUuj&g.GrJcvj gt^ f^nrogju Gungu 

G£fujg»jG3t QaiijgjjQanGiTGrT 
cmLog, 2,i_(ip<£)<?u QjGTOTGavncjr ljaagvi 
GUG rrij Gfil(^i£)6arra»GciT. 

“What use in keeping her on and on, 
spending all the wealth on her 
various celebrations? She will only 
bring more blame. Like seedling ready 
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for transplantation, leave her to the 
dark cloud-hued lord; he can do with 
her whatever he wishes”. ( 9 ) 

Ou0O Qu0ss ffisraiorarricuiiifficrr Q auJ&i 
Gusssfl ffnij I gJ«{)eug,g J6 nCsiT 
^0agj«jrrOT cTGrjrsrefl r?,i ui> @0a«,, 
gjeuietju spang, CTCOTiOTji^Isjrjjfrsir; 

u<£ib f^fbj^lCTrngfr CTearg^jLD 
GurrngGng, u 0 €b 5 ,ar^ )g j rj 
«?0Ou@2,g.J «®0i£lrar g) a jmo, 
S-aj&enzsnehT @en u AC&. 

With big lavish celebrations we 
thought we could keep her safely inside 
our home, but she has been having 
other thoughts. Before she brings more 
blame by exceeding the physician’s 
measure, unite her to the lord who 
measured the Earth”. (10) 

(0rTGuib (ipn>pib a_s 5 r 3 T(^ g*JuS!su 

IbfTIirTujfeijdl g<ni ff>(6^ t ij|^gUGTT 
IfllTGU^rT^ U)<£lipfb£)G 5 TGTT GTOTTp 
gjfTlU a_CDfJ Q.£HU5>dT)GDG5T 
C^,rrGuo> Qurn£tau (^ip t_|gji<^GUujnC^rTgyT 

G»6)L- (a\ «3ITt>7T63T 

LDrTGDGU U^jgJLD QjGUS\J<JUfT<fBL.(^) 

^GuGiDGU GU0 gJUjClJ. 

This decad of sweet songs by 
Vishnuchitta, King of Srivilliputtur 
surrounded by beautiful groves, recalls 
a mother’s lament on her daughter’s 
infatuation with the lord Narayana 
who swallowed the Universe and 
slept as a child on a fig leaf. No grief can 
come on those who master it. (11) 

3.8 / A mother’s grief 

Nallador | Sabana | Kbanda Chapu 

H> eua 'Sil ffp>ii atriDGirxju Quiritisina, 
tbncT5,, OOJ ft Cmsu ussfl Csrtij, 


^gJcuftiLO Qsvr^lGujfTuiirj/DfiGcurT! 

ffT ld< 5>sir)cn GTfbj^tb <ff>nGG33TGjr; 

IDGUCUCD/J ^ L_ l_ GU G3T lSIgTtGu fTUJ 

LDgjjcmrju L_jrrj lo L_j<9,<&rTGT7 Cl^rTGuCcufT? 

Just like when frost descends on a 
lake, the fresh lotuses lose their petals 
and sepals leaving the lake bereft of 
charm, my house is desolate, for 
I cannot find my daughter anywhere. 
She went after the wrestler’s killer 
Krishna. Would she have entered the 
outskirts of Mathura? O, Alas! (1) 

«j.cjrgjLb ^inS'sn JS}GucurT.£ 

2_0suot>£)A Gamjn'cuir s>iiie>en 
<5j63Tp arrcO torTpton GljitGgu, 

5>carcisfl @(5'b5) r r&r)CtTA 0<9>iTGiraT(j^ 

jbcsrpii) Q#iug>j G« j ncsTfTOTT; 

fTjITCJ17UJ6TOT€3T GtfUjg, 

cT6>jtrni lq STioiTiscn 

CJ^df.«9>Q*rTCVJ ^fjUSl^ll^t Q^fTGVjGcun? 

Even as utterly unintelligent artless 
cowherds deftly walk away with others’ 
calves, the lord Narayana took away my 
maiden daughter, through well-planned 
treachery. Will this prove to be a lasting 
blemish on our family? O, Alas! (2) 

0LDlfl ID639TI£> CldfUJgjJ QtEbfTGffiJT^, 

G&rrcotb 

gjiD^ub iSliD0ii) 

0>nQi£)n&,ijrr> ( & ) €T65Tp antrytfll, 

c^UDIJIT U$U_|6iT>L_g, G^jdj) 

<3^ (J Q IT crafl £1T> UJ «J$Ull@, 

gtiL&Guo) crpu ue?nrr) QAmi mg, 

Cg >it 7gOTui) Jb n i— iq.(►>)r^i QArrcOGcuff? 

Will they deck her, seat her in th e 
hall, and make it known to relatives 
and friends that she weds Damodara? 
Then as Queen to the lord of gods, 
after she goes round the sacred fig 
branch, to the tumultuous beat of 
drums and flutter of festoons 
everywhere, will they celebrate her 
marriage properly? O, Alas! (3) 
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LD£bGTT $,GSTGT>G5T £_Cmi_GujG3T, 

2_CO^nLO >0fb£) i_45)Lp(TGU 

^(TFjLD&fitT CufTCU €IICTTIT5>G^)C5T; 

Q^(^l5>GJroT LDfTGU gjfTGST G.SjrTOTTr(^ 

Gl_»fTOTTfTC3T 

Gu(tf) LD£bGTTfTUJ<5> (gjiq. SUfT^>2>giJ 

Qu(fTjLbl5l6TTS5nGTT Gu/D/D ^G^ITGTI^i 
iD0io&cncn5> dr,€ff3T0 

LDGraTml(^u qrr)ibQ(!7iLLL|rbi Q^rrcOGcufT? 

She was my only daughter. I brought 
her up like the very goddess of wealth, 
praised by all the world. The lotus-eyed 
seducer came and took her away. 
When the matriarch Yasoda, mother 
of the praiseworthy son, sees 
her daughter-in-law, will she receive 
her with affection and proper 
presents? O, Alas! (4) 

#,ii> lOfUDcar rr>fT ? 5jG#>rTUfTCU63T 

Cl#>fTCTirT(^l ’ lR<9>(?T 5>C37CiT)CJfT«5 

G<gibiDrrjb££lCfJ Gl^fTcOoS), 

ftiurT) g,gygT63<rmb 

Q<5>nibcmD (Lp«n6vnqib ^syu-iLiib 

Q*rr<igu>uCir)iS3^T^) G#>rrGn<g>(GfT>ii> , 

<@0) iD5>6ir>crru ClufT)fD gmujfT 

jgiGjf)g> 5,fflujmT gTCTTto^irbJ QftfTGOGcun? 

Patting my daughter, will her father- 
in-law Nandagopala say “Look up”, then 
seeing her beautiful fish-like 
eyes, her coral lips, her risen breasts, 
her slender waist and healthy 
bamboo-like arms, would he muse, 
“This girl’s mother couldn’t still 
be living”? O, Alas! (5) 

Csui_n LDff>A(£jCuib GurrGse, 

GcugroTiq rb 0i S Cl# ujtg^i <rTCTTin#»cin6TT#j 
#6Y UJ &&\ l- U Gld UJfT#>(^ 

Qa>rr«ifir(^ (tfjuv eurr^r^j G&fTcoGajrT? 
5,rT0ib 

ffjCOcu^J #,GTTTGT3TnGULD GfflUgiJ, 

SfT^I jgjtpu unu’llV)#) Ou^fVjlI>fT6^T 

Gifr&iuujbnprii Ul^nGuCcun 

Will the lord who toppled the can do 
what he wants with my daughter and, 


— like hunters and jungle-men, — 

take union as sufficient for living 
together, or will he take her hand in 
proper marriage with a fitting 
celebration, letting the town and 
country' know? O, Alas! (6) 

^esuTLgjgj! ^iiccrfr Ou(i?)iDnG3T 

c^L^LLl IT63T ST 63T LD <5> 67> CTT U 

i_)ST3Tl_u ui^ui_|#>ft€n G^rrcuoSlu 

urfl* <^<D Q#>nreuGcofT? 

Q#,fTeTOTQ 0iq.cufTg)5,cr)#> GurryDjbgij 

G#»ITCU6UU UL_I_LD 

UGOTT6tf)L_ IDOTJTftL_ 1% LDfTfT (LpcjlGcUT 

ungjj&rTCuevj cn 6 ii< 3 > 0 f^J QftncuGcurr? 

The lord of gods and the Universe 
bears the discus. Today will he find 
fault with my daughter's qualities and 
insult her or will he let her into his 
earlier wives’ midst, to live with him in 
proper style and security? O, Alas! (7) 

0 iquSl»T) iSIrrjnFjgjCuii G#iuu-|ib 

(#jfei)d lD S^SCTTf^JLD G & OJ<£)€\J 65 T, fV)G#>fr! 

ejJOTrrjjib Q<efuj^ 1 guctt, fb^j^mu! 

nuG 3 T LD#>&" 3 T &> € 3 " 3 T £731 <oifT j 
^(fFjUfT^JLD GUGOTTfhl#> 

^eTXSTT#)#^ ^GDGTTibgjJ CT63TlD<5>Cn GJTb}£\6> 

#>«nL-<9>u9GfD u/btSI 

GD#s Q#,fT6uGcun? 

O Ladies, Nandagopala’s son Krishna 
has done nothing worthy or befitting 
his family prestige, nor followed the 
practices of the world. Will my 
daughter grip the churning rope and 
churn, bending her waist right and left, 

— tired and exhausted, — through 
moans, till her hands swell? O, Alas! (8) 

deuGOTTGnjflft)#, Cgmiu #,uS1it #><^er>c3i 

0<SUGTTSU€mrjUtSl63T (rr^LQfT-,#jj 

<9> t»oo I 2L_ 0 HiJ &i rKsp#) (Tj#y| 

*cir>! ujgl|id ^nOTTcyicueucn GamaiGcufi'? 
t^6<riJT«s3flrr>#, #,rru36ir»fj# Ga^iAGOTT 
a_ GU#, 6T7 fT>#> (TOTT GTGgTlDtfj^OTU 
• j^3Xjt ^cyifoitmu Lj<*raflO«g>fT<nR 5 i(»^ 

infl.gr ^ffnrriqQni; Q#,rT 6 k)G 6 v»nr? 
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Would my daughter be able to wake 
up before dawn and churn the fresh 
white curds without falling asleep? 
Or will the red eyed Earth-measuring 
lord make her do menial work and 

rule over her insultingly? O, Alas! (9) 

icnujsuan i9otojj£ 1 QsOTnjj cuifluSlcinu 
uinrb'D'ii.s.Grt Cailgl 
CatfluSlgyii 

LDrrj)n)(y5ib sTeucumii 
g>Tujsusfr QaircvjoSluj O^rrciiOTcug, 

2>GfiJT Mgii€tD6bU UllL_6ST Q«ffrTC3T63T 
g»/?uj d&iiilij? ug>g,jib ffuGucurrrr 

fh A ‘^«^«JCWT6WT^i<5>0 c ^ ) cTrCg. 

This decad of pure Tamil songs by 
Vishnuchitta of Puduvai, cooled by 
groves, recalls the words of a 
mother who went into the cowherd 
settlements asking the way, — 
following Krishna, — and told 
them of her woes. Those who 
master it will be servants of the 
gem-hued lord. (10) 

3.9 / A Clap-and-Dance Song 

Ennadan \ Senchurutti | Tisram 

«tott rFjitgjcST Go>cfil*(<») ^OTnjj ^OTuuy, 

rruj nrg, rrcTT 

JT}fTG)G3T dJifTfebtuCoj <J&61TflTL4, LDC1DCUT 

6>J€3T r^fT^U l^OTGTTrrcu GUoSlujU lLl_ 

ff,fT2,C3T SUOTTCDLDCiDUJU I_JIT(ij.U UPf)! 
cfTibiSlgnssT sudjTGnLDGtnuju urru^u urp! 

When Indra’s wife refused to pan with 
the celestial flower the fierce-sounding 
bird Garuda uprooted the tree and 
planted it in Satyabhama’s house, 
while Indra meekly watched. Sing 
my lord’s glory and swing. Sing my 
master’s glory and swing. (l) 

can eBajetieS] aotst© Cun ctotqj 

1TG1J JT> fTCETT 

SOT eSlc-aoSICOTnQii, sotsots 

CT^£lfTQjrrr£j£l 


(ip€3T CtSIgO €U6\Sltf)g^ np gil Q u GTOT 

2_ uS) (TP) CTOT L fTOTT 

2 >ctrr cfilcociS'lcjr cij gtt c<T )lq Gir >uju u rriq. u u rr>! 

g>n0<j£\ ^>S7r6imD€ir»aju umq.u ujd! 

When Parasurama stood in the way 
saying, “See if you can wield my bow”, 
my lord took his bow r and his penance 
as well; earlier he wielded nis bow 
and shot the ogress Tataka. Sing his 
glory and swing, sing Dasarathi’s glory 
and swing. (2) 

s> ^uiQcgafi rp>rb;6iD fh sr>tu £> C^it GjtT)rf)\6i 

lol 0i rr (jifjr 

gj&> s5)ffingfbgij 

a_n3rr>fTcjrr cSrjib £\Gn&>iug) 

C<D QO CD U J 8 

[Jg,^ U-l—fTCOrT GUGITTOTOlDGiDUJU LjrTu^U L Iff) ! 

<d"lr^jurn^Lj urn* 

When the lord seated Rukmini on the 
chariot and was about to make off 
with her, the haughty brother Rukma 
came rushing against him. Wiping out 
his vanity the lord cut his head. Sing 
his valour and swing, sing of Devaki’s 
lion-cub and swing. (3) 

iDfTjr)rpjggmu 0<5S3Tp sugutldCu rrGdh. 

CT 6iJTf/)) L_ 

rT7 'i>£U<S>2>rTiu iSt<OTOg>rTL_fTf|>g>j CTubiSIgrr^r! 

CTC5Tp c^Lp 

5>fTUJ ClsfTCUGU* Cn^rri^LU QJOTTli) 

Guftcn 

<^[T)fr)ii> ^icufTgjrTcm^jTu umq.u urr>! 

LDG737(T6TT6<n€7rij uHTq.U 

The step mother said ‘Go to the forest’. 
Listening to the mortifying mother 
the lord went into the forest without 
anger. His own mother foll°^ ct1 
him and cried ‘My lord!’. Sing his glory 
and swing, sing the glory of Sita . s 
bridegroom and swing. ' 4 ' 

u(g,asuiT gjigjesirriij unrjgib c; 

2 )(©* &_d51ip rj>rr^F>L 0 £\i_n,g, rf,p ClumiiOT* 


60 











viSHNUCHITTA'S WORKS / Periyalvar Tirumoli 


,§)isj>su uOTTgi^lOTGtDaj unihjb&L-Q 

^(rtjStrCloiug, 
GUG33r€33T€y>G3TU UrTlH-U up! 

[TCD^g)€3T &\rhl&0>Gn<bL* UlTUjU up! 

As messenger for the five, he abetted 
the war. He went into the lake where a 
serpent lay spitting venom. He danced 
on the five hoods and showered his grace. 
Sing of the dark-hued lord and swing, 
sing of Yasoda’s lion and swing. (5) 

(Lpi 4 e£>63Trf>! QpGUGU&l^lflilSTTjU) 2—G3T 

Iq. G UJ p(£) ^(n^STT €T€3Tpj <£H €11 €3Tl9 S5T 

Q^m-AibS 

UUUlSleU (2,€3JT;2,gdU U0S> gjlilSl*® ^OT©J 
^Hlq-1 §!gO€U FrjT,g,fT€5163TU UITlq.U up! 

^iCujng>^tujiT CaniDirenanu uitnu up! 

The peerless brother Bharata followed 
him and said, “Wear the crown and 
rule the three worlds, grace your 
devotees”. Then the lord gave his 
sandals. Sing his praise and swing, sing 
of the Ayodhya prince and swing.(6) 

<3>fTGrftuj6ST OunujOT>0j <EF)6urbJ*u umup^ilQ 

f£,GTT(ipi£V g>Jb$6^Jli> f965T2)J fbl-LoCli^LUgjI 
iScTT 

GprTcrr cuaft c-SVjGld umq.u ujd! 

gjTLoonsfl cu6T5TQraT6?n63Tu urru^u up! 

Kaliva’s lake turned turbid as he jumped 
on the five big hoods, stood and danced, 
and showered his grace thereafter. 
Sing his glory and swing, sing of the 
gem-hued lord and swing. (7) 

2>fTfrag, ^GTTiBOiunSlag) did® '*!bg>J 

Oj OT3TI_ fh LD 

^JT(T)pSU6rT QdJfTfr)Q5»rT6Wr(^) Ol JIT«^n Q}Jl_fhJ0 

{^(TLJUCiraT<9hrTCir>eU<9 Cl«56f5lQlUrT@ Qp^>(£) 

,jzm oj cn 

c^(flp5)n€<n<J3TU UfTlq.U up! 

^g56iD6T5Tl'! UfTiqU UfT)! 

Listening to the words of the 
scheming Kaikevi, he gave the 


kingdom to the younger brother 
Bharata. Entering the Dandaka 
forest, he cut off the slender-waisted 
Surpanakha’s ears and nose and she 
shrieked. Sing his glory and swing, 
sing of Ayodhya’s king and swing. (8) 

LD mu 3 0Al_lb 2_6?D2>£)giJ LO0gd <@pi.<bgjl 
^ujndbGoTfr^ Gurnii <5>tT<SjgL) 

GojuSIott &ei$ ei9l5>g)5>C3Tniii r£l«rrp 

^ujiTdBetT unigu up! 

GlDlU££>rT63)CTTU UfTlqU Up! 

He smote the bedevilled cart, broke the 
Marudu trees, went with the cowherds 
and grazed cows, then played the flute 
and stood like a wonder. Sing of the 
cowherds’ king and swing. Sing of the 
cow-grazer and swing. (9) 

AnrjmT 0 ,i_<snGL> 

M*<2> 

€g 0 rt 2 >IT€ir Outl€5T(ipi0 C^OTLlG^^Q 

€J>€3TCT)pillLD 

Gprjir ^Gurir g,iiuSl«>Ga> iSen Ftp.® 

^l,0fTGlJ(lpg,€0>€5JTLJ unUflj up! 

< 5 lGu.m 4 >$ujn GeupOjGincinu uni^u up! 

He made a bridge over the deep ocean, 
and entered Lanka. He felled the 
unrelenting Ravana’s ten crowned heads 
one by one, then gave the kingdom to 
his younger brother Vibhishana. Sing 
of the insatiable nectar and swing, sing 
of Ayodhya’s king and swing. (10) 

LD CiT» 6\J 6T> UJ <9> fh fT &> <3) CiD C3T 

p sfll 65T p i 

S2_lLJp«b2» OtffTcO 

Gl2>OTTL|5)|6in6U 

O^rrcO 

^p^G««ITn0 gpgjjlb Qj60CL>rT(T<9i^2> c^GOGUGU 

^cOarxsuCuj. 

This decad of pure Tamil songs by 
Vishnuehitta of Srivilliputtur recalls 
the Undi Parattal, sing-and-swing-the- 
hips dance of beautiful girls extolling 
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Krishna and Rama alternately. 
Those who master it shall be free 
from grief. ^ ^ 

3.10 / Hanuman convincing Sita 
that he is Rama’s messenger 

Nerinda | Kalyani \ Misra Chapu 

!0«5T ^iq.GujS5r sSlesirrcsjruuLb; 
Qs $*>g> idotA aoTasir 

dilcneu gi Jusgii ^Icnoni. CWinramrb/S&i 
'^jS'lbgii *snsnaili_ 

<Sl©!bS,aja,C 5j ndrt @or>i_ sfilcunjas 

^TlGjnguQ^fx^i & 

■fl«nassigi/ii) gut ^lOTK-UjiTsmii. 

O Lady of dark dense hair! Your 
humble servant submits: My lord won 
you by breaking the tall-crowned 
Janaka’s bow. The ascetic Parasurama, 
bent on weeding out kings, heard of 
this and confronted him with his bow. 
My lord took his bow, and look the 
fruit of his penance as well. This here 
is one proof of my identity. (1) 


06u«9>(^iD(TfT! 2_&r>n}uju 

CoUfT 6T63TfT}J Q^fT^LHJ 

^cu.ft^tDCTOTOTT ^GarCWnglLb 

Q^LUgj ££>1T _lU (TCTTli). 

Kaikeyi’s hean turned against Rama. 
She asked for boons that King 
Dasaratha could not refuse. “O Lion- 
of-the-race, go to the forest”, he said 
with a disturbed heart. Rama and 
Lakshmana went into the forest. 
This here is another proof. (3) 

QjrTrr ^GTjflfb^b (Lpcrvcu iDi_GurriLi! 

ctiqjG gjd?! si^OTeiTJT-uuiii; 
Gg iT ^GujrT5,^1ujnG*»TsjT 

Ou0fi)G5)Q?! G (£KL_ l_ (fP) CTTfTlij , 
<9tTL ff feOofljT - ) 5? Coj CVJ €D GOGU (JJT 

(£)i5>GcuTrT(^lLb ^>r^i«r)^,g,6OT6^1fr) 
<£rr ^orafljbg G<9)fTip61DID 

G15> it gtjt l_ gj ib Cp»(T ^cir>i_ujrrcrTLb. 

O Lady svith corsetted breasts! Fit 
Queen to the King of Ayodhya decked 
with chariots! Vaidchi! Pray hear my 
submission: my lord befriended the 
spear-wielding Guha on the banks of the 
Ganga. This here is another proof. (4) 


r?H qj ©51 llj ti> y, iDGufraGftrrgjrriij! 

c£Uq li rbG5><?5T cfileinjisinnuijib; 
Q5fTCU^)jG5>C3T G^Ll_(fT)CrrrTUJ f 

gtl <7<T> GJ3T LDCUfTfl) (h GMT Lf> l_ LD IT G GST? 

STGUC^UJli Gl IfMjl @afl$05,g,eO 

@(3JbS>g«J £>»T QJ6D<5 ,u^G\4 

id <ju ©$)©?> 5, nrr iDn-€<n(^C<3>nGiraTQ 

ID GpifT ^6<nL. UjrTQTli). 

O Lady of full blossomed garland. 
Doe with lotus-eyes! I fall at your feet 
and submit, pray hear me speak. Sweetly 
at dusk in a solitary place, you bound 
nm with a siring of Jasmine flowers. 
This here is another proof. (2) 

•9>gu«,£| uj viGSiagbWsnria, 

€3S5,G5,^I GDjfJii, Cs)j<SraTt 

inn 

fj .r>rr>ng, sjufiujA 


iDrTGTt c$UJ)(rF>Lb QlD<SfrGrbfT5>^1! 

GiDGuCgG#! €fil©yOT63UTUUlb; 
<9>rrc3T ^10(0}ib Cunu.j5) 

5,fT0 2_CT)fT)fP)5j AfTGDggJg 
Ggffjr ^LDfrkjib Oum^lrr) gnij&j 

4l5j«£lrj«9<ry I .ggj < @0UULJ 

urKJuQiDlTLflujrTLLj! UfTgfTjLbl'il 

uaiijflibggid) £p>n ^6mi_ujncnLb. 


O Vaidehi of milk-sweet speech and 
doe-like looks! I submit: Passing 
through the rocky trail during exile in 
the forest, when Rama stayed in 
Chitrakuta in the shade of nectare 
bowers, the younger brother Bharata 
came after him and fell prostrate. This 


here is another proof. 


( 5 ) 


■#ld>^lij«<n i 3,0, ^0uufl 

41gp*nAGir>A (jlpGDGXJ 
r%i!ji4ilriGix> Cla,irfflror@ gt^Iuj 

^isneiig>gjl *_«o0ibjElifl4>gii «?“> 
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G51a)g)«>Gs!rr! ,<§amJ)rrC«sjn! 

r^suT ^uiuib cts3T(^i ^|6ir>ipuu 

«^5>^aGlD G3T&6J3TCD6T3T 

<^CDl_ UjrTGTTlb. 

In Chitrakuta when a small raven 
pecked your breast, Rama threw a blade 
of grass that made him run all over the 
three worlds. Then finally the raven 
surrendered at Rama’s feet crying for 
mercy. The weapon only plucked out 
one eye. This here is another proof. (6) 

iSIcan ^CDLturruj! 

QlOUJ c^UvCuJGTr cfilcOTTCTiSTUUlb ; 
QufTOTT <££>£> IDIT63T G£C3TIT)| 

H0JT,giJ ^)63f1g)J cfil6iH6TTUJITL_ 
fgtdT ^OTlSIffST QjL^f9wrg)J 

dfl^DCU iSlu^g*) CTlj)lSlrrfT63T GJ0>U 
iSIottCc-JT ^CVlA^lD^UIfTOTT 

tSlffljEjj&gjjU) <^cdi_ ujff stub. 

O Lady of lightning-thin waist! 
Your humble slave submits. A golden 
deer came and played before you. 
For the love of you, my lord 
left with his bow, then Lakshmana 
too became separated. (7) 

CD ID g) £)(<£*) LDfT LDGUIT5»(2jg>CUrTUj! 

GDQjGgjCfli! efil CTOTClfifflj U10 J 
epibib curt car (jr&Cdbncin 

a_i_ccn i$cD6tfrg> G^jl 

cM5>2>(£) £n ^CujfT^)^! LurrC^MTcar 

c^M CD l_ UJ ffCTTlD ^CDCljQlDnipITjgjnfe-ST 
5)CD<9)UlfTCki <^GDl_ UJfTCTTlb; 

PT-g^l GU (stn GDcfhLD ^..pID IT^jl fjGlD. 

O dark-flower-coiffured Vaidehi, 
I submit: With the help of the 
monkey-king Sugriva of matchless 
fame, when the Ayodhya king led a 
party to search for you, he gave these 
details. And as further proof, here is 
the ring from his hand. (8) 

rQcDff) !_|<5>iprTGnsjl 

£ Gcucncrfiili GtfcrsrrT) r^mjh 

GU0LD dJCDU jb(JjlGai 


C^>5»(2)lDfTGU ^6Dl_UJfTGTTlb , 

^g)jU)fTGirr! CTGTTp £_5<fflGl0GO 
CDQJ2>gij&Q<a>aGij3T0 s_ih^,gjG^Grur&j 

LDCUlT«5)^)VpC\JfTCTT <£cD Oy LL| G ID. 

The lord who had come to protect the 
seer’s fire-sacrifice, broke the bow of 
the world-famous Janaka in the 
great assembly of princes. Seeing his 
ring here, the flower-coiffured Sita 
exclaimed, “Hanuman! Your proofs 
are convincing”, then pressed the ring 
to the top of her head and exulted. (9) 

611 IT IT ^^(TFjli) QpCDGU lDl_GU RCTl 

CD61G fh fh CDfaJT<9> <9>G33JTgl 
<£Vt ,^4,01X1 $pci) ^GpiDOTT 

Q^rflfFjgj 2_6Drr2,g, «^6DL_iurT6nijb 
UfTIT ,^010 LJdbipU 1-lgjjCDGUU 

Ulll_ ITl9rirTC3T l CllGUCUfTIT 

CJff ^4,^)Lb CDG1J (<gyff , )<£h<ji<9)l 

^GDLDUJGuGljrTQ @0ULJnClJ. 

This decad of songs by world famous 
Pattarbiran of Puduvai, Srivilliputtur, 
sing about the proofs that the mighty 
strong Hanuman knowingly said on 
seeing the corsetted Sita in Ashoka 
Vana. Those who master it shall live 
with the gods in good Vaikunta.(lO) 

4.1 / A Soothsayer’s Song 

Kadirayiram \ Sindhubhairavi \ Adi 

^uSltrib @geSt *soib®l 

crr^l^d&ftsu tyhi'7, rgcrrr^iptq tucin 

CT^tlT ^GU Gu(fT}OT7l0 ^f)rTLD63>63I 

2>n0^1C(jGo, 

ajpj3Clun(i>|Gg,"«" 

^rrerofluissr ^j,a>Lh iSl6ffg,^i 

a_^laib ^n«nCTT2,2> «r>ff>Cujn0 

a_ctTcncnn «35CDr»L_rrn a_6irn. 

Are you in search of the abode of 
Rama of peerless fame and a tall 
crown that shines like the light of a 
thousand suns? There are many who 
saw him with blood-dripping claws 
when he came as a man-lion and tore 
the mighty Asura Hiranya’s chest.(1) 
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2>n&g>e,d i eriiQ, sefaQ ^nsm epeSls 
snrtrijg,^ 

V5gJ Qt-/0SnU> ^IJrtLDOTICTT 

@( 5 «.(g,ib ,5g<_ii> tbn- 0 ^ICrjcO, 
Angkor apeRtr, sfilgri) ,fsna ) *0 

=^,<^5. aQ^ilaneu Qgang, 
GsU 2 , fijl T 2 , S n sv j s>JS 3 T 555ra,gg5sjT3,S5T 

GeusirefituSlfbs.eJOTLrriT a_siriT. 

Are you in search of the abode of 
Rama of matchless fame, wielding the 
conch, discus, mace, dagger and bow? 

here are many who saw him break 
the great bow for the sake of petal- 
soft -fingers Sita, in the great sacrifice 
of Emperor Janaka. (2) 

Oaaansuujr7snGjr.9> Qa,mf)L) ur^agd* «SSl_l_GUfT 
C(3 CD CUT O LJ fT(TT)gil ^ L^l UJS 

•fflcDcuujrrco u>rjrTiDrjih cTtijg, Cg»ci jcdcuts 

<^<5>G«3>6<jt r^nQ^lGgco, 
5>€DcuujrTcO 0 ga>^caTii> &jnri)<£\6 Q^sut^j 

_QJCDg O<5>rTGUUT^I ($|®LUU 

^ 6 DCU t 5M J ITfti_rT)<g J 6DfJ G^^b^^fb^rTGDGUT 

ThJ (<5) 6 D &,&> 3> 6U3TI_fTfT 2—CTTIT. 

Are you instantly in search of the lord 
who plucked the tusk of the deadly 
elephant, wiped out the Rakshasa 
army and pierced an arrow through 
seven trees in a row? When monkeys 
in hordes carrying huge rocks on their 
heads w r ent and built a bridge across 
the ocean, there are many who saw 
him sitting on the shore lashed by 

( 3 ) 


the 


sea. 


■■=s,!tuji£i uiggjg, jbQsn (a^tpoSlrij 

( »IS"6V6!T)ai SU1461I OaiTSSSTL 
Xinuja, (2)ips51 ingsDOT jjrrgli^leO 

embtdlsix, g,<niQ\ s^enija.C&as’; 
■SJ,UJI7 u>i_u>a,srrr i9sji«r>cji& ( g ) ,^£1 

sS^u Outr (5 ^ sfilujiragj ^Atonsnea 

QlDUJID6DldCuj < 5 , 6 UijTi_fTIT 2 _CTTIT. 

If you are in search of the lord in the 
middle of a limitless ocean taking the 


undifferentiated primaeval form of a 
wonder-child, come, I offer a clue. For 
the sake of the cowherd-maiden 
Nappinnai, he killed seven fierce bulls 
in a fight and stood perspiring. There are 
many who really saw him thus. (4) 

jSit 67 01 l_ fci)>l LO 

fF>fT63T(ip5>@Jli) (LpCDfDLUfTCO 
&n cj0j cunoOt{Q) Gtfiiuu (£\csjn) 

^(0lDfTCD6U fb^O^CgcC), 
Gunn 6J0J Q«5>rrf^j6D<5i 2_(^,ULS1sJuflcDLU 
CliGiSlliJU 

Ggjir cjnjrfilS G^cdcut fFjQeii CurriT 0<5tuuj£ 

^1aQ<5>6UT<3> 5»63UTl fTIT 2_6TTIT. 

Are you in search of the lord Tirumal 
whom the four-faced Brahma and 
the blue-throated Siva worship with 
proper chants? There are many who 
definitely saw him, when he grabbed 
the corsetted Rukmini and rode away 
with her in his chariot, fighting 
back his detractors fiercely. (5) 

Ouneucun suu^gli 2_€3>i_u gj(CT)4fu 

LJCddllT^ipCDGU 61J IT lij LD (^1 &, 

Qj CO CU IT CD CUT LD tT LDCSufldl 633T633TCD63T 

ID(061J LD <@L_Li) £,"@4^60, 
uCucurTuSlgii) Qu(0f|) fTQgn(^l 

OucnsKib CTr^l gjjcucDg 
6Tc0cofT(2)Ub ^If^rTtfCJTgjGg, 

<@0ib5>fT6D6ina <5 j6J3Ti _ft 17 S_6TTIT. 

Are you in search of the place of 
residence of the gem-hued lord who 
ably placed his lips on the breasts of 
the fierce ogress and killed her? 7 here 
are many who saw him ascending his 
lion throne in coronation surrounded 
by Ins sixteen thousand spouses in 
the ocean-lashed Dvaraka city. (6) 

C)6li6TT€DGrT dj) 6 ff 1 3 (h) (£) K&, 

6DAUJ6UT 

a_6TT6n ^t-tb <sfi)G3TGfi)cO, a_«n*(g) 

J^CDfT) 6UUJ1063T, fi^6DIJAG<9s63T; 
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ClejcncDcnu L 0rj3>0 C)6uGuGs>mt*£, 

Cg|i1l£lcr>S (y>63Iq^l«3TQl 
ihsnerru u6ff>c.fi>gj«n633T unrjd£,ii> 

Cn5»0iFUJliJ& i?>GKrTl_rT(T 2_OT(7. 

Are you in search of the abode of the 
lord who bears the white conch and 
the fierce radiant discus? Come, I shall 
offer a small clue. There are many 
who saw him on a chariot driven by 
white horses bearing the Hanuman 
banner, stealthily guiding the army 
in the Bharata war. (7) 

ff,rn£)e«r><£& tftfvrrjj 

c^rjtflT&CTTgjljb (^pftuGu 
£ > rriflcn<9> CufT<9>u ucm- OurT^^Gueirr 

G<5>6ii^>l OjGP rnicucgT 
^IJpQ&fTGTijTQ <^GtfTrr)j lD«n£DUUS 

8\U&)£^ l}g)63T 5,€7)6UCnUJU 
UfTl^CVJ £> Qff)GTTLJ UGDl_ QufT(TC)g>6UG3T 

U.5»<9>Cl0 {hCS3 Tl—fTfT SS_GtTlT. 

Devaki’s son Krishna fought all day 
long against the kings who took 
turns guarding their ally Jayadratha. 
If you are in search of him, there are 
many who saw him by Arjuna’s side 
where he hid the Sun •with his discus, 
when Arjuna rained arrows that rolled 
Jayadratha’s head into a pit. (8) 

U)GJ3T^5jpjub lD£T>CVJ IH LD L-GVi&I^TTjLD 

lorf) rgj ib uj rTGij ib gtgvjgu (Tub 
^GTOTCTOub fffil (l§ <£1 2_ii3ljifE>£) C5jQ.i6T)S7T<5 

rf,rr0^)CiJ6O ; 

rQj UJ ff)l GJfedlLD 

g^rglcuib <@ l 5>&1 

GVGHT<&3T8> LDT^GlJfT^ 

LDe^JT[T)5> fT 6T>GJ T ^> (hGVSll fTIT 2_6TTIT. 

Are you surely looking for the lord 
who swallow's the Earth, the mountains, 
the oceans, and all else in one gulp and 
brings them out again? There are 
many who saw' the lord who came as a 
boar, beyond one’s imagination, then 
lifted the Earth and married the 
beautiful dark-haired Dame Earth.(9) 


<5>(fllU LjGDfJ ClDGufl lDfTUJGD<£JT<5> 

<5>673TL_ <5r6U@ 2—Cntj6 > 8 ) )U 
(ip&lbQ^LU^J G<5IT>OrF>G'U 

cfilcDCTT Sstpcaflu L_|gj]6in€\Jtf> 
Clunc6l lD63njDOJ r T€WTC3T Ulll_(TlSl(JfT63T 

Q<5rr637G3T LOfTGDGU U^gjLD 

UrjGI^li) ID63TLD £2_GT)L_U l_lgjg>IT 2_(JTTGTTfTIT 

UULD63T ^UQ.G(5rTGUITSjGiSn. 

This decad of songs by bright Vedic 
seer Pattarbiran of Srivilliputtur 
where paddy grows tall and bends low r 
like a horse, tells the clues for seeing 
the dark cloud-hued lord. Devotees 
w'ho recite it by heart will attain the 
feet of the lord. (10) 

4.2 / On Malirumsolai Hill 

Alamba \ Navaroj | Tisram 

^suioljit Ogu^iIl-its, OsifTeinru ^lif1u_|cb 
0sutb urnh uQg>gja> 0cusfilctTS>a>(Tiu fQdrm) 

G 5, XTtool LD too j CO | 

*flcoibi_| iaftsrflna,siT 

< 31 ,® 10 £ng 

^IculDUFTrpj UfTlCllij Cl£>G3T o£)0li>fTG\Sl0|CT) 

GairsneuGiu. 

The Rakshasas roamed freely killing 
all; the world fled in fear. The lord 
who destroyed them by the root, stands 
as the tutelar.deity in Malirumsolai 
hill, where the Nupura Ganga flows, 
and celestial dames with tinkling 
anklets come to take a bath. (1) 

<SUGOCurT6TT63T GgjITte^U) eutTGlT 

(tpiq.u|io 

GuiTCueurTg, Qp&0ii> GLjrr,3,0(a < il,g,£ ) fTg3T 

Qun0ij>5^ii) ldst>gv; 
b-rcOoja ^i_gi^lg(ni) CTii)0iii uijfbgpj 
l ! £U&. X SITTIT ^*,1 

to»to?6UGUfT <fJlT)0ib Si\dy <£|0 UMTqS)040 

G 5 fT GT> tel'UUl, 
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The lord who cut asunder the head* 
RakshT R Str ° n§ we,] -^nied 

Rakshasa Ravana and the nose of 
• s evil sister Surpanakha resides 
Ma l'rumsoIai eternally, where 

IheTlf n u° k 3nd Corner a11 over 
the hill, the sounds of Pallandu 

TrJory be, rend the air. ( 7 ) 

** Q « 8 Cuj C u mi 0 S 
Q^eusucar OuirranoCTiGu- 

°**Si CmS**©*©* ' 

„ ■ . „ „ ^Kuuang 

^ &,TCST Gstflcnuj itwnbgju, 

ujiroSI©^, CarrontuGuj. 

The wealthy lord of the golden 

wiXdR 0 /^ 11 ™ 1 - 1 ' Sends ^ 

w.cke d Rakshasas, - who disturb 

t P hrn a , nd , SU P en0rS ’ his devotees, - 
hrough the Southern path of death, 

L- 1 e , 0r r hose who go and worship 
im always, he has cleared a path 
t rough the forest of Karmas. (3) 


^sutitujit efilipeiTxaj 

<&\iD<jng> eb 

■5>itgst!tit,S> 0 «J>(£luja> Ca>iTeinTg,5,cjTg,gd5 

OaUjajfTefT lD6D6u; 

CTJITCffT fT>ITLlui«fl63TQJ IDITUTCUITi 0>IT)U&g, 
OglTg.gjI 

Gftsjr ,^rr)j unujijbGgbOT ^e^UTiroSl^ieT, 

G a it on c\j G uj . 

The nectar spraying from the bunches 
of Kalpaka flowers that grow in heaven 
gather into a stream and flows down 
the Malirumsoiai hill as Nupura 
Ganga. The hill belongs to the lord 
who diverted the cowherd clan's 
festive offerings from Indra to 
Govardhana. ^ 

«£•(«>, 6)jnij«nnix> ijomf) Oarrartm ojctt 
^ufruj«nAu9c»i f 

&<*> SL. 6 WTL GiiGSi Q\g&T& 

a-CmrpigLO IDG33GVJ; 


«(5 suirijcraTa) a,«T 61^ £,!D!bj£i 

<5» l_ C\J Gil GTJT wTOTCTT 

^(^guitcticot 510.2)5, g,Gm iflrreSt^ieij 

GaircfrcviGiu. 

The lord who delivered one elephant, 
Gajendra, and destroyed another, 
Kuvalayapida belonging to Kamsa, has 
gone to reside in Malirumsoiai hill where 
dark bull-elephants run after their 
deserting cows and romp about swearing 
in the name of the ocean-hued one. (5) 

SrcfillDEUS OaujGUIT65T SJCTTIT}) CT^ITljjgll Svj)2l 

eneug) ^rrrjjgjj C^fTcn 

O&rffJ GST 1 dcdcu; 

c^GIl5)5>€5mi> GTGSTtr}} ^ ID fJfT<9>(CTT,li) f^GST 

(^pcaf) CU (H^LD 

Q«>C3T 

Ct9 rr gd c\j G iu. 

Gods and seers worship the resident of 
Malirumsoiai as their ‘distress fund’. He 
is the lord who deftly destroyed the hired 
wrestlers, with arms that wore the Sandal 
paste offered by the hunchback. ( 6 ) 

UTOTSjriT uij))®, aniD5,giarrsjTU)iTAa,0 

Gig, iff OTtG UT €u 

IJpOTT ^|TS|0 CuTircny) £T(^sfi)5,5,«jaiT 

manat; 

Clftircu I'bi.tliv. 5n.irGsi/0) C&nau QjjglinrrnTsjT 

Q 0, 63T IT) G 5, IT OT 

^IgsiroiTciT Cla.naraTLrtgiu) 

^l(TT)U>fTc6l0(0 GsiTCTTCoGuJ. 

In the distant past the lord who drove 
the chariot for the five brothers 
against the hundred kings shot an 
arrow on the battle-ground and raised 
a gurgling spring for Arjuna’s horses. 
He resides in Malirumsoiai where 
the ancient Nedumaran, killer-sharp 
spear-wielding king of the South 
Pandya city of Kudal, Madurai, 
celebrated his victory. (7) 
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(^rrjjAiTg, icsjrcncniia. s«-© a,OJCh& Claiiii 

0 , rrcjfl CT> L 6 

dFirrcv.» Gfbr#Cuj Cu»r&0€fil3>(g>U> 

Q,ff6U6U62^ QufTC3(TlDCr>6VJ ; 
^rry#>rt6v> cuffl cu6^JT(p^>ctT »^,uSl fj 

rFjniDib O0ircuc$0 
31 S j*fT<=r l «uu unQtb C 1 &OT i£l 0 U>iT®Sl 0 tg, 
G^rrcncuGuj. 

The golden hill of Malirumsolai is the 
resort of our dear lord who stirs up the 
haunts of enemy kings and sends 
them scuttling through narrow tracks 
in the dense forest, where six-legged 
bumble-bees wake up early in the 
morning and sonorously chant the 
lord’s thousand names. (8) 

^ 1 £j 2>0 i-|6ini_g>gil® Gl«"i>00<9 OftruOTp 1 

fhl CTT 

uc61 CW0S&J Oom 

^uufijr iflGDGu; 
G<5>fnjrh»s>cn CTibQi-j^tDfTcrr fteaflcumij 
6p>UUfT63Tl 

&\[ b<g>ui> uroefilco Qg)C3T ^l0a)rTC^(rTj0 

G<9 rTCT’iGuGlU. 

The Malirumsolai hill is haunted by 
spirits that kill and cut men, and spill 
blood, then offer it as evening sacrifice 
to their “distress fund”. It is the hill 
where cochineal insects spill the red hue 
of the lord’s coral lips everywhere.(9) 

GgjefiliDfm 

d3fprfj)(IT)5>£> €fillDCU65T 

id emeu ; 

Ulluj-U lSllq.£>CTT 1 i3»0 

ID fTan CU fill fTUJ 0 > 

Q$iliq£> $6mcrT0>(<9)ib Gg>em fl^iorroSl^iP) 
C^ncmcuGuj. 

Countless hordes of beautiful dames 
from the eight Quarters cramp the 
hill where the pure lord resides. That 
hill is Malirumsolai where elephant- 
cows move in hordes rubbing their 


sides against their bull all night and 
fall into rapturous delight. (10) 

U)0g,u Quni^lcu lDrrc5l00 C5fT601CU 

LD CD CU G3T C*D C3T5> 
^*(5$ g> gnfp^lggTfn <5>rriT(9>&i_Cu cuCTmcTaieifT 
<5# lb ID fT OTT 0) cifT cm OT 

cfilfl&lD Q&fTSWT(5 6Jg)gjJLD 6$ CUC^Hg, £11" 
6^Ll0il5>5>cifT Q^fTCU 

2_CmfJUU6UIT &i CifiJT6ifiJT601 5>LpoS1ciD631ST 

0i fT 655T U G Q • 

These are songs by Srivillipputtur’s 
Vishnuchitta, who vows worship 
to the dark ocean-hued lord 
residing in the midst of forest groves 
of Malirumsolai hill. Those who 
love to sing them will see the feet 
of Krishna. * (11) 

4.3 / On the Lord of Malirumsolai 

Uruppini | Nilambari | Adi 

g> (n^i'ttSlgraf) 5>ri63^ftg)6jfTcy>c3T lijiLuireai 

OgjfTL-ITjjgjJ G<9C3TfT) 

2_(f*)UU6n63T €£>L-U*0 j (ol3>rrcj3TUVL_0 

°> l_l_ 2_emiT)uuciruD6m6u; 

Ourr(f*)UiSI«mL-«> Q<5>rTC3TCiDfT) r^cari^j 

hjid rT5>ib QftrrcnrrQ 
dj^uQurrgl Gunem cuiprhJ(g)ib cfiluiOT 

GdJrrcmcuujGaj. 

Konrai trees standing on the hill of 
Malirumsolai shed round yellow petals 
and curved stamens strikingly like 
generous patrons doling out gold coins 
and open rings. It is the residence of 
the lord who captured Rukma — when 
he pursued the eloping Rukmini, — 
and bound him to the floor of his 
chariot, to humiliate him. (1) 

<g>(6T)g fff)l li) 0*rT6lflu.»^2))lb dfcCtfl fT))lD ID^gjIih 

CL)(C>)d>6JD65TuSlcu iDlqm QiCDlTffjjg, 

t D teWflsii GW* bTOTtfST IDCmGU; 
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$ir*u> CT(Lg2, &l 

_ , <bsrf)(T lorr 

r if,rr sucnOTa,0 l b $0 

uutoSI^jct, CamraicuujC® 
On the hill of Malirumsolai, the 
venom-spitting cobra raises its hood 
and licks the cool full-moon with its 
g istenmg red tongue. It is the hill 
a ode of the lord who grew up 
destroying by their own evil the 
serpent Kaliya, the elephant 
Kuvalayapida, the twin Arjuna 
rees, the bull Anshtanemi and the 
wicked Kamsa. ^ 

LDOTgu rEjfraOTgsjrsr,^ ^ 

Gu-r^l 

-5>l_€UCUQTJTOTCTcjrT L£l(5<r)GU • 

M65rGr>63T Q ^0ib^Q l UrT@ L|63T 

G^rrpfj^Lb rgicargjj 

* un-gjr r^ifl OurripGu 

GiFrTCincuujG^,- 

I fanning ways to destroy the strong 
Narakasura, then throwing a noose 
around him, the ocean-hued lord 
killed hi m and released the sixteen 
thousand one hundred maidens held 
in captivity. His hill abode is 
Malirumsolai where Punnai, Serundi, 
Vengai and Kongu trees deck the groves 
with golden charm-necklaces. (3) 

LonGUcS! ^56Sr^^)6^i_uj lo^geft 

fiVWTOTUTGST LD<9>6TT ^(ITjfP)^ 

< 3 >rrojGincu^ 3 >l_l, 

<gjfT«ncrr £B(fT) 3 jjib losrnGu; 

G&rrsusvjir CairrsSljjjgjariGina, 

ian3,ira,dT u«m (g,n5l|CT,<Hu 
urr GjjsSl urtin ij,l ii U u 51 «u 

iorroSl0(0 Ga(TeioevujG® . 
The exceedingly youthful lord who 
destroyed the fetters over Usha the 
daughter of Bana the son of Mahali, 


resides by his own sweet will in 
Malirumsolai, the hill where gypsies 
sing of the cowherd Govir/da in 
shrill tones on the Pann Kurinji 
and dance to it. (4) 

ucu u6u f?>fTtpLb Osrrcu&Slu lji|>14>.4& 

<£n<9fUFTGV65T £,S5r«iT><»ft 

<St<snojQj«ncuGGHD g,s£\ng > g 1 ^tparir 

^Gvi^j^rrrrGfft icnsnco; 
©OJ LDGSIGU CarTGU UXSJXSU (£}GTf)lT 

tD/T IDGOCU Qfl,(7(T)fT) LD6D6V 
10cu lUGnsu uianaj <£10 

IBnoSl^jCT, GdHTOTlGVluGa;' 

The beautiful lord showed his beatific 
form and silenced the capricious Sisupala 
who went about heaping abuse and 
blame on him. His hill abode is the 
tutelary hill, the beautiful hill, the cool 
hill, the victory hill, the firm hill, to 
tall hill, the Malirumsolai hill. (5) 

UfTCTOTl—QJIT g,li>(y>«ni_LU L_irT0)<£HT6>S} 

LD<*3)ID CTGUGUrub 

^arsrgl gjmbfruGuirsii) Q u ^j 

Gu>«0 an®jg, 2 > <siuurai uncncu; 
UnGTOT £>(0 GU®ranq.G3nb/0,GTT usnnaOT 

CMTlq. ingju U0a,g, 

G®(reran, w inanco; Q®i7Gucna, 

lD(TGlSl0(0 G<ktotguul(G®. 

The lord bore in mind the travails that 
n e , dava Queen Panchali went 
through and in due course laid it on 
the wives of the wicked hundred 
brothers. His hill abode is the ancient 
Malirumsolai where humming 
bumble-bees sing Panns drinking 
nectar from groves sustained by 
eternal water springs. (6) 

a.omS.^onyujiTsi! Clu(r 0 LLrrj a, an am 

^irjaair ®iiia,dr 
@SKni) g-jigjjsfilaa stiflci, 

C®(TOT STib ^rjrTLDCwr LDCir>Gu ; 
.5,(ranb QartjP 0,&<nT 

0>,y?ib3>j <^<5>6 \j (G^rrcuib (TTgOgvj fTib 
«l§i<rani> ©(yj idsogu; cnfl&j 

iorT66)(n-j(CTj G^rTCincuiuG^j. 


68 






VISHNUCHITTA'S WORKS / Periyalvar Tirumoli 


For the sake of gold-jewelled Sita, 
my lord Rama rained arrows and 
destroyed the Rakshasa clan. His hill 
abode is Mahnimsolai, where pure 
streams flow heaping gold and where 
the whole world comes together in 
pilgrimage to take a holy dip. ( 7 ) 

6Tif> &3>£Ud> 0<Jjb&ncii gcuibicnAuSIcnOTa, 

3) G3T6p ADL- UJ 

Giirfl iflcmcu curruSlfT) Guujgjj 

C<5>fTili_ii) 2—&fb{b 

GiT> giU 63T ^VD0lb iDCDGVj; c£JlDgGgrT0 

C^n^jib Cl^cjTQj 
uxsncu; $0 

ID fT651 0 rh) G-fJfTGiDGMUjGtf). 

With fire-spitting arrows the good King 
Rama silenced the fire-spitting mouth 
of the Lanka King Ravana and sent him 
into the throes of his mighty 
bow. He resides by his own sweet 
will in Malirumsolai hill where the 
gods and their king Indra and the 
wandering orbs, the Sun and the Moon, 
circumambulate in obeisance. (8) 

GAinlQiDcraT QatrararQ 

63)<£mj51gvj lafiyjr QarrovaT^ 
iSiLglii <sio 0 <>gi) s-ararQ 2_ifl;£<bg>J 

Gfilcncnturr^ii) gSIldcuott ldgdgu; 
FT- L_ iq. LU U6U OufT^GTTAGTT 6T ID lS) g IT6j^) #i 0 
iq. LL|6iT>IT) GT6TfT0| 

6£>iLi_0ib ii6L»0)urrp a_6y>i_ 

iDrrG^l(3^ CancinGuujG^j. 

Malirumsolai is the hill abode of the 
pure lord who came as a boar and lifted 
the Earth on his tusk, asked for a gift 
and measured the Earth, then again 
swallowed it all and brought it out, -- 
all in eternal sport. The mountain 
stream Silambaru, Nupura Ganga, 
comes rushing down the slopes 
laden with many precious things as 
offerings at his feet. ( 9 ) 


^uSIgib G^itgtt uguiS), (ipiq. 

^uSlrjlb 1$63T 
^uSlgib 6 <nurT)£ 63 >Guuj 

5UJGSTG37 c^IGTFjLD LOGIT)CU J 
^uSIgib r gU ) 01 g3t€TF)Ll) <9 t<o3">63T<5iCTT 

UGU ^uSla(Lpib 

^U^gib y,L£>QufTl^^i|Lb 2_G«nL_ 

LDH661(fT)|£fj G^fTCDCUlLlGg). 

Thousands of streams, thousands of 
lakes and many thousands of flower 
groves fill the Malirumsolai landscape. 
It is the hill ruled by the lord with a 
thousand arms and a thousand 
radiant crowns, reclining on the snake 
of a thousand hoods. (10) 

LDITG)Sl(fi}fGT) G^n<Sr>GU GTOTTGp LD LD6T>6V>6ff>UJ 

2_6511_UJ L065DCU63TUJ 

(F)rT66l(0 ^vpfT5j^l^jCTT«n63T (F>fT60 

G©J£)S> «fM_GU 

GlDCO ^gj0fhJ <ffjji)LJ£bD)6ID£5 GciJ^fTJb^) 

g£)(^)U Qun0crtl67r 

ClDGU ^0fb5> ©96TTA6D<9> 

(jfi) if] <9> <£F) ^tG&ST . 

These songs by Vishnuchitta praise the 
eight-syllable Mantra personified, the 
Amruta from the ocean of the Vedas, 
the excellent Kalpaka tree, the lamp 
that lights the maze of Upanishadic 
thoughts, and the mountain of 
goodness that rules the mountain 
of Malirumsolai! (H) 

4.4 / About Tirukkottiyur and 
its residents 

Navakariyam \ Bhimplas | Rnpaka>n 

rF>IT ^iJfelTlfluJlb Q«5fT6U ^CUfT^QIIT 
rkfTGtTQg,rTn)JLb 6£>lbl_J6DrTlT 

Gj5)Qj ^mflujiD GtfiLigjj Ggu^ld 
ui6165T0| 6d ny? ^l0^C^>rTutqai ) rf 
(\p6lJlT 5> IT if) UJ (^p LO $0£>gillD 
(y5;^6VjQi6in6in^ ^Ifb^luing, 

UfTGLiarTff]^,Cy)Grru i J6iT>L-£.,3)60631 

6Tr^jfTii6aTii> ucm g^fTGCft G^nGcon! 
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The lord who makes the three agent; 
Brahma, Rudra and Indra perform 
them roles, resides in Tirukkottiyur 
where they speak no untruth, even- 
day receive guests with honour, 
perform dedicated temple service and 
pursue Vedic studies all their lives. 
Wonder how the Creator ever created 
wicked ones, they who never think 
of the first-cause lord even once! (1) 


©SiDU) @raxn5la, 0^^ Qu0a,<£U 
<ag»<5«.cvgrraja 
©curt o, sucrotcr.a.uSI 
rarrmad, <aj«Ty> $0,iC0, ml ,404,11,3, 
gtl.tr),r® gji p s_ju0 a_csm_ gj] Lcsrafl 
cuKnrrcsrares! aratcnOTg, G&mpnaeurr 
Clurfjja anuja cuuSlrb^lctrtaitu Ou0 
t»5>mijOaitisurTcar iSlr!)fb0 ) ,n )'®>GeTT. 

The lord who swallows the seven 
worlds in a trice resides in 
Hrukkottiyur with people who are 
free from blame, who cultivate good 
qualities, with malice towards none, 
who always emulate their preceptors 
and remain generous at heart. They 
who do not offer worship to the 
gem-hued lord do surely cause 
immense pain to the wombs of their 
mothers by their birth. (2) 

(TjGVJ LDGiJVjfllL|l.b lDfJi?J>57^ipLD 
OTJTGIT) 61RJT (j3t,ip ^l(fT)^>C<^rTL_Lq U^fTg, $(fTj 

ld n gij ott ^I^Tjff>rTu)fbJdy>ar 
GTOTiTTGamS, <9>6fftJ7l sfi)rjG\J5>CTTfTGU 

Cli jrr(igaiu) irroreTCirar^lcufraj Cumij 

£_cr»Tc<raT,i a,ot3ii a,ii> cunojo^a, 

aoismit &-rh,Q)i£\6tnrr ) nn/hGcr\, 

Hie lord of Sri resides in 
ii rukkottiyur surrounded by 
mansions with gem-studded porticos 
that cast shadows by the light of their 
brilliance. These fingers were made for 
counting his names. They who do not 
realise this even for a fleeting moment, 
know to use them for pushing food 


down their unwashed gluttonous 
mouths, alas! (3) 

s_d«3> CIudgu c^itfnciStJTumcifT <ayi«jbuSlcu 2 _G<r><T) 
Sf^iALD CufTCb LDl_ 
r£>l63^f75>GinrTLb u[Jfbg)i cjn^jib Q^njj 

«fblDC\j ClJ UJ CO ^l(ffj^»G«9>fTlluj.iy > fT 

!*,!J0>tbn0GnGn rp>ncfi)rf) - 

ujrrg) iorTcafli_ ^rr^lujrr 

ufTCUtb Qduij5)63T 0 >rrib Cl^nGcvin! 

The serpent-reclining lord resides in 
Tirukkottiyur, surrounded by fields 
where graceful swans resembling 
the conch in his lotus-like hand 
throng the red-lotus lake. Having 
gained the birth of a human life, if 
one does not call ‘destroyer-of-hell’ 
and take the lord’s name, surely the 
water one drinks, and the cloth one 
wears have done much sin, alas! (4) 

^aniDuSIcji (y)g,i*fi,^lonuA 

Orrioo'ui(jj) g^n idguit 0 fTiq.ij Guniijg, 

^gcsmo Glaiiig,! ©CTTfflj(T«r>ai 0 ,ciT sfiloneiT 
ujqftjl ^£l00,C0»iuliqjUjir 

Can g>Lnbj 65 > 0 ,uSlciim 6 ir>crT 
jSlanraruLi ©cur euoSl 02 ,( 00 , sa_«nuu 

L4,i£lun,j ns 10 .cn e_cffar^)juD C0irrr),5V<n63T 
suiriidPu L|cucr>cu® ,£l«sjf)iflCcin. 

The lord resides in Tirukkottiyur 
surrounded waters where young Valai¬ 
s's 11 jump on the backs of tortoises, 
brush against fresh lotuses and play 
mirthfully. Hard-hearted men, who 
have no thought of the lord wielding 
the discus in his big hand arc like dead 
weights. Take away the food they eat 
and stuff their mouths with hay! (5) 

Hj&(b Cojcnsfi) fofegA 

t |6V>GaT«9,STT ggj><3)J C)| i^f51fl>ffnrT6C) 

CT 5 >ib <SfGxi<Tj,[b §}Gonoj 

eOTna^en Gurry? u^ri 

fbfT^OTtCyr (h,t)£\lhKh6S)G81 ITjG’fi)OTTrQj 
GJ&gilGjnn&Gn a 
,jrT ^ gjicrfl i )(^lj£c»mcvj 
s> ev>^j*cb t iuiib 
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The lord resides in Tirukkottiyur 
with generous people who are without 
a fault in their relation to the five 
elements, the five sacrifices, the five 
sense organs and the five sensory 
impulses. They praise Narasimha 
through chants. By the touch of the 
dust on their feet, this Earth mundane 
has become a sanctified place. (6) 

(£)05>2>a> ■sj’siVDl 6^2>a>n < °l |:IT,T 6' l t > 

90.14 sSlyxrs Qaiiigji 

$(£>&& njiroiTUiSinjDGujiTiT @tjnuu*60 

0»0|b £>i_(ip^cu cucj3TWiMCsn6!n'^> s»oni~£h- 
Q^rT«nn0 cDtfiGgjn^ib o<9>0>it0>6tt 
® 05>S> SSfitrflw uincafluA 

crg>a,sunij9>ch 0«iijg>rm ClanCcun! 

Scholars of the four Vedas reside in 
Tirukkottiyur with the lord who 
destroyed the Kurundu tree. It is the 
town where devotees humbly fold their 
hands before the dark cloud-hued lord. 
They mingle and dance festively and 
praise him night and day. Aho, What 
penance did men of the world practise, 
to gain a life in their midst? (7) 

fTjffrflrifbSb ^CUCjl rF>UJfT0CV>«T 

IDCTOTT gj|Pjl<9i«DG3T ff>rTCTTGg>ITrT)J lb 
GgjCrf)j>2) O<3CUCUGT>C3T0 CaOJdhrbJ Q^rT6?TOTL_ 
G^rbJ^)6T3T iDfTGU ^l(fTjAG<5>rTlluj.ai,IT5) 
0crflirrbg*i a_«r>£D^65TfD Cane^^an (gemw 
un0«i)mi a-CTTcrr 
<?Slor)crTfb5> 2>ncafluj(ipii> 

iSgji G^fTCTTcn^cufTiiftCcn. 

The red-eyed-lord Senkanmal of 
Tirukkottiyur engages the genteel, just 
and respectable Selvanambi in his 
service; he lives amidst devotees who 
sing Govinda’s names. Even Rakshasas 
will not steal their paddy. (8) 


G&miMSIrar Ouiri£l 6 UGUfTiu& (ffjuSlcStfsub 
Can-cfliBSOT 0 S 3 jui) uir(jl J’lis 
QsibOulTOT ^(TlD^lsulgig) 

ftipafl 2 _om_o> j£l 0 S>Cs>nC.un^it 

5,Lbu€J>63T ff,(J^llhl5>C5163T IT, 6 f]t 

gT^hg^gu nrr<g}gy)gng> 5>COTTi_*a»fTCo 

CTibiSlrjfTg^ g>£3T <fDgjTg3TrbJ<9,Grr ^cu it 
Jesuit ctcstitjj JJitcuGcst. 

Flocks of Koels in well watered groves 
sing of Govinda’s qualities, and fertile 
fields surround the grand fortified 
town of Tirukkottiyur, where devotees 
praise Narasimha with faith. 
Whenever I see them, 1 take them to 
be representatives of the lord, and fulfill 
my yearning. ( 9 ) 

0ifr^lG3T curriij0> s>Qii) *d - 

ctirrgil iDfTfb^j <@aSl C^fTiry 

Cgj5 QJfTITgjOn^, t JGT>L_A(2)U> CU6WTCT)<9>u9 

guTfriT^gn curry? $0«5>G^rcuiq.a4,rr«3> 
Ca^gu^! L|0Ci_gg>g>iJ5fT! ^Icnii 
G^rT^ujrTiij! (^penn! CTCSTpi 

CuSrClMTIT ^jlq lUfTITa,CTT CTLD5)LbcmLD 

cfilp^Gl^lb Qu®J®jrTIT&CCT. 

Even when a fistful of grain sells for a 
sovereign coin during famine the 
residents of Tirukkottiyur, well 
known for their generosity, feed guests 
without hiding their stock, chanting 
“Kesava”, “Purushottama”, “Radiant 
lord” and “Manikin lord” and expect 
nothing in return. Their servants have 
the right to sell us as bonded serfs. (10) 

§ g > 1 £rr ncir>L (dh,y) Ga^nii Aipcaf) 

S-CTH. &> 

UJ(TC3T ^Uq.UjPCingiHU5 ^iq.«nU5 

uS)cBT<j))& ^rflsuiTCDginib 
G^fT^cu uili it lS) g itcjt ^jCifl it 

MgvlcncuiDciT Oarrcu 

cj«ff)ib ^cjTifjl 2 _cy»guuQjii @ 0 u» 

#>{<3^ jJ^cnCpg. 

This decad of songs about the devotees 
of the first-lord of Tirukkottiyur 
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surrounded by cool waters and fertile 
fields, and about those who wander with, 
out devotion, is by faultless Pattarbiran, 
Vishnuchitta, Lord of Srivilliputtur.' 
Those who recite it flawlessly will 
be servants of Hrisikesha. i) 

4.5 / On Death and Salvation 

Asaivai | Varali | Adi 

OaeitrD ■fl'Bcng.ujrr 

^63Tsy>etfr <su,a,0,63T GTGffr 
SUITS Gil IT IT (giJpGUITSTT GTsjTgu ICUjrbJiQ 

UTfT(GI^lD GTGuGiDGUSsSitiiul , GUIT1U IT)GUItGc?, 

Cs,sguit! l|0Ci_it2>^i£>it! GTGirgjii, 

Cftyisii ^,< 9 uj GauToS 1 ! cTGjrgjjii) 

GuS.G 1IITIT ^IGUIT GTlilSJli QU0G3HO 
LusiGiiitgSt lj^Igo jbib urnb ^iggiGhi 

At the time of death, instead of 
engaging the mind in transient 
attachments and calling, “O my 
Mother!”, “My Father!”, “My Son!”, 
“My lands!” and “My fragrant-tressed 
wife!”, there are those who recite 
“Kesava!”, “Purushottama!”, and 
“Faultless-one-who-came-as-a-boar!” 
To speak of the greatness of such 
men is beyond us. (1) 

■^uSgotugO ClsifitlbglJ GJlfilw LIGOTtGiDGU 

Qio&jnjcii ejtB\Sy STibi^iii 

m ; uSlG3rirGii .^(ifluM a—ffirarQ umjiu£1 

GTGUGTnGUGlIITUJS ClSG3T^J C.£FITG)Jg,G5T (lpg3T63TLD f 
GUiruSlOTtrrGil JbClDIT ^ITIJGirariT GTG3Tp 

1 ^ < 5 m ulSI u 

Cl JfTu5)ioiJTTT€V> iSlCTTClDiWT GTCffTfrj|t_0 

iSlffiDCWT O<5>fT00>d£l<j^Jl£> CutTA ^ULfrClJ. 

Pus will ooze from festers, maggots 
will wriggle on bed sores all over, 
ants will bite and the mind will slip 
into coma, when the last moments 
arrive. Before that happens, join your 
hands over your head and chant Namo- 
Narayana. Go, and you will never 
come again this way, guaranteed. (2) 


C<5(TlTcfil63TTTC0 QufT06TT 2_G73TL.rT<*£lcu 

Qtfrrcugyj Q^frcu ^rTjrpjib J 

djl cst cSlcyjub cumu ^)n)eunC^> 

dhfT6L»L0 ^<SDi_Qj5,sjr (J_p 67TG3T li>, 
LDfnTGULO CTcjTugJ Cp>IT C&fTuSlcO 

IDfr^CUCJI GTCIJTC^J li) Q^OJCU^Cmg) (F>rTL_l4 
^ncuii) GTGSTLjgjj 6^>(V u, @l_ cugugu rTrr<9>0 

SrtDGU 5 >GOTT|_fi>^lG\J 2 _IUUJG^)J ip ^Cu 3 . 


If you have amassed svealth, relatives 
will surround you and ask, “Tell us, 
tell us”, but amnesia will prevent you 
from answering anyone. Before that 
happens, make your heart the lord’s 
temple, install the name Madhava as 
its deity, and worship him with the 
flower called love. For those who 
can, yes, there is escape from the 
punishment of Yama’s agents. ( 3 ) 


CiDGuCT^Lgrb^gtJ curriLj^, «£1 err fTfF>g>j 

ClDCO L_/T)r^l65T><o3T 2_6TT G7ip QJ fT fbJdQ<9i 

^rr gyi LD cm<5>iL|Lb 

(hGSST 2 —fDAihLDgd (ipCBTC 3 Tli), 

<y)Guib c^j^uj gpjfbcmnr) GT^^cmg, 

mn5)^1 cmg err cTLp currrhj^ 

Cqj CmCU ClJ fcifiiTC3"dTCm CUT GlDCLJ^I IT qj 

GfilbO'<JICiJ3T<5>^)^lc<jflGD ClDCD^jib ^^ClD, 

With every inhaling breath, the chest 
w'lll drop, the limbs will tremble, the 
eyes will roll and close. Before that 
happens, take three draughts of the 
single syllable Mantra (OM) 
and contemplate the ocean-hued 
lord. Those who can, will attain 
Paramapadam, the highest state. (4) 

uriq. 6Ui^l Gijrirjgd (gir i.|Gugtt(o.j rrrf 

«iutu5)gu ^uli^ui «S(CT,^1u_ |L b iJtgjpCl 

aGiDuGuifl sumja a,Gran_ii> ^sm.Ljuai 
agtot a rr>/f,#,io ! 3t p i .^qj^gst (ipGjrsriii, 
C)a,IT«!ne.GUlp S_li)«5>lO IP,ITUUO.CTT fl,Gl|irn 
Ig^GuOjftirsu E_ibsnu)u umjjGugjub ilsu'iumii 
gitiriLGu^uSlGu jgir <w,cnrDa,u> giycgn 
§;(^(lfhaem gtiAjji GTSa siigOcS'Cii. 

The bladder will overflow spilling 
urine, gruel poured into the mouth will 
be blocked in the throat and flow down 
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the cheek, and the eyelids will close. 
Before that happens, if you can praise 
the lord Hrishikesa, controller of the 
senses, Yama’s hounds will not tear into 
your thighs, his agents will not pierce 
you with their spears, and you will not 
lose your clothes on the way. (5) 

g 61 lL 0 ^cnsu g 3 rj>gi>ii) 

Gsrr$5>g, iSlrarencsra 
gtisaib sSlu© csr>5>emu 

gyiuujGsii _<!>,cy)Gu 5muuug)G3T (Lpeireanh, 

eudithib «SltL0 a_suemi) stj) uetiofl 

iomucy>c3T ujfTrriSlco 

g>raj5> efilil0 6tr>Qj«,g,j egir 5>0u>ib 

on$uunng>(&) creiroyd) 0 o£I 0 >&gooCld. 

When the five Pranas leave the body, 
those around will check the nose for 
signs of life, then casting all doubts, 
throw up their hands and slowly lower 
their heads. Before that happens, 
those who can steadfastly keep in 
their hearts the ocean-reclining 
wonder-lord Madhusudana, will 
see his form forever. (6) 

Og)CTTOTT6U63T 3, ID IT GtfUUlb ^CUrTgjfTIT 

Cs sun it GufTCuu L|0fbgii 

iSlgjT g^u b 6H63T <£?>»jS 1 rr>rr>rT6VJ st njrfilu 

iSlsar ^ipcar ^(iguufljSST (ipejismb, 

^ansOTGUsar ^cncTrujfTOT CTOTrrry G^nsucS) 
CTSTOTCjaf) S—orcnggi) c^rr) GrT>rr.s><£l 

lDSffT6ffT6U67T LDgil(fft^CffTSgT STSSHjfTfT, 

G1J fT SJTLDS3T_fT)fTl£g,fT>CTT &, (tG LD. 

The heartless agents of Yama will enter 
with heavy ropes, bind and drag you 
back and forth like herding a buffalo. 
Before that happens, those who can 
remember the lord, his names and his 
deeds, and utter ‘Madhusudana’, and rid 
the darkness in their hearts, will be 
contenders for service in Vaikunta.(7) 

5<n it* 2_fT)rr)rrrr0>GTT 

(5)ii)fr)ib fQij)S> fbftjfpr^Jc^GTT sn(rifT,gj] 
i ihujl' i '"u* «£»it unrest uSlsu 

Ifjffli.’ ■? Sp?(rv, t 'Hi^i LD CuaGo.1 


^pi4 ct(^uu0>s$t QpGarsynD , 
Q^^T^gtlGDlb 2_OTl_<3> G<5>rTS^ljT)2,GcJTa(Jl 
56^-Lq. UJ 2__CTT£TTg>£>IT ^HjGtTTnCO, 

(£jr5)ui5li_ib <5>ufbgjj a_iuuj^jiD «^Gid. 

Relatives will gather, sing dirges 
extolling virtues and ignoring vices, 
then place you in a pitcher, cover you 
with a shroud and take you away as 
meal for the foxes. Before that 
happens, if the heart joins the mirthful 
Govinda in singing and dancing, it is 
possible to escape the burial ground 
and become free. (8) 

surrtij u5>5»lb 6u(T(ii^i GnciSluu 

Gumijbg, ;§rr5> fhcraraai ifilippnjs 

g>nui U5>5,ib g>2>®»2> e^0 U5>5>ii 

g>nrj(y>ii> u5»5,a> '£1000)0) 

1—15,5,1 b ^ooougjd) (^pg&tgutid , 

Q5f^J5,OT3T LD(T'QGl)fT0li) ^*l5»Q5,C3T5 ^0)0)10 
<^t,lU GJ0 Lj5»5>li> <$0)(h SU«O«umT5>0, 

5j«sm_a^lsu s-ujingijii) ^t,Cu). 

The mouth will become contorted, 
the eyes will become deep, sunken 
and bleary. With mother on one 
side, father on the other side and 
wife screaming at the feet, the 
pyre will be lit. Before that happens, 
those who seek the red-eyed-lord 
Senkanmal as their closest relative 
and stand apart from the world, will 
escape the throes of death. (9) 

Gc?2>^)lj CurrojC^fTiT GufTjgjj rQ ottothT) 
G<9lUU_|lb G<5lUCin<9jASTT GgjSUiSlfjrisjlGlDGU 
u 5 > 5 >afTUJ ^iDib'&niT Gurpjib Gurj)<^jT)u 
Utfl^lg) G#)fT6tT sfi) ll Q <£) «5> 63T 

M5)g>fliT<j»Gehnff57 

^1g>g>lb fbCBT(^) ^(njlDflGHSUtf 

OdFUJ^j IDfTSDGO ,@ar>tfu UgjgpjlD GUGMGUmi 

^5>5>ib {b€3T^> ^(fFjiDfrco Cldgvj 

Q^CTlrD QuigljGDlT gjnGlD. 

This decad of songs by strong-armed- 
V ishnu's devotee. King of SriviUiputtur, 
was sung by focussing the heart on 
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■HamiaJ, about what they do at the time 

r / d c eath ’ a " d the ' 8°od that accrues to 
those who die as devotees of the lord of 
gods Those who master it will attain a 
heart drawn to the lord Tirumal. (10) 

4.6/On naming children 
after the lord 

Kasum | Mobanam | Adi 

B,ns " h 

Cu/T (gQii) SL^rtthneh! 
( '* SS1J6J T CuA @CQ> ignW 

Caraflggii @®i£lC«3ni 

S"UJ*63T JbITgasjrjj, 

&6foanGrT gjrj&ii> L^rror, 

O Foolish People! For the love of a 
coin a dyed cloth and a sheaf of 
paddy, you give your children mean 
names. Call them by the names of 
Kesava and rejoice. The lord Narayana’s 
own mother can never go to Hell.(1) 

f?(2) <5<ri -Gznrr) q ^Gir>g,£L(#- ) 

2-@UUg>C3T ^GiD^UJfTCV 
LD nil .f£] UJ LD fTGsfl l_ fr,£1 uSl G 3 T 

O&fhi&Gssi ClrFj^LorTGo! ^lif^grrf 

fb^J«r>«?><*rT€TT! £>ngcraTOTr g>ii) 

<^^jrea^G3T fF,g«g>ii) t^ncrr. 

O Foolish People! You go there for 
the desire of a new Saree to wear, 
for which you give a mortal’s faded 
name to your child; call them by the 
names of Sridhara, red-eyed- 
Nedumal and such, for Ladies, believe 
me, Narayana’s own mother can 
never go to Hell. ( 2 ) 

a_a/luS)eu ffT0nuCl6®iTu.|ii) ujib 

6)J6iD6TTU(Uj 

GT0&\ii Q«JfT6^lfT)^r7ftrT<jiT! GTG8T 

Q«Uj 6 ijfT 65 T ,SlrofT c. tn gflC ten? 


6)<£?6iJ>0 Lj&(2) 

GTlblS)gfT63T ^l(ff)|b fTLD ^ lI> 
£b<5d*L$(»ir ; ibfTfJQiiTOTT ^,ii> 

^carcj^OTT fF>g5>ii> 

O Ladies blessed with progeny! For 
the love of an oil-bath, a forehead- 
ornament and a bangle, why do you 
give them others’ names? Even if you 
have to live by begging, always prefer 
the lord s names. Narayana’s own 
mother can never go to Hell. P) 

LDI7Gjfll_ 5fr^luS)5u Ggncjr^ljlgU J?" 

aHTcaflu 

iDncufli <?rr^luSl65 t Cuit 

U3^j<szni£>«>0 , 

GLMTegr s_c^l_ lon^cur! CeMTGfil ib^n - ! 

^ey>y>2»£>£><3>n6U 
JbfTGtlT a_CDl_ ITjrTgG73TG3T 2»LD 

r^tj^hib i_j &> rr<jrr. 

A mortal child born to a mortal 
mother and called by a mortal name 
is no means of liberation. Call him 
by the names of Govinda, Vaikunta, 
Madhava, and such. My Narayana’s 
own mother can never go to Hell.(4) 

IDCUli) 2—07)l_ S2Zg,®r>2,uSlsi) Cg,r TOTJ^tnjg/ 
f£>n U7 gu asTT^,0r)5}0nuj 
Utsuib au«nu 22>a«n^uSisjT Cuit 

JDuuitgu iop«r)ii)a > (5 ) ^svcncu; 
®suii> Gaircfil^ajir! CamsSliitbn! 

stottjtj c gncvn t Lp3,^>A«>n'cu 
ibcuib 2_0n,_ 2>' I a®raT6ar ^ld 

<5)£jrsinc3i 2)tjs>ii) l)0.it«ti. 

A filth-ridden body born in a filth- 
ridden body and given a filth-ridden 
body s name is of no use hereafter. Call 
him by the exalted name “Govinda, 
Govinda!” The good lord Narayana’s 
own mother can never go to Hell.(5) 

S>iT0ij> )*®U) dSwrfjliu 

lDfT6af)|_u Gu JT 

(^lPuSIgu 

<anig0>0,rrGg) 
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,@rr)u umuj>2> acncueurr! 

2,nGu5(t5>a"! (PCiigj 

2>rT0i£!«jr; r£>rrijcjnsTsar g,ii> 

<^ff5TCff>CffT fb(J«9>li> L^ridl. 

Letting the town and country know, 
you give a local man’s name to your 
child, and fall into the same pit that 
he is in. Call “O lord-who-smote- 
the-cart!”, “O Damodara!” and exult. 
Narayana’s own mother can never 
go to Hell. (6) 

LDfedillfeUlfifh lS)IT)LD6WT 

IDrTCjfll_U CuIT 

CTOTncraTlj) 6J>65TfT)J ( @0<9>0lD 

CJCJDLp lD63fl<5fT^,fT^n! 
^ofluj a0^ip<^)cO 

6U feOOl4>0Ol €5T rfjrTlDGlD 
fjFj W*0l^[3^Jlf)l63T J fPjfT(J6"i3"<JT€Tr <5)lD 

rfjg^LD L^&fTGTT. 

O Poor People! Mindlessly you give 
your children names of mortals who 
are born of the earth and who become 
the earth again. Call them by the name 
of the lord whose dark cloud-hue is 
pleasing to the eyes. Narayana’:. own 
mother can never go to Hell. 17) 

rjjibiSI iSlibiSl sTOTTrrjj g>ful(s1 

id rTGjfl l_ ill Gun ^ilurrcu 
2>iDi_|iD ^LDL-jLD crcucurrii) rrsrrcyi 

r^rTcrflcO Currib; 

Q^lDQu^fb g>n\S)GTi(J&> <3j€W 7COTT63T CufT 

<@^-0 e^«nip5>5)ftftrT6u, 
tb ldI (h nsTF * (^nrjffijTTGijT Oy ld 

^caiCDeaT b L-i&rteb. 

O People! You give mortals’ names 
like Nambi and Pimbi, in four days 
their freshness will fade away. Call 
your children by the lotus-eyed 
lord’s names; Narayana’s own mother 
can never go to Hell. (8) 

ssz g>«r>g,« (gjJjIuSleo ,©)y>2>iD 

I IfTlilGVi^ CufT6u 2^nii5>6TT 
iSl€TTey»etTCf>ii( ffTejr (ip<£)cv 
(.t HT 


G<S>rr^,g)jA (£)OT5TITCL>lb 

^lq.5, $lfllflC63TIT! 

fTjfTdF) n>ITgfe0t)163T <5)lb 

^carcnOT njfj&ib L|*ncTT. 

Like nectar associated with an 
unwashed mouth, give my cloud-hued 
lord' ’s name to your piss-child, then 
go about singing and dancing and 
somersaulting, repeating his name. 
Narayana’s own mother can never 
go to Hell. (9) 

£n ujrreO ^^(TjirmCu) 

Ca2>s61iu 

Qg>fTCUCJ*tp €61ll0^l0g,63T 

Qsrrcu 

wp>CT5T 6^>e5TuGgjfT0 

C^iC^njIli) 6UCVCUGU1T 

Guit derail CTC3TrpjUi 

Cucmfl ^ 06 uGa. 

This decad of sweet songs by bold 
and famous Vishnuchitta recommends 
giving the names of Tirumal to children. 
Those who master it will eternally 
enjoy high Vaikuntha. (10)’ 

4.7 / About Khandnm 

(D?iapniyug) 

Tangaiyai \ Kbarabarapriya | Adi 

5>^/Gn5>6IDUJ Qp<3>(£)lb gjCiDID UJCWGJTgj 

5)6incuiLjd) 

£uv/bg> CTib g,fTsij^l GurriLt 

CTfbi^ii) £,63T L^Aipir ^a^rT<nf5Ti_ 

cnb l_|(fT>GL_rT£>2,lD63T @0*631^; 

ftrbJCJDib &rh)GT)(h 6TC3T(T) 6Urr^ft^^nGcu 
*0 cfilctDGJT <a«D€rrfT)^li_ 1^0)010 
s>r^jcjn<9>uSl<SFT ftfeingGiDeo CD&ClgjfTip fgl^rrrr) 
acotti . ib gr^jrgjy ld 5* uvfFjfliCrr. 

The good city of Khandam worthy of 
worship stands on the banks of the 
Canga, whose very name repeated 
destroys all Karma. It is the abode my 
perfect lord Purushottama, son of 
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Dasaratha, who cut asunder the sister’s 
nose and the brother’s heads. His reign 
is iong and famed everywhere. (1) 

««uii Qurr^l gipcu 

Cuij>6Uruu0 

■yffj^lrrejr Qcuii)s.^|iT 

LDCuHriBgj CTiijibgj ujgrafleu 

fcOOl (»601 

a_0sSlsii 

witcu q 0 Ci_irj,g,iD 5 jr syrups^; 

Jbeuii) ^lo,cp scnuiunsir (tpu).5,Q*(Tcjr«nn) 

lflCU0li) 

ibrTCTGreTGOT U ( 13 ) 0 , gjJiprTLL|ti) 

*cu2,gj @^1 qrarcunsu u{h (, u g) *,^,5,* 
.SSOTIUli) CTsjrapilb Cfj. 

The good city of Khandarm stands 
on the banks of the Ganga whose 
surging water sparkles with Konrai 
flowers of the mat-haired-Siva and the 
Tulasi from the feet of Narayana. 
It is the abode of the gem-hued lord 
Purushottama who grew and touched the 
sky, when the snow-filled Moon 
and the hot-rayed Sun stood in awe. (2) 

(ipthih a_fi<ni_uj Gucuti>qrfl 

<iqy>cu e_J>ljp ^t^pOamarargl cvfSIjigil 
<n £\n (ips> g)S3s«ua.sinsTi gji. gjii 

CTli) L| 0 Cl H£h&i LQ t>t)l j 

OgHLpfhtoilT «oi^«.u51ff) ^gjJUl_JUJff5T <2>fT6rflrT) 
< 3 fhJ.£F>rj 63 r uSltwflcG 0 ,(hi£\&> 

&,$rr (ipth LD®j<iflCl^>fT^nQ 

&) (h) 6iT> ih (h 

&> buhl l_ LD €TOTT 6<|P)I li fh It}. rP)<J>GfJ. 

The good city of Khandam, stands on 
the banks of the Ganga whose water 
flows from Brahma’s hands, over 
Trivikrama’s feet, through Siva’s 
mat hair, washing radiant gems down 
the course. It is the abode of my 
Purushottama who wields the sonorous 
conch and the radiant discus, and who 
rolls the heads of wicked Asuras. (3) 


^sniDojeuiT ^J^jjLorrrjjgjj ^rjsirOTT 

sjrrigru Quit 0 Cscdot 

'bioqrrib r fbnr^OyOjib dS) dfl rry ld 

jbO) Lj^Gurr^LosTT JHdb fT£F> IT (J5T J 
^LDGUfjj^ti) Gg,m_r^j<£| ^<STTQ-|lb 

t@C 5 * 6 ^? S-CU^ gcJDfJgjgji ^L.db 
<5>67)LD ILjCIlLU Qu(FjCT)L 0«9> <3, tfij <& uSl 63* 

<3> €33 ijC LD GO 

<a><SocTTl—UD GTQTgj)ii) ^Uj.fb&Gg. 

The good city of Khandam stands on 
the banks of the Ganga which secures 
forgiveness for past Karmas, and attracts 
pilgrims from everywhere for a hoh 
dtp on both its banks right from the 
Himalayas down to the sea. It is the 
abode of our Purushottama who 
wields his Nandaki dagger over the 
army of Asuras who oppose the just 
rule of the gods. (4) 

e_(y}eag>j eprr usoeanii s_cua.«ns>tL(LD 

dilcugu LO 

epem a>i_iT ,§y£lLL|ii> <jnij0u> 
iD(tgQiajfT 0 <niiT(srj,Lh ucoi_a.<j,Gini) a_cr>i_uj 
maeu q 0 Ci_fT 4 >g>maT <aurripcq; 
£TiyjcTHDiL|U> wliij RiaraTquj urrsuii 

@ar>2)6 Gurr^gj ^crrsfilssflcO 6T6v>c\j rr lO 
Qu(r^«r<r)LD<gj <3> s«r> u$] gjr 

AGOgClDCU 

•fbOTSTl l£> CTOTT g^ ui) 

The good city of Khandam stands on 
the banks of the Ganga which has the 
power to wash away in a trice the 
Karmas collected over seven lives. 
It is the abode of the adorable 
Purushottama who bears the plough, 
the mace, the bow, the radiant discus, 
the conch, the axe and the dagger as 
his weapons. (5) 

^c^cuuQuujgjj (<9)(tpnft<3 5Gutb Gurr^l Cid^ld 
3GU&GV) <5,633t(^ 

Locncutli Gi tfrTjib (QjGDl lurrcO LD 6 tnrr)«<j J g,€D 63 T 

LDgj^ng 

LDrt6U lj^Gl rT<S)j 2 >iD 6 irT QjfTipeij; 
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a_ 6 mi_ 2 > ^Icmgcuruu 

(Lpcsflcu rr 

<5H6uiSlfjg>ti> (£)Oni-'bgiJ 

5>6VJUC3>U5jGTT Q &> fT tjjl &> (&) ID •fbfaJCm.ffeuSlcjT 

* cm 17 Old co 

<5dC73TI_LD 61C3Tg)JLb <?jiq.£)<9>Crj . 

The good city of Khandam stands on 
the banks of the Ganga in whose 
powerful surge, great sages take their 
ritual bath after a fire-sacrifice and 
bring back driftwood for making sac¬ 
rificial ladles. It is the abode of our 
dear Purushottama, lord of Mathura, 
who held a mountain as an umbrella 
against the laden clouds when they 
poured incessantly with thunder. (6) 

s%b lSli*g,gi lg>g)l Gsutpg>«no, 

Gldcu ,@05)2)^^ 2><w>6u <£*niq 

LDrf) Ouff 0 gjj cripu uriLufbgx) c^cimgiijcmcsT 

icrrcu i_( 0 Gi_rr 5 ) 2 ,ii)<J![T curripcTj; 

2_cmi_iu eggncug, LDS>(Lpib 
c^ClUfT ^JCTTIDUU}.LLJIT tfrnbgjLb 

Oi&Ufh LDCU01D <3,CVJfbgj| <@1^1 <!hPijCmih^» 

(h t»d"d 11_ID <*TG3T yoj ) LD £h Uj. fTj<£bG JJ • 

The good city of Khandam stands 
on the banks of the Ganga in whose 
waters, the ichor of the celestial 
elephant Airavata, the fragrant Sandal 
paste of young goddesses, and the 
Kalpaka flowers of their tresses, blend 
and flow. It is the abode of our dear 
Purushottama, the lord who took the 
bow and broke it, then wrenched the 
elephant and broke the mahout’s 
head, killed the wrestlers, then sprang 
on the king and smote him dead. (7) 

<flwirj ClutT(nj 0,1_gu (*,y> g,iajGnrr 

CojnbgjJ £>G37 GniD2)g)j63TOTT LDrTI7«jj(3>fTUJ 

^g/lcmem ^irjeflcmcsr c £H0(<*3 L c> 

^rfl l.) (JTjGi — rr<3}<£E>tDC57 «3iLDiT6ij; 
racing r^lcmijujrrA 'rirFjiivujCin ^uld 
(J lijffj^frub @ijOTiyT(TJl 

dfjcmo i-jcmn 1 oQjcttcS^iIi L-jcmdJj Aioip Aniicm^#) 
li) CTC7T CJ)I l b 5jlq.fb<5»GQ. 


The good city of Khandam stands on 
the banks of the Ganga which is 
framed by closely-knit rows of cowpegs 
on either side, with the fragrant smoke 
of the fire-altar filling the air. It is the 
abode of our lord Purushottama, the 
king of fortressed Dvaraka in the 
Western sea, who destroyed the king 
Duryodhana and gave the kingdom 
to his brothers-in-law the Pandavas. (8) 

cui_ .£lcm.5 tDgjjcmg <5rrcn<!j>^lgruDii 

6moj0rT)g>ib gjjcijcmrj ^GujrTg^ 

<@1—10 2_cmi_ GU£>rfl @l_6U6T>«9> 2_cmi__uJ 
CTii) Lj0Gi_fT£>£>LDOTT < @0<5>cm^; 
5>L_6U6iDg c§H$<J4> gSIcITCtQ 

< 5 ,smcuu uri)£^* togib 

0>t_c6)<»r>GaT0, ajCUrblA^j <@l£l ihrhiCJDfh&j 

St bOOl l —LD CT CiITg)| LD 0jl^.r£j#>Ceg. 

The good city of Khandam stands 
on the banks of the Ganga which 
flows so violently that the mountains 
rumble, the earth splits and crumbles, 
the trees along the course get sunk and 
uprooted, and the ocean turns. It is the 
abode of our lord Purushottama who 
also owns the Northern resorts of 
Mathura, Saligrama, Vaikunta, 
Dvaraka, Ayodhya and Badari. (9) 

QpraTrgi ffT<Lga,gj (jpcirgi CT(^o>gj 

ftpcainji sT|yjff,gd (jpsjrtrjj CT(y}a,«r>.a 

sjrargi GatrarerQ @(2>uuniTa>(2) 

IT)CaT0 2_6mi_UJ 

CTLD H0Gl_fT2>g,»DCiFT ( @0«ff>C3>5,; 

(\pc5ig)j rQiSlir^g,! (^pcmr^ccflcu G^fTOTTj^l 
QpcTTrSlegflcb (^pcaTn^i 2_0 .^(STtncaT 
AfTCffT gjl lbOufTt£lci> &> fbj Cm <9> uSl 63T 

a cm g G lo gvj 

<5>CinSTl_ li) CTCjfTg)]Li) (TjftGg. 

The good city of Khandam stands 
on the banks of the Ganga surrounded 
by fragrant groves. The three syllables 
A-U-M, by the three-syllable Nirukta, 
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become the three, Akara-Ukara- 

ii k LTjH° mtemplatin 8 the r hree 
syllabled OM expanded to three words 

with Namo-Narayanaya shows the three 

aspects of the Atman in three 

relationships with the Supreme 

manifested in three forms. (lo) 

speS) aiiicnaa aenrj idcSI as&ruggi 
L|0jGi_(t^)2>lds5t ^i^Oidco 
C lcuiia>s51 jE,sSlujn sfi)euaSlL|g,gjiiTa C&nsjr 
cfil0uu| £_2)pg 

Sdl^lU ^WTUrT6U Qtflij gji^lipinrrcnGU 
rE,rf a_ Gnu uj (tits, 0«, 
a'bJEnfi.uSleu ^I0u5irsu aipoSlanems, 

0a>«33Tft0 ^j,Gid. 

This is a garland of songs by 
Villiputtur’s King Vishuchitta 
unaffected by Kali, sung with deep and 
lasting love, for the feet of the lord 
Purushottama residing in Khandam on 
the banks of the gushing river Ganga. 
Those who recite it will secure the 
same merit as bathing in the river 
and offering worship at the feet of 
the lord Tirumal forever. (1 1 ) 

4.8 / About Srirangam 

Matomtton \ Natakunnj, \ Misr a Chap,, 

e|jS»£lrr«iT Curriij 

tOjfi'ftL.toaiirUj id itottl Irene* 

©airfias 2,* aenoraTlU(t 

ftni menjjCojnA 

C^r !DU “ VUJ ® «"*(2>u> 

p ' “ «»**»• 

tire Vedic seers h»k • 
riv er,causing wav „ t h h e ln tbe Kaveri 
tarf ^m lotus b?oom^ Spilhhe "ec- 
Wa ters of Tiru-Ar, gr ° Wln g in the 

a " d w ear laundered" 83111 ’ Sriran gam 
abode of rk i e o vestures T» ; t ’ 

e °fthe lord Krishna who I SlHe 
n ° restored 
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to his preceptor Sandipini the son 
w o was lost at sea, — as he was, — 
as ee for his tuition with him. (1) 

iSlnJtJLi inircjjrQ spiflihg, 

tSlciTCineirffiCT)^, j^aeuaja,;fimb 
(@cmr)u Quirijg^lsO Qa,frsratnj,g^ ClarrQ-jgil 
2i_CmfT)LJUCjfT acn’; 

6571 IDU Qu^^) §> cucnrr^^^TjuufriT 
«^cirflg>$0uurriT 
U M a_. 6 mi_iu u) do ip uj si/ it ci/rup 
^©euiiriftii crorugjGsu. 

Y e dic seers of eminence who perform 
"re-sacrifices and respectfully offer 
°°d to unexpected guests, reside in 
t iru-Arangam. It is the abode of 

[ be lord who in a trice brought back 
me four infants, — that had died in 
and restored 


c be delivery room, 
mem to their parents. 


( 2 ) 


a-uSI(rigc.0, CtTilD^bgil (T3TGJITLD fTIT 

efiVpnCu) 

^CI^CipAixuruja rr^i)rTCST gg" it; 

- J Cl 5 rtj < 9 , tD gu ib 

^©jSffluimuA *0ri,0«jsnsrT 
LJn © (tPo>iDnuj rglsirp <51SU0ii> 

Maacu ^jnisui cTOTugjCsu. 

J? lot r s w ‘ tb a bue b ke the lord’s 
liketh 11 1 ^' U - C water -lilies with a hue 
rubbin ° r< ^ S ^ rame blossom densely, 
waters § nf 8 m nSt ° ne another in the 
abode of r , lrU ' Aran 8 am - It is the 

Parikshit tU* ° rd wbo revivcci 
Ab himanC and?" ° f his ne P hcW 
brothers-in 1 " g , ave Protection to his 

astheir Gun^’^ Pand avas, acting 

^uru m th e battlefield. ( 3 ) 

®61C3T Qji 

"* 0 > "Qfto, Z 
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<5,fT6iT QebnQldjg) OrFjf^l CurT«£)tf> 
*«r5TL.5)«nrjA acncnrb^jfTOTT sss.fr t 
Cg,OTT Cl5,n(^2>o> LDCurT<g GsfTCtnGug) 
^i(fT)€urjfbj<3jd) ercaiugijCGii. 

Nectar-flowing flower gardens sur¬ 
round Tiru-Arangam. It is the abode 
of the lord who relinquished home and 
kingdom and went into exile in the 
forest, when the hunchback maid 
spoke ill, and harsh words fell from 
the queen’s cruel lips. (4) 

0u(TT)6ij gr*jj<3»crT 

iSlLp<9>(<9) 2 _cni_uj ^(jrTCDCjjTGnsyr 
2_0 ^gfbJ5>u Clun-0^ 

Sf_6VJ<^lcnOTT<5) (^SoijTCl U TJJg)^rTC3T 9 err it • 
0<J^ «^0lbu<5» &&<]&> 

0ll5)cO <5V|li> (£)CTfllT ClufTL^CU 
^)0surrrb)ALb <rrs3Tug)]Geu 
GTcar ^l(fTji£»frcO C^FiTcfi) i_ Old. 

Cool groves where Kurava trees 
sprout buds, Kongu trees spill flowers 
and cuckoos call all day surround 
Tiru Arangam, the abode of my lord 
Tirumal, the guardian of the world. He 
destoryed the demon king Ravana 
who performed evil acts with the 
boons he had received. (5) 

■£y) s_gv<£)gu ^aynaancna, 

^OcTTgrrCui 

sfilQsgiJ <£)«u(0}Bru_uj 
*® &lfig>g> stjfluuein aatii; 
g,IT6!ng>U)Uffj aaE0 2_fl(6T,^lg 

5>SUGTT 6^JSrijTOT5Tlll ClufTlq. STjfljT>g(| 

ujru|>)sir r «uswTiq.63rrsj5ieiT 

<2M,6rni> ay)Gu s,Cid. 

Bumble-bees hum like the Yal, brush 
against screwpine infloresences and come 
out smeared with white pollen and sing 
Alatti, a celebration of victory for the 
lord of Tiru-Arangam. He destroys the 
Asuras of the nether world by the 
stock, wielding his discus. (6) 


Qairr^ucj a_cffn_Lu Q<?(yjnjj(d*5(rT)*£l 

darning,! 0i£ljpi>sa srifUuju 

iSlip<&(£) 2 _<*m_uj ^5rgrtA«r>GTTu 
iSlffWiii) u Qleb*b du0LDg«3T 2 sht; 
aty}UL| <^iifluj aifigjCSTibiaai 
s>t_Gij£sig6umu 

Clg>^luL) a_cm_uj a,nsfi)ifl ajjbgji 
^i 40 a,g(igib Sn ^gmiaCio. 

The river Kaveri uproots thick 
Sandal trees at its mountain source, 
and flows with a low chanting 
sound, then submits itself at the feet 
of the lord at his Tiru-Arangam 
abode. When the lord stacked corpses 
of Asuras who tormented the world, 
fountains of thick red blood spilled 
and flowed with froth. (7) 

susucTuSlfj)jrya, C*ipg)jiDiruj 

eurTCUGTu9rT)rpj0 ^iu(ipiofTUj 
GTGuemGu ^cOcuit^j gjrjcrafleyjujmu) 
^6^£3JT6<r>63Tiqii) ^LlTj^mSOT 2cn.1T; 

CTcuoSliuii) Gungj @00^1c5r>(T) guctotQ 
GTLbQu0iDrre3T ^cinjTii) ufTiq. 
iDc0oS)c<n<5) Ogucott^^j^ asEgjjib 
(D$GTT GTGjTUgjjGeil. 

Two-winged beetles at dusk sing the 
lord’s praise and blow the white 
Jasmine conch in the walled city of 
Tiru-Arangam. It is the abode of 
our master who came once as a boar 
with strong tusks and again as a lion 
with white feline teeth, then lifted 
the wide Earth and Hiranya Kasipu with 
equal ease! (8) 

0£3T£)J <34,0 0-9>rTQ4J (Tp<£l6\J GurTCU 

(dF)6UGnCTT«9>6TT GuiTCO (£j65D(J<5>t . GO CufTGO 
J&OTrpj ,^0 5>€nnnimiSlcO GurrcO 

rfjljDU* 2L-OTH UJ ClfT)(^lDlT€VJ 

22SIl(V^ QufT^lGO 

QdhfTm. UJfTIT (^pCSDGU ^GlTOTGfi) 

u)G5Tp acriQ Qg>63Trr)60 2L_Gurrii) 

Ul^GTT c^igrbJ^ii) 6TCTTU0 |Gcu. 

The breeze blows through the hilly 
groves, then gently over the breasts Of 
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hin-waisted dames, and wanders 
trough the four streets of walled 
1 7 /aT”’ II is the ab ode of our 

lord of dark laden-cloud hue dark 
^ddar/j 1116 ’ dark dee P' ocean Hue, 

and dark dancing-peacock hue. (9) 

u © ^®CUUlb!S)u 

<*SS> eueujuirrr ^CujitCu, 

the S aSp[^B am u the J abode of 
the booLimoxicate^ R h ° 
twi u n Rakshasas Madhu K "77 
wnh his discus. Tho Se !i anabha 

it are our masters. ° Se who master 
4-9 / About the temnle of c • 

*^© 717 "^ A,T!b^, © ! 

%>»> 5>sfl ^,g^ a Cu). 

breeze^refl^ ""5™ « the 

lord Ran? u" g C le dark hue of the 
the lady R an , d lHe dark ^ of 
A ranP lm Ra h 8 r aya i k ''? bri & ht Ti ™- 

>sth7 i w plc of T 'rumal. He 

vounl k Wh L left his sanda l s with his 
younger brother Bharata as 

j ent Southwards performing 77’ 

«xl &ave J«ou" ",r? 7 

then returned 10 rule ihe world.^^n' 


c^Uq.ujfTfT $CT)&>0 ) B i & ) g^d J g, fUD 6T) 0 ID IT6T7 

2_cnrj&0GiD6u 

as ^ ClifFiuujiTfT Q^uj^jnCcrcv) 

5>g3t<t)j Q^ajgjrrir ctcttu fT GufTgyiii): 

^657 S_GT>L_UJ ffSl ifj L_€7iJTfT) 5> IT ID^STT 

^SVJ ftJC5T>a»<& 
LOCUIT^ftGtraT GT>GlJ&)g) 

<nc ^@J6iDL.uj ^1(TT)Qjgr&JdJ,fr)0 ^ G^T r§l U_| LD 
^©£11 Cp>06UlTft0 ^QjCrj? 

The lord reclines with his eyes set in 
the direction of fortified Lanka with 
concern for the good Vibhishana. Even 
‘f the lotus-lady Lakshmi hersel 
were to give adverse reports about 
his devotees, he seems to say, M) 
devotees will never do that, and if they 
did, they did well”. Will anyone 
choose to serve a master other than 
my lord of Tiru-Arangam? (2) 

0>06TT 2_£!Dl_LU OufTl^CV) lD0giJLD 5 j0<5> 

< 3 >€rfl fry ix> 

lSlGOli)U6<n6iJTlLJU) d>lq.UJ LDfTCLjLD 
£2—0671 2_OT>l_UJ (7a>l_«nrjLL|Lb l£>GUGU6<ngU_|li> 
22——UJ C&ilgl CfttlL fTCOT 

@06TT d) GTffil a^GgrTOT 

uxsran_ 

cocu^gj cjcwfl Gunr^jdQ 
«^06TT Q5»fT@jg,^lllgl Lq. LU QJ C?D g 

C^ll Cl <£F> fT6TTG2J rTSfrf 
<£U£>0li)S£StT|T ^gr^j^GlD. 

The lord who destroyed the sinister 
Arjuna trees, the angry elephant, the 
Asura Pralamba, the fierce horse 
esin, the cart that ran amuck, and 
the mighty wrestlers, — as simply as 
\ e pots he broke to enjoy the sounds 
c e y made, — resides in Tiru-Arangam. 

c' ifts devotees into the realms of the 
Ia Tant Sun with a tall ladder-of-no- 
relur n » rev eals himself and takes them 
mto his service in Vaikunta. (3) 
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u^GjrrTfDrTib gcu it Gg>dniDf™ 

usraflClaiuuja> s j icu«f'5 ctc3t^)ld 

cJH^ilso r£,mu&qn£ eS'blf'©!!)® 

IDcnralffU rTCITit U>63T^pJ C,AfTu5l60 r 
u|gj r^nciriDeuns, aidcuit cnijQu(ffjU5fT63T 

QunA suuSljb^'j) y,Ceu CuncusuiTOTT 

Quirgjgjnujftib Lursfil^gji ®Slu ),T !i>g>i 
GluireSr artOjc.g)ii> qw 
The charming bridegroom of 
Dvaraka surrounded by sixteen 
thousand queens in attendance is their 
lord and husband. He resides in Tiru- 
Arangam where the graceful day-fresh 
lotus blossom which pales the others 
in the waters, seems to pride over its 
uniqueness matching the flower on the 
lord’s golden navel. (4) 


^ginioujrruj^ <^fbJGm<MufTiij fti— cvjnuj 

(^QjGsflujrTUj c^0 GiJC-Dfj^crrrriu 
rp,ri<^T(tp<9>^fTLu (bfTcsriocnfDUjndj GcuGWjlujfTuj^ 
0,<&<9»OTei57rUJ'TLU£) £>fT|plb ^GJTfTffjr 
Cjidld 2_G7)i_ r£,rr»j^>«3TiT»T 

gd<j9<5>gi) ih ^L.iTj^bn'OTT G&molcu; 

Ljj iD^cftlu qcn qcrT ^GDijiDdn 

i |<5>y? (2)Lp rr^j ld q gut go < 3ngnij<9>CLD. 


When the sage Narada, talcing a holy 
dip in the Ganga, worshipped a tortoise 
as wonderful and praiseworthy, the 
tortoise pointed to the river as being 
greater than itself. The river pointed 
to the ocean, the ocean to the Earth, 
the Earth to the mountain, the 
mountain to the four-faced Brahma, 
Brahma to the four Vedas, the Vedas 
to the fire-Yajnas, and the Yajnas to 
the lord, worshipped with offerings- 
made-with-love Dakshina. He lies 
reclining in the temple of Tiru- 
Arangam, where swans throng the 
lotus-filled waters and praise the 
bird-king Garuda in cooing tones.(5) 


G?nLT>^»g>ifrfT fta^G^Ginuj inuSI it 
, ipiq • .'ilSlu^gjJ c^CUrrSjGyfGTrCuJ tDC3TG51IT ^<£1 
a-.dj>5>GiHQ«5j(.j T £)ffJJGll«n6iniqtn 2_UJUJ0>O.9>rT6ff3Tl_ 

a u 5 )ij n<?rr2. GnfDujiTi G<ff>miSlcu; 


U^bgjITtSifGT^li) U<5>QJ<T«9>^li) UEpOlOfTL^GUfTlij 

(LpG3flGUlT2J>lG5,lb UIJ!b5) 

^)6y)^Gfi^CTT2j,5>rriJLj r^JD^Garnr) $g6iJQ r ii<9>Gu5. 

The lord who is the life of all gave the 
kingdom to the Pandavas and made 
their wife Draupadi gather her loos¬ 
ened hair when she vowed to bathe in 
the Duryodhana’s gore; he revived 
Abhimanyu’s son Parkshit from the 
charred remains by the touch of his 
foot. He resides in the temple of Tiru- 
Arangam. He is the lamp that shines 
in all directions, worshipped by 
devotees, mendicants, Vedic seers, 
Siddhas and the worldly lot. (6) 

0rt)(jn iSlfjLDsmfliufTuj LDn€u6$£.r>uj£ 

0^jibq c HHrj<9fGum^)<£) 

^GmpuOun^^GU urT£>rTGTHb 0>CUGfil(np0iGiy)03 
Cl*rr0dj>g,j CTibi£>fT<srr GsiituSIgO; 

GTffjluq S_6iDl UJ LCGaisfiGUGDIjClDCU ^Gn^GTjfTuSlgil 

^Jb^^fbGu fTGV) Gumu 

<£l T)uq a_. GTM_LU U GifiJT PiJ GTT ifi) G7H Q ff 

Q^^LDOTijft&GTT 

lL 0 Grr^Si^ib ^1^<njgfbi5>GiE>. 

The lord went-to Mabali as a 
mendicant manikin, subdued his ego, 
took his kingdom, and in a trice 
gave him the nether world to rule. He 
resides by his own will in the temple of 
Tiru-Arangam. The hoods of his 
serpent Ananta shine with radiant 
gems, like several morning suns risen 
over a range ol bright mountains.(7) 

s*„ rjib u<br$ Graft ujctdott a_.£liTgji ! *£lujrrcv> 

GpiGncrfluj iDrrfT gyj s_ G3'>rr)i£«?Ji 
«£)rjii> LifT)r^ (j£ lI V 

QlfTUJ ^corog, G^nuS'lcu; 

e_gih QuiTJJD U^GV)fT<3j2J>lDGULb cSHGTTfjjg, 

G^Grnq. Gurreu 2 _ujnnig,j dJjfnlL- 

GDijibi \ S2—£D£D £>nfc'b.‘Mnii£>g l |g, 

j2j G5T) GY> GlJ (idol Si(&y LD g) <3 JTI ,^1 IJ fbJ 2A Cs LD . 

Fertile lotus flowers rise like the lord’s 
feet that measured the Earth; ripe 
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paddy growing tall, kn ee l t0 them and 
°w their golden heads like Mabali in 

the lord who tore into Hiranva’s brieht 
chest with sharp claws. How the 

rSSe 3 -® 

t»LJU JWnnu, Wujlr . 

TOttmu ^moA @2)WI ^ 

Qpa-t^cflaj gumoamiuA 

.^11 . * €351651rruj a 

{• n® ^ W>u>i: ' u,I£iT CarruSItu- 
CffOlQtuirQ Qu«51i_ ^Cjror.n O •’ 

*—.0* 

Males and female? nf 
lotus flowers, swine an 1 *" SU ° n 
toU on a bed of fWers aZ7’ ^ “ d 
l‘ke Sindoor powder on eaST^ E° Uen 
the waters of Tim Ar " ° tller m 

^PleoftheWd w rr- ItiSthe 

Avatars of the fish r U me ln the 
b °ar, the lion, the ma v° n ° 1Se ' lhe 
Rani as, Krishna A r n ‘^ ln > the three 
come as Kalki too ‘ nally who wil1 

' MCilCTT,TC,IciT waointna, 

S'© 2>sa,u> CTar ©‘ U) 

iicn *2)UjrTcn65r 6^i_rrg, 

in€TT <T5T ajUGTTOT 

«> r^CTTftT . 

J o>CUfT6fT63T CT«nC3TujrTCTTG3T 
$(tf)A«>€35TACTT 

^€tt rr,^| cJtjd 

fierce ? bar ? ° f u Sri IS lhe rider of lh e 

eGaruda, the master of the Earth 

n! ri e,d r <■' th ' 'k-p 

“Mu, the subs.ance of the vS,, 
the commander of the arm, u 

generous, the lord of nieht 

my master and soverign of th Y ’ 
worlds. Tiru-Arangam IS h eV ? 

where he reclines ^ le , m P le 

( 10 ) 


«r>$>2>2>na^g^ ®uit an}.rj,g, assrc u <$y£lu 

lien, m - . _ - 



— - “ $(2>uli$uS163t Gldcu 

aJujjjjjirojtjt Clunij^m^jnraT 

g>lfi!l p £_6T>rjAs> GUCUGUITIT 

c1 ©© l, ® I g)jii> subGluytyDiiOT ^g^cssnu iaA&p 


ee 


®cncm iSliflujrrgj ^^CiLjtT gnCiD. 

This decad by truthful devote. 

ishnuchitta sings of the pilgrimage 
centre of Tiru-Arangam, worshipped 
oy the North and the South, where 
c he discus-wielding-lord. saviour- 
of-the-distressed-elephant resides. 
Those who master it will forever 
be inseparably united to the lotus 
feet of the lord. (11) 

4. 10 / A Prayer in Advance 

Tuppudaiyarai } Punnagavarali | Adi 

guuqcar>L-uj(TGnrr ^cnLsugj ctcusuitu) 
CsmTc£K_g,£,a, g^cnem nenCn)-, 

Q>uiSIC<M«t ^,<9^0) rglor ^icnL^Gsar 
^enfflrAjg, £ CW SS jw>uj.tsO; 

elds '™ as ' «4»l SoSlutiiCu-ift, &n, & 
oTgiu) airai ^rarenrar ®enarA*u)nCCi_<ii; 
S.uCunais^ @uCunC ft CWeOcS) 

67)Ojg,C^65T. 

' m ’ sn ‘°-e>® ^OaisnonnO urftonujnCen! 

,° f i r T iran g am reclining on a 
cultivat A ^tghly-placed ones are 
m r,m d f S0 aS /° avail of their help 
I h • e Y’ nee< ^- ^ am unworthy, yet 
the L T h u y ° U because you did save 
WIL le P ha nt Gajendra in distress. 

me r" d m th th , rows lls snares over 
me, I will not be able to remember 

crave" “S Way ’ This here is m >' 
P yer- ma de to you in advance. (1) 

■S' orsjtcnsna (g,ri51 AOs>irsii 

. 0 ftcraTL ffttJ , 

!b " U " , ®«l oiraicnen ^Gsna, &) (i3uT t LD 
■SlLlGUSjfT f£l?)LJiT f>)LDG5T^LDrfSjsYt; 
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CulTLD S2-OT&9 S)gJ CTSaSfOTUJU) 

i_|S,rTcijcraicrani) fljjuC^mT uinsmu susuisrieu; 
@L_®(^a_<OTOTOTsC1«'»«uoS' cnaigCacir, 
usTOfliunCrar! 

O Lord of Srirangam reclining on a 
serpent bed, bearer of conch and dis¬ 
cus! Remember me you must, when I 
die. For when Yama's agents twist 
their tongues and beat me in many 
ways, I will have no thought of you, — 
that is your game. Here and now 
I make this prayer to you. (2) 

CTCuan&HiSlcu surtscu tg )gjjaa Qacsipncu 
einj^l g,tD«3i0H)ii ujbgjibGungj 

r0Gugyt£l«5! CTsircriiih s_unimi> @cu«ncu; 

u_i ld 5r^j5,(^>ii> cjjb^GBnGGjr! 
Cl^FfisuGueufuii GunGg, £_cjr Bjiruiib GTCucumi) 

OsircucflCrarar, ciarwiara, (a^AClAnsroiQ 

CTOTTfpnis 

^)6U6Uji) Lit_IKUuiUbMlU) 5,115,5, GojCOTlf^lijJ 

^0rai5,5,5,j ^geuGndrauj ucirciflujnGOTT! 

O Lord of Srirangam reclining on a 
serpent bed! Pray bear me in mind 
always and protect me from miseries. 
O lord of conch and discus, I prate your 
names here and now, when I can, 
for when the gates of the nether 
world approach and Yama's agents 
kick and grab me, I will have no power 
to say "Hold!". (3) 

tpirjsnp eQemi uispib 5,''c3i(ips,|pii> 

2_fi3TGr»631 Qu(Tlj63')U)GujnC63T! 

(Lp!D!D e-«J(2) STftlSUBU) £Cuj >5^ 
epsjigu <%“ Qpa>«v«>'G®r' g,! 

^2)2)01 surnpib'rei’ g}™!D& ciaraiorafl 

gmQjff fT>i.D6irrg>iDn urbfD^ SL-iD^D 
'SH&Grti t)5>(£), § <rr<3K«De3T<5> thnthth CcucffarQu),* 

grtSi^gsgtJ ^fJGllGnOOTLJ U 6TTGtfl UJ rHj, G^T ’ 

O Lord of Srirangam reclining on a 
serpent bed ! Lord whose glory even Siva 
and Brahma fail to fathom! O first- 
lord of the Universe who became the 
three worlds and the three syllabled 


Pranava Mantra! When Yama's agents 
decide, "This man's days are over", 
and come to grab me rudely, on that 
day, come to my rescue, you must.(4) 

Gnu ^cnsraiu un2)5ii_gijctt 

usrrsifl Cls,n«ii^ls5T2) uijld 
<D ii im s_CU(<t) uCftLffiA Gcufeiitflm 

a_2,^luSlcu CgifirtinS'eimTUJ 2>ir«3T(ip5,«n53i; 
gdsuuj losaflssnju Guitw ct®T(T}] ctffijaTCKfls, 

5,fTOJ6fflC5TUllb £_l_G63T U65ni_5>5,Blij 1 
eguj! CTC3TC31G3T5, 5,lT5,5,GGlJCliiFT(Jlli) J 

^l(jrii5>5>g,i dlffsuonontu uerisifliunGesi! 

O Lord of Srirangam reclining on a 
serpent bed! O Great lord reclining in 
the Milk Ocean on a hooded serpent! To 
create the blessed worlds you made 
Brahma appear on your lotus navel, 
and deciding that man shall remain a 
mortal, you also created Time, the 
lord of death. My master, henceforth 
protect me, you must. (5) 

g,GT3TC3T5TCTTSLj ^CUGPCU, fF>lOC3T tfjlDn^GTT 
0fTcvjfli Oa,rT(pcmo<Sj6TT Q^ujuifri^jbuiT; 
iDOTarGcroTn^ CTfflujib <9>fTgyjib 

iDjb^jib f§l<aTr£)fnu! 

GT6iraT€TO7cvjmh Gi jriCg, a_6ar r&mDU) dcOcurub 

CTOTSTcraflCcirrcffT, CT6?T£3~>craT/j> 

crcari^jib 

^CTJTCTTfGgu! GT63TC!r>63T^) flsrT^^CGDCTSaT^l LD 
^OQiciDCU^Tu ucttctAu inCcst! 

O Lord of Srirangam reclining on a 
serpent bed! Yama's agents are 
heartless brutes, they can do much 
harm. O Lord who became the Earth, 
Water, Fire, Air and Space! Whenever 
I could, I have remembered your 
names. Bear me in mind always and 
protect me, you must. (6) 

GffjCTjOsfTGO iDGnrpuQufT^GtT rQdiTfT) 

G0>GUIT5>6TT ffjfTUJftGcyT! CTU>U3nG€3T! 
GT(CT}0©Sl6U 63T 6T)| GUL ,^^ipGfl>! 

67lj> 2_6U^LD a_6!Pi _ujf?iu! <TT63T 
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6U0S 2-06F10T fF>LD63T gjUNT&GTT 

rboSl^gj 6T«3T63)6JTlj UIT)QjiDCufr§| 
S\iQSGneo GTOTrp errors, AfT^Ccucrjigl^; 

uerrsrflujfTCcaT! 

O Lord of Srirangam reclining on a 
secern bed! O Lord of gods, my liege! 
O Substance of the Vedas, my 
undefiled ambrosial delight! Lord of 
me seven worlds, my Father! When 
ama s agents in terrible forms and 
ordes seize and torture me, protect 
me, you must, and say “Fear not!”(7) 


S' 7 ™ 5®ni>a_sjr [Dmmi> grarp ^rfjlCujGjr; 

Sicssr^iDir ujb^) §)&>§> 

^Car LiGaCT^p Gu)frggu)GurTgi 

S"*® 1 s_«jrens>T ;0«nc>Tft&u)nilCi_ciT; 

nm ® T fijii) «u norm ft g,iiiacir Fran ! 

u >guar>gu iSljpnjai LomfliuCair ! ctot 

oi,c3rnuj ! g CTOTanara ara.*Gaj6ror@ii); 

^rjsucnanmJ u6imflujriG«3r! 

Lord of Srirangam reclining on a 
serpent bed! I can scarce fathom any of 
your mysteries. When Yama's agents 
seize and torture me, and force me into 
a c amber, I will not be able to think 
°, m j U '^ L° r d of celestials, O Wonder- 
p 1 ° Mathura, my darling elephant! 
rotect me, you must. (8) 


CTgla,^ ^yglonj ^jiurr ! 

s >"!9«nri Giciijg,a,cijGo!T ! snhionCrar 
'= H ® !, SJ (ipgeu gjarp <5ip<gl iurr&, 

dug) (IsnS) ! U)j)jj,gj ^(ifilCujd 
IbraTpUi Clarritjuj j,u)6irg,u)iTacTT 

a«®!bg» «JoSlj,gJ CT63T«D651U UjbpiiCui 
<£i ciT SJ dirajg, g sTsmoDOTa aiTaaGsijojnQ 
aigsueDCOTO udrafluunCs 

° Lord , of Srirangam reclining or 
serpent bed! O Cowherd-lord, r 

G r\° L ° rd who held aloft t 
Covardhana mount and saved t 

s 7r S ' ^ rom that day on to this, I h; 
earcely ever lost sight of y 0 


Pristine glory. When Yama's terrible 
agents grab and seize me, then and 
there, protect me, you must! (9) 

usvcnsit u>gd(*,g,encsT u>n^6ijcnc3T 
m'l&oisnssT iBenjoCiuiriTasn ejgg^ib 
diuirram erprSlenm ^S3.0enesr 

<&l!Iibjas,gj CTUJsv«ns33Tu ucirsiflLunesiiSsi 
eStsuoSlcigg^ii 

L ® < P&2>GjT QarrOTdT iditsdsu ug>g>ju> 
gJ"u uxargsaifr ^ 

&H ul «>3flsij«fjira3Tgj ] a, (2) ^ot^uGu). 

This garland of verses in praise of the 
wonder-lord Madhava, Madhusudana, 
cow-herd-lord Achyuta, lord extolled 
,j 1 - e ^ /edas > lord reclining on a serpent 
bed, is sung by Vishnuchitta of famed 
Snvilliputtur, scion of the Veyar 
clan. Those who master it with purity 
of heart will become servants 
of the gem-lord himself! (10) 


5.1 / Pleading Helplessness 

Vakkuticymai \ Anandabhairavi \ Adi 


”>=>» ©iiwanu) gjsurrOT>u)uSI<ainCsu, 

LDfigiCun ! OJ mijaC1a,r c i, OT mmlCi-Gjt; 

!bva0 glrarcnrar ^ujrrgd; 

!b err .Slgd ^(giasurar, eT£jTcuaii) ^ 63 Tfp; 
cpria^u Cua^lciTnQaOT @0,* 
(yKafleurtCujgDu, crar r 5 n«filg )J * (S) 
^sCrDa,; anasna, sumiSlguu) 
an6TT€urTj iwnjram, | Q^^nCor ! 

o, Madhava! My language is impure, 

rnn T Smg y° ur Praise; alas, my 
tongue knows nothing else, I fear 
cannot restrain it. If you become 

caf 7 T r my foo lish words, I * tdl 
w " , 0t shut my mouth. Even a crow s 

birdfop heard 35 ° men - ° Lord ° f 
ros. O First-cause! ( 1 ) 

^ ® !b>Ta,Q3,ti0 i_|ejra,sfil CWhotCcti®*. 
s,5> *!lii> sjggj enaiujnGar! 

‘ipuutr ^imujnii Qsjtgu 

* ‘■"'Siougi CluiflCiuiTrT s,i_on ^iotG<d; 
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acrotaraflCcDOT' iS ® 1 *® SI 

LD fTJfDGUGV) rrcO, 

Ceugu f^OiCijrrgl ctgst iDcmh ufbfDrrgj, 
2_CDip<5>(2) qGTTcrfl 

fh GT3T1— fT LLJ 

cOTip «jg, a_ft)(g, 2 _«ot 0 E-^jp^rtCOT! 

O Lord bearing the conch and discus. 

I have sung foul poems with a defiled 
tongue. Is it not bounden on the master 
to tolerate his servant’s words, even if 
they be wrong? Other than you, I have 
none that would look over me; my heart 
does not go to anyone else. O Lord 
who swallows the seven worlds and all 
else, then brings them out! A spot on a 
deer is not a burden to it, just see! ( 2 ) 

5,«3Tcnu5 ^ci>ias, 6 Ti ffgOTnjjib .^rfilCujiaT, 
BjfTijffifiiTiT! crar g)i ii) ^cucuneo; 

l_|£3Tfiy)lDUJtT6U &_63TGn6imj L] GTTtCrTjClJ ID Guiflu 
u|S>ipcuiT6jT s>eraTt_mu , .£l 0 U>rrC«u! 

g> largMionmi 2 _«jrcnsn gjsjigiix) ^(^IGujctt, 
g>ojrrGg, rr,GiDn i^nijasim} ctotuot; 

GU£3TCTU£) -SUjClJg,! £_C5T C fh IT u9 Gvil GVJ Sun^UD 

girni' i grcirmicar cTCgTgDUD CUGTTOmD a,CJ3Tl_nGuj! 

O Tirumal! Right and wrong I do not 
know, "Narayana" is all I know. 
I cannot utter false words of praise 
with deceit in my heart. I do not know 
how to meditate on you. Repeatedly 
I call 'Namo Narayana'. My only 
strength lies in the fact that I am 
your devotee residing in your temple, 
please note. (3) 

QfF,{^tfTH£UJfT6VJ £_AjC&(l(>li> <^cniT,g>rTlij! 
j^lcsTUicun! ClrT>i%ujfTuj! ^u^GuacnG^A 
(Sji^CTHD Cla,tT«nsu®!b(2) gatiD Gsusjsti_it, 

SSL CDJT) G^rtnjJ ^6DSU G«U653T0QJ$CUOT>SU; 
^ r n trrur, crcargnub GaffuS!s3TsmoujrTG«u 

^rbj&ibjGa Cun&yjib aeffarufriij; 

Cl*rr0cmD* s>ijt,«cjis3is, Oftrarn}) rglcit 

g,rrang 

G.5>fTg>g> 6UG3T 0)GnGTT GffttTCn 6fil0g,g>nG63r! 

O Pure Lord who rose tall and 
straddled the seven worlds! You 


need have no doubt in engaging me in 
your service. I do not care for food and 
raiment, — these will come when 
necessary, simply by virtue of service 
to you. O Lord, you killed the cruel 
Kamsa and freed your father from 
shackles, pray heed me! (4) 

Gg,iTuLi_u> gjcusucucir Og>iT(y) ^sni_ 

gji_sn«uiuii *lcmrr)lib JgjGneu sTGucumb 

GuftC-L-tb 2_GBT ClUfTe3TG3Tl^.& ^Gip 

eucnGtruc) ^&ii) 

rj,ml0 inrrafti_g,Gg,n0 etOT«,(g) 
giff*Gurrfr ucurr; Gsupco GgeiTrpj 
Gs>ml0 io«rar Gtarraran. G*DdT«rKMiSl«jniGG5i! 
g,lgiffOib eSips, Q«.mhm 6^ilg,a,(iGGsr! 

O Lord who came as a boar and lifted 
the Earth on tusk-teeth, O Lord who 
broke a tusk and killed the rutted 
elephant! 'Tis hard for me with people 
of the world, though many relish 
worldly life. Orchards, wife, cattle, 
shed, fields and well, all these without 
a lack I have found in the refuge of 
your lotus-feet. (5) 

<5>6OTT€3UTrr! rf>fT63T(y)5>6«r)65TU UGtnL_2,g>fTC<SfT! 
<S>rTfJ63«JTrT! <5>rfluJfTUj! <^lqGlUC3T rP,fTC3T 
2_G53TGnJTTT ffjfTGtT U<£l ^GUgj) 6p>C3Tp ^GOGTiCU J 
G^GurrGdjF) rbCmn ir^rnTGiWTiT GTGjTrpj 
6TOT3T6OTTIT fF>IT^li> GT5i<? AFfUD 

GGVg) IT>rTGTTU36Ul7 Q^frCffaT^ 2—63T UfTtfjlI) 
f^cwTGiraTfT fbrrcn ^©dgu 2>g>gd!TjiiDfT<£lsO, 
GTC3T5i0 UL.lq.G3fl nFjaCcn. 

My Lord Krishna! Creator of Brahma! 
O First-cause, Dark Lord! This bonded 
serf has never starved for want of 
food even one day. If ever there comes 
a day when I do not contemplate on 
the Mantra "Namo Narayana", nor 
worship your feet with fresh Mantra- 
flowers culled from the Rig, Yajus 
and Sama Vedas, that indeed will be a 
day of starvation for me. ( 6 ) 
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ciu***«« rfi^ ^ g6jT c ® C{u 

ri^fr Qa " M * 2 > -**•* 

V a-«agj CT^ln sSltotfl 

**"■»«*«* 
am,* gjuSlcu ^enraar 

Oceanon r ' c ^ lnin 8 >» the Milk 

SWehSKSS 

my word £“' h “" melts, 

a'Wiflm uDrcu njtngCuj ,*~ 

^oirCc! afl c 

*"9aram! a.,,, ^ 

S QU ®^ ^uSWnC OT . 

tSIfflorCl^u, CTubiSI/rnCcn! 

^ield Sn h st d a l 0 K la , mOUntaSa 
MadhusudanaOKrh ^ ° 

dttre S ss V 0Sjendra°b 

worshipping y ou everyday. ( 8 ) X 

*'!*» **• -W** 

itr; * 

OD€V)<J) <3,Qj-i| A _ 

CTUy.q.. . . “ wr "-!2>®rKa.<SS! 

vuiltjnra, ffrcsicncoT _ . _ „ 

^rcnipCujeiT fir a ~ or>1 -3i G&Cetr! 

J * ®> «ni« ««* m * 1uiK ; 1Ui 

Poets! O l2 d w 0 ho 


O Lord of celestials, O Lord who 
measured the seven worlds, O Lord of 
lime, O Lord who wielded the 
o.iscus an d saved the elephant-in- 
distress, O First-cause, O Lord who 
churned the ocean, my Lord sweet 
as °ney! p ra y r id this p 0or wretc hed 
sell of miser)'. ( 9 ) 

**“* &nen S> a.tsasoft 4Wu> 
ftlTC53T @crfluj 

attitOOTor srsjr lorjag, 

Ssusir tagtnak.g.sjrcjr gjCTjensjTa 

2 ,sjT0 Ligjcnn,^ Ga.nsjr 

sfil ^®^a*ar sfilrurir 4 l fl£ u ^ >g>|li) 

Cbtiunb crcirg, tjjcfitcOTirjj E_sm(juu(ift*dT 

rbOTijgpjcmin njnjjjjyjj, ^juC*. 

This decad of sweet Tamil songs by 
ishnuchitta, King of prosperous 
uduvai town, in praise of the lord 
who is Kamadeva's father, lion against 
disbelievers, beautiful dark-tressed lad 
Vamana, emerald-hue Madhava, 
Madhusudana, will confer the bliss 
of Narayana's world on those who 

recite it as a Mantra. finf 


on guard 

Neikudattai | Begada \ Rupakam 

” 2> a j * urr)rf>\ citruib 

^DniMftOT GutT«0 flljjjg,, 

CUrtcAyQ jgjrvflrirp Crj.mus.nsir! 
_*‘ naj ' b Clu® JUlijuju Cuinfilsjr; 

Q r A Q *"^0 * 6 ® Mg,*,*, 

Jt “ 4u ‘SlottcstniT 

° r>uA ClatttTOL uir l b M< ^ OT y«ratduJ''®>i 
J6i ^T® UL.lqC5Tth ABuClJ. 

O Ye sicknesses that plague the sc 
' e a s warm of ants over a pot 
1 ? e ' f^ ee an< ^ save yourselves. T 

or the Vedas has entered my bo 
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and made it his abode, reclining on a 
serpent bed. No more like old, the 
fortress is on guard! (1) 

&e>6)v(0)g,g>GiT <rr^5ig,ncu 
OgjCTTqcu* Gardn GlufTf§l 

QP&3&1& *t~£> Carttill IG3T 

Qpg,!$}evnetTn (ip& jdisiisir 
ugjgjirAg) ^(yiOjOTt amGujsji; 

UCOTrfyt <9|63TIT)J UL.lq63TlX> /MTuCu. 

Chitragupta’s verdict with the stamp 
affixed by Yama, King of the Southern 
Quarter, has been quashed, the messengers 
of death have fled. The lord who reclines 
in the pearly ocean, lord of enlightened 
sages, the ambrosial delight of devotees, 
has made me his. No more like old, 
the fortress is on guard! (2) 

cuuSI j)j5lib Oo>rnig«)nsnu tSliflg,^] 
cuciiiyeua Gasmen 
o>u51jbn)lix> <$(*(£5 
a, it ©SI cm lu unaih a,y>fbff>l, 

©ruSI fi)t$ vJ * i tObooiGa, ntidji i. srjjjsma, 

^jjrjnut ja,cu g£>g>j6£lg><£i crcsTcytcnu 
uuSliTjrfjlu t.israflGaujiua, Ga>nGtr3ii. ndn; 
usjnrrfyl ^|63Tg)i utltitCTTti) ftnuCu. 

Long ago the lord lifted the Earth on 
his tusk-teeth. He made me read his 
works day and night, and practise 
austerities, then took me into his 
service. He has freed me from the 
prison of the stomach, released me 
from mortal fetters, and loosened the 
shackles on my legs. No more like old, 
the fortress is on guard! (3) 

Gucucfilefncin Gffjmu^ncTT! 
g> ID(&)LD tf£>IT ajCOc6)c<r>£3T 3>GOTTU»IT; 
^rbJ(6FjLJ L_| C <9> Gtmifl CTTT , l_|Ctf»C3Tlf)1631J 

CTCtflgjJ ^ClfTfpj <9>6ff3Tte IT, l_| C £S GTui? £3T; 
fflr*jd>u iS^Oftcin ^cijisai ctJuDncar 

^(|TjAG5ifTuS)6u <3>€OTTipn; 
ii^jftUUL rrgjj a^iiiuju Cum/)l63T; 

ugott(^ *4^^ a»*Tt»Gn. 


O Ye weak forces of Karma! You have 
finally found a match, just see! Do not 
enter here, not here, not here, not so 
easy just see! Know that this is the 
sacred temple where the man-lion 
lord my master, reclines. Now run 
and save your lives. No more like old, 
the fortress is on guard! (4) 

inrT633fl<5> (<f>)fD6TT 2-0 

iDfTUJffiDfiin GTGTT LD<UT<j)§)|CT tGgtt 

CucotAA Cl^ncsjrfTiTjgj) n0g) 

CWcottCl-OTT, 6 )* 51 gxi 

lOrt«rafl.5>0>U UGOTTL, fTIJLD &> GOTT |& IT J 

GUOTT (gjfTJJLbufT^GTT 2_CTTcrfrr! 

unr«njfl0>& GQj6jrau_fT, cT)L.i$ott; 

ucott@ ^ott n^i uilu^GSTih <9>fTtl>Gu. 

This is a treasure-house of jewels. 
Any evil-minded rogues there, 
beware! The wonder lord who 
came as a beautiful manikin has 
fondly come to stay in me permanently. 
So run, do not tarry. No more like 
old, the fortress is on guard! (5) 

&_rbn> a_rr)jiS)Grafl CjbmijdfcnOT! 

2_iO0>0 6^)63Tipj Qflrrco g^ iC&feat C<9>GOTT»flGST; 
QujbiD^AGn Ga)iuA0ii) iSlfjrtcaTnn 

Cl j CTTH LD ^l0^>Ga>fTu9cu ACOTTlS IT J 
^fD/DLD 2_ COT U^^cinC 0)631 ^OTTOTTID , 

gSIG iftG3T(TGTT! 2_iDft(£) 6p>IT 

U *T) f^1 GVJGiDGD , 0>GOTTl<?ri fTj L. 1$ OTT J 

ucottQ ^cinrpi utl 14 snub 0 >ituCu. 

O Ye great miserable sicknesses! Listen, 
let me tell you something. Know that 
this, my body, is a temple where the 
cowherd-lord resides. O Deep-rooted 
miseries, let me repeat; you have no place 
here, know it. So move on. No more 
like old, the fortress is on guard! (6) 

Q^ifTrhJCin«f>><5 ^InpiGUGtTMJ GTgaTGJ )l lh 
OurTg,jiiH9<aff)ci> cfiiprbgjj 

jb«2)) 2- LpffuCQJGiDGSl 
G)J 6OTTG3TT 631 ^ lb l D H 6J0 
Gl)G\»G{jlGJD637 ^uSIgJT tDOJpf^lu 
U^J<3>U UL rT6UG53T633Ui> Q^UJ^nGBT, 
i GOTTI ^ ^G3T(T)1 , , L ' iqgjn t f) AtTljCl I. 
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I slipped between two mountain- 
t b fl ° S ° m J S and fel1 an abyss 

then floundered helplessiy in a hark 

came^and saved me, riddmg mTof 

likc ol4 ( '5' 

V&lilibGtT ^uStsjf CTRlCUrtlil 

*** «nw«_Ci c9g nOTn „ ^ ’ 

Cuirfl * auw «* Q<b© ai h 
H®Sgi am CW^ 

Un& ®»^<n«r 

p" Z? **?• uC * m " ^"uGu. 
ofSwve°s myPa5tKarmaS ' thel OTd 
and enteTedmm ntS 35 my Guru 

my WhemheT beU 1 !i Residing in 

on my S^^P^hisfootpnot 

old rhfl f ad t00 ' No more like 
ortress is on guard! ( 8 ) 

M5 ** a-roacO a-pato 

^Giu! ari,Ca! 

<Sl ® CT $ £>"!i> 2 >a amCm! 

•n* rt ,»Cu» ! a,^CU 

a ®^ ULtruj^ @ 0 j, s 
««.ir a_Gcona 
® Snsu <SH®>Ja,rr! a_pa.su 
umdlump eoBAQm^a 

r'e Sr; j,t“STi; h ' > u 

■5“nSS s Crfb'°/ L he eiEl " 

and stand g ua 1 § d 0fb,rds ’ bev 1 1 gii™ 

bed-chamber ' 6 f my lord 's 

(9) 

*"’ eu S>® < 5W>sfluSlC 6 »„T® li 
. 1 *^. <0UJ u "!i>a.L.G 5un Q ) ^ 

f l!b5u unen °UM>i 
U ^i u* CifrraO 

1 , 61 , . OanOT^rarj, iStuma*^ 
aacujb G1 uit0l_Q l 


The lord who sleeps in the ocean 
amid lashino waves, and the lady-of- 
the-lotus, the resplendent serpent- 
bed, the beautiful Milk Ocean, all 
nave entered Vishnuchitta’s being, 
w 10 ? an S these songs of praise, for 
guarding the fortress. ( 10 ) 

5.3 / Closeness to the lord 

Tukkacchulalai \ PurviUyam \ Tisram 

gjaaa aipaSW* ^ ^ 

suenAimuj ^pu u^gau 
ciaiElof)j) qa ,0 a_Etisj^QTa asaisT® 

QancraTGt_«ji l gijerfhj 
Gutra saQcugisOTCL,? 
maacir 9 * 551 ^ Cumt® 

®tP£> 2 >suGn 2>G3TGuuS)pr5lco 
■faOarar ojp^, 

U>irc 6 l 00 Gscranaj crj,g,'nu! 

O Lord of Tirumalirumsolai, my 
aster! Cutting asunder the snares, 
P gme out of a whirlpool of misery, 

you have entered my person, I know 

U A\ OV L W - f Iet you § 0? Devaki 
had lost her six children through Kamsa's 

cruelty but in a trice you entered her 

*°, mb ' , and were born 

to her as her child! ( 1 ) 

® , ° nCT *® ***>&&, @trflu CuiraCI«unL.Ci- 0 !ii 

. 2t_GS\&}6& 

0 rTcoca, ft€TTfr6{j 

rgldr ^l 0sljnsinsOTT 

dJaSTOTl_rruj J <S 

QtDiijujciT ^Guga^eu; 
£> n 0 ii> Jbatj(y)ixi g,tii(ip <sr,L! ® 

cLiGnICiTtiwTr iP« _* 



V" 1 G&' 0 0 G<9rT£a- )CU GTjg^juu: 

Caught you! Now I will never let you 
go. Lest you disappear through your 
magical powers, I swear upon the lady 
0 the lotus! You were never true to 
anyone. O Lord of Tirumalirumsolai 
a mounding in springs in which people 
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from town and village throng to bathe 
and worship to rid themselves ot 
their Karmas, O Mv Master! (-) 

a_«Tft(2,u ucrfl Cl 

CujOT, gjsifiu GunuJ «j>(n>aj6jn 
fijsatagju usnsfljjgiJ £'©»’«■ 

(jncsnuj <£(i£1gm 3>i£nni—nuj; 

M 6jian^onffinft ildrciflu ua, si-'i" 

Clunsnsmc, fflinipc, CTcirgj 
S;ottA 0(Dffui' q^luisji a_«j3T@pm ^'P 0 " 1 
IOITG6l0(g) Gsn£S,GU ST3>3,ntu! 

I have had the good fortune of serving 
you. Now if I must go to someone 
else and stand at his door, will that 
not belittle your glory? O Lord ol 
Tirumalirumsolai, where the Kurava 
tribesmen harvest tender ears of 
wild corn and cook fresh food as 
offering, praising you worthy feet, 
O My Master! (-’) 

^rxjbLO i&.cij'i £1*12,3,1 e ipa!rCinrr„3, 

J'ii Kl tf- 

fglJpGU ^Sv'lCiTlG-.' 

i ma, rpiptxj .^isueunGYi inirCfrjrrn a_|jfi)fTui9i li 
n '. 7.7 £T r^J f-fh, lX> ft £TifT (fP ( » S' 1 r " 5 T 

£flg,j ^^CT1 (T)ITlu! Uff655U.61JnAA«TUJ 

QurTLufidfr<i)iT}jiij Cuefltf 
GusjibQfl'ij^hi 6inii0i£> $(Jb 

iorrG5l(ff)(£[) GdJfT€^>oj (rr^gjniu! 

Long stretches have I roamed and 
floundered with neither shade nor 
water anywhere. No haven have 
1 found, other than the shadow of 
your feet. O Lord of Tirumalirumsolai, 
you went as an emissary of the 
Pandavas, then spoke a few lies and 
kindled differences, and stacked 
corpses in the battlefield everywhere, O 
My Master! (d) 

ib eijpi*. * 1 w, 

rjjf^lriirfHa. (3,3®, 

Glfi iaJl lD <T'p T , tf,uSl<T3, 3^,3310 .^1©1T, 676(3 


icneu c_a,«nm£lrij@ii ei* mejrCsjt! 2_<arcn«5T 
«unjp£ g,snGuuCluaj£lilGi-G3i; 

Csev a_ 3 ,CTUr£l i?,6tT,s,6J>63T £1(3 

lDrT©Sl(TF)(Cj) GiSfTGiTiGVJ 

My feet do not steady, my tears do 
not stop welling, my body trembles 
weakly, my voice does not rise, my 
hairs stand on their ends, my 
shoulders droop, my heart surges with 
expectation, as I come to you for a 
new life. O Lord of Tirumalirumsolai 
surrounded by big lakes of tish- 
dancing waters, O My Master! (5) 

CUiruj. 2-CTu ujnguib iSIjmcpim 
@ 2 >£lrrg)iu> mppm 

iBmcSl s’O'gjjii Gtb<iius.(rfj 
-filoin,io &,>6 u6J7g\j ; 

m 3 moBflsuffifaTennn! 

mnjj tSljnsB 3,®Bs3> 

4,lm,3>£l S-cnGamuSlcr, s- 6 (r>i_u M 3 .U Quiii, £ 1 ( 3 , 
1036^1(3,(0, Cairo-xM on,g>iuu! 

Not even Siva or Brahma or anyone 
else knows of a medicine to cure the 
sickness of rebirth. O Dark gem 
hued lord who appeared as the healer 
Dhanvantri, pray cut asunder my 
rebirth and direct me to the portals of 
your grand temple. O Lord of 
Tirumalirumsolai, O My Master! (6) 

oaigniLO ^ 013 , 3 , 3 , 3,1 ,g>j«n 

J>U 1 (} 2 >£ sv sit Gun ^tjrjsnnsii 

@3,3,6375 snfl |j)«ir>cTr,j,£(n.,!T,G0®s’Sil’ ,01 yh 
Gs©> (rrsiej)! ct> 3 . flififilumii,: 
sAaClipiil 5 ,' Asr,3,*(gf>m fl,«S5T3,iyn,'i 

i 5 o> 3 , Clujnfhle 5 

Cl33,3,ir i£1©35,|3 £1sijumSJ>■ wniij! 
LDn<*^l| 2 >l^!i G^ngpico 67 3,333 

l floundered on the other shore of a 
senseless ocean. By your boundless 
grace, 1 have come over to this shore, 
tired. You do not lift your hand and 
say to me, “Fear not”. O Lord of 
Tirumalirumsolai, with discus-bearing 
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m, ghty arms, big eves , n 

Xteir 0 " 5 * and h ° w 

time-wheel of a tod een cau § bt m the 
^Ishai 

J ho favoured the p“f’ ° L ° rd 
destroyed the k , , Vas a nd 
cousins! Mv he Un fed enerr >y 

*SSS5 , ^*p«-.- 

«4£Xi 

th/desire”J “ lhe Womb > I had 

rr^'^£V' w ' 

h'ina and " u t J ri and ar ™ of 
wide. O Lord ofTi far and 
° My Master' umall rumsolai, 

n . W ’ 

■**•■ •*—*■* 


Qure "^ U)n '- lh ciuwaj*, Ca^o. M ^- 
‘^Cw GSiLgiiiaacir 

^a OTn 0 UJIL sucOsumi 

Au> -S'^'bsiTOT sltJ Ca. 

he whole world goes to 
ljrum^ mmsolaionpilgri m ag e itoul k e 

thel ' i '^i 10 lls waters - At the feet of 
uonJ ho stands, here, tins decadot 

vTlf IS l edlCated 35 a sincere prayer by 
m, nUC UU . a ’ ^ingofPuduvai town of 
rr nS geamin 8 svith gold. Those 
- o master n ivin become agents of the 

■ord-who-measured-the-Eanh. (10) 

5-4 / Oneness with the lord 

Senniyong,, | Yadukulakamboji \ Adi 

Qosi,afl S?*© aoat f^CsuiS,. 

* u 10 a - OT ’' umiM s>_a,g> 

aearanffl, eu „y jg| sitrD 

a'lCuMta^n' a g\ n „i 

*©C CT MfljM(51bC6sii; 

® erf1 CTe " £e>&©!SiuCu? 

mound ° tC " 1 7.' ruven katam where 

■uS“ ,To“'e f' u-'“ mS “ «'« 
O Damn \ Wor ld of mortals. 

and 3 '• I 1 "”' Mv Mr 
discus emhi'J,’Tu Cd W " h >' our 

vourron-,, i I!’ ' WJU t0 receive 
for me 5 ' Praywbat do you intend 

( 1 ) 

«© n! 

-»«u* , 9 * 

S “ *»* «M*-5iu 

***••■*, 

—-4 

S.snwusjjBjSl .«,na J ACI ftlroSnLCj6 _ 

birdSAfr Wh ° r ' des the Garuda 
ei y° u took me into your 
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service the ocean of rebirth has dried 
up and become sanctified space. 
The death-trap thickets of Karma arc 
burning in a raging fire. Knowledge 
is flowing like a river of ambrosia, 

flooding the head and above. (2) 

G-Tibincstn! 61^1 

6 T<srrgpicpm- rj,nuJ*CcoT 1 
rpfr-ing^GtoFGJinvuil Guff)") £> 6 Tt<af»ir> 
S2_sn<$63fi6v G u £)j gij n R ? 

JhLD LDS3T CunCcv 

ffjniliqCu £L-a*rtcn unojib 6TCV)6L>ruD 
«5,Li)Oio«nnG£) cn^cGlil^i &, 
unujjbg)«?JTC<nj. 

My Master, my tutelary Deity, 
my Liege! Who else in the world 
can enjoy the bliss that I enjoy in you. 
All the miseries ot the world that 
hung heavily like the pall of 
death have released their hold, 
and hidden themselves in bushes 
without a whimper! (3) 

«,i_cu o>6ini_ jjgii tt«,nCTr(>il 

^-rTirr, 5,#,rrrv u' ,fT<;o 

ie i V>J 2 '_Clinu i <$<t)lV>; 9 j| 

t. f ^4i^( fi_«siar>6Si 

GifhfT(^l65T 1 l-D GsiuUjlD QJfQ^lplb ^GTT 

G^hnct- —*uij /*>Tji /k tli Ol injti; 

£>l Gg>fI€fT 5 « 9 >AljLlfTCSRjn! 

-.{ii r. hV-Tuu/KCctyT’ 

Like churning the ocean and tilling 
the pot with ambrosia, 1 melted out 
my bodv, opened my mouth, drank 
deep and filled myself with you. 
O Lord with mountain like arms, 
bearing the discus and the bow! 
Now the evil-intending Yama cannot 
enter the bounds ol my domain. (4) 

Ouneini.TMBi.a, »la,nOTn(i)'l iBCg, 

fQ(T)ib <rup 2_63 '!)&>&<!$) 1 = • r 7 6 \J. 

- '- n 4 > 1 lff>rrsnjr(v,l eTfajr fT^rrGii&if)' jhcd 

, rjiT .^■ti^’TfK) <£ vV* fj 3»G -9s ., 63* 


£_63T6!DQT4> O&irCiTCT^ 6T63T<|[)|6il 6iT>6u4'^‘ >, 2> 6 ^ T * 
6T63TCT363TiL|lb 2_C3T63flcb GOT J 

CTC3T ^LlUd! GT63T ^)^ITjieG«5>^rt! 

CT63T 2__uS1it 4> (‘JirTGLlCMCGST 1 

Like rubbing nugget on a touchstone 
to check its purity, I have rubbed 
your name on my longue. Forever, 

I have placed you in myself and myself 
in you. My Lord Hrishikesa my 
Father, my Guardian-spirit! (5) 

£> CTT 63)| C3~| L_ LU 

6p>63TIpl 6£>lJ)lujfTtf>CU GTGvamib 

<n63TOT^6im_ uj QfT5(cV,<f?c9>iburrcv 

6T^4>^G#>fTG33TCL 
LD631 <£Hl Phi* GU6UPil<CT>tf»4> 

'JWgst ^fjmn rhibL 1 ?! 

6ii£?g,i c^ii'Gt i0iDnfjT! 
uTI^^SU u . in^63Tn-l‘ 

Like inscriptions on the temple wall, 

I have written into my heart, all the 
valiant deeds of yours without 
omission. O Lord Rama who wielded 
the axe to subdue insolent kings! 
My Master! Having come unto me, 
now where can you go? (fa) 

t li'f^LJL ®>UJGU Gl 

I p WiTlq U I IT Vet IflGU 

GulToSljb^) 

Cu'Cvj Gi ifTThl-T^nud; 

LD(f^>LJi_| '-OS’u n4>S> n G! 

(TT^TjrjJ 6T6CR^J 2-631 tfl 1 tfiClfl 
2_ (TT^U Gl rfjfTfifiK* 631631631 

s> «nfft 4>£n . u.t' i^t'. ou i . 

Like the Pandya king planting his fish- 
emblem flag on the high mountain, 
my Lord, you too have planted your 
auspicious lotus-feet on my head. 
My tongue is swollen with reciting 
your names incessantlv. You have 
taken me into your sen-ice! (7) 
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Mftdnjng,,* un&U(i) 

SSJ CI&muftirA cnsuag,, cr* 
““WMSldiCa, 

Qaiaruj; rribiSI-jnsir! 
"*»<«* jBAq, Qft*** 
*®,* w *“i>M 9(9* 

***<** 

^JbKh^ojCsjr! 

Making less of your love for Ananta and 

7* a ’ ^° u . have entered intc 
) heart and given me a new life. Ms 
01 ’ m Y heart melts, my eyes shec 
tears of joy. Contemplating you 
have ended my miseries. O Lord 
bearln g the discus! ^ 

oaitU ai-tSI* uAnf) 
u,9a,sfilu@ «j«q,ajg )a i, CTsi , 
mraia, ftusStcu ojtrjp 
lomu LBomrrcn tr,ihiS! 

Sofia ai_Goj! acsflff a , L Cij! 

Sofl a_svCa! etrarg, ctsjrrru 
t-ora 0 @i_u>rru, @C)Aa 

s>-ora 0 a.fljjgj 

O Bridegroom-Lord! You gave ut 
rechnmg in the Ocean of Milk, anc 

au ^ mb 
V™ ^GMmnu, Cun*® 

•a^Slv, eo, Gon^l ^ 

WL *r« , ‘* ^©iacipii 
_ '“a 15 '' gucufjm j^glu^O) 

Vr«*'* st*u(ko 

os ITS fc uw , OT( . (Ui 

S 0 ‘„S‘ spo,l " s n »e Wm, 

^.^, ppe „« >na p». 


brightly in my heart. Casting aside the 
Northerly Milk Ocean, the high 
Vaikunta, the walled city of Dvaraka, 
and many such places of abode, you 
have chosen to live in me! (io) 


Csuujit anaash 0 eosfei a-iSsft 

60110^13,0,017 lOO(I|SCs 

GanuSleuQaacsnt. C*nsueu«n«T& 

GlamSiingjsrflft ttfxCleuojSOTOTnons,, 
^ojrrgjrjfflrin) G&nsnsu 




ancnuj Cunsuu uin_ ffusvcumi 
an(ipii c&IGsjiaaiiaGcn. 

Gopala, the dark cloud-hued Lord 
the cowherd-chief, the king-of- 
celestials, has his temple in the Jecva 
0 V ™nuchitta, scion of the Vevar 
dan. These songs in his praise are like 
Am rut am for the learned. Those who 
can sing tt will become inseparable 

from the lord, like his shadow P (11) 


Alvar ‘ s Lotus Feet on,- Refuge 


The Maidens’ Vow 

Tiruppavai of A ndal 


Invocation 

£™&l^3,677,2,0, 

. a -fi) l >-LJfT5,Uj A(fK€Kb6!J9TU) 

urrarm^ UJlij ^ 

. 6njl^^,d) ^ig,u.»nu uji 

Gru <,Sbn ^^€4unujmij crvrjggl r&ftcrfl^ib 
% uifTueunjg, a.fjbjQui unii&Cgi 

( °«><Taog>stucnuj 5,70^2,102,11, 

L4,UJ 6JGun6TVj3j| L4,tu ! 

My obeisances, over and over again 

to Goda, singer-of-beautiful-songs, 
who wakes Krishna sleeping on the 
mountain-like bosom of Nila to 
remind him of his duties, and enjoys 
his company by force. 
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^OTCSTSDIUSO Hgjsnsu 

^ rj Si <t &> (g) u 

u«jfig)i u«uu$ujii> - 

C3T Csf) 63> ^ UJ H CO 

uitu,A Qa,n02,a"CT jj^umonaxw y,LDrra>cu 
j* )l ,.a,Cla.ii04,an<=n« n 3 Qarnwgi). 

Andal of fertile fields - Puduvai -praise 
be to her - sang for Arangar the 
Tiruppavai of poetic grandeur woven 
into a garland of songs of sweet 
melody; and also gave him the garland 
of flowers worn by her. 
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O fair-bangled Maiden ! You made 
love through a garland of flowers 
sanctified with songs of the ancient 
Pavai custom! You fervently willed 
to be married to the lord. May we 
ever remember you. 

Margalittingal | Bouli | Adi 

U>fTn<M£l£> $ri»J0*ciT U>$ 
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In the month of Margali of auspicious 
bright moon day, bejewelled girls 
who would join us for the bath! - come 
along. Graceful-girls-of-A\ ppadt 


cowherd clan, Sweet-little-ones! 
Narayana is the son of Nandagopa 
renowned for his sharp spear and 
fierce deeds; he is the darling-child, 
lion-cub of beautiful-eyed Yosoda. Out 
dark-hued, lotus-eyed, radiant moon¬ 
faced lord alone will grant us out 
boons. Girls come assemble, and win 
the world’s praise. (1) 

Vaiyattu | Vasanta \ Adi 

ananus 1 § 3 i ajnipefirra.nsn 1 jbnypio [bii 

Gtftuiqib ^Qif)ciT*^<!J>KTT urnbfl»L-g^i<rn 
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CTubi inQifruj. 

O People-of-the-world, pray hear about 
the vows we undertake. Singing the 
praise of the lord who sleeps in the Ocean 
of Milk, we shall abstain from milk and 
Ghee, and bathe before dawn. We shall 
not line our eyes with collyrium, nor 
adorn our hair with flowers. Refraining 
from forbidden acts, avoiding evil 
tales, we shall give aims and charity in 
full measure, and pray for the elevation 
of spirit. Let us rejoice. (2) 

Ongi | A rabbi \ Adi 
e_cu(g) .SNCT&a, Ct ,n i miq 
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tha, arr ° ws casl i ro m his Sarnga bow, 
ba?h T t0 ? T ay live ' and enjov the 

bath-festival of Margali. (4) 

Mayanui \ Sri | Adi 
gsi LtisSrgjj tuuir.gjiujie «^uii,2,s3ssjt4- 

U0jg^ .nuptnOTg, 

catrwoni, 
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CTiiunetirru'. 

n we comt Pure and strew fresh 
lowers, with songs on our lips and 
eehng ln ou hearts, and offer praise 
H h l° lned hands to our lord 
am° ara - the prince of Northern 

Ma hura who haunts the clean banks 

bon sTV n , VCrYami ' na --ht,was 

and who was th' lh , ecow, ierd slan. 
womb 1 hc ’? wcl ot llis mother's 
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win a: * ee s ’ a ud even what remains 

& ^ ^ lkt ' COUon unto f' rc - 
mc ’let us praise him! (5) 
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QiDOTGtt e&l 1 ^ Cuii^tjeu^ 

2_GTTCTUi> (gjSrfl frjfcgl I - '.tCou'tA 

(jubufTCU nuj. 

Look, the birds have begun their 
morning song. Child, arise! Do you 
not hear the great booming sound of 
the snow-white conch in the temple ol 
Vishnu, King of the birds? He who 
drained the ogress Putana’s poisoned 
breasts, and kicked the cart that 
ran amuck, lies reclining in the Milk 
Ocean. Sages and Yogis hold him 
in their hearts and gently rise, uttering 
‘Hari’, the deep sound that enters our 
hearts and makes us rejoice! (6) 

Kichn kubit \ Bbairavi \ Misra Chapu 

£& && £Tcjrn)i erf^(£)i£i 

t’uitlsai CctcA^ijcmii GtfiiliqeincoCujfT ? 

Guiin’i Oi lowCrasi! 

5,IT.‘T.ir ,9<TiLiL|Tli 

■iiInB rV.JjjfSj |d>]ipGV ITT *fl UJ fl fr.ff,a.' 
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G&iui) a.. GTOc uj ftuj ! nr> c^Ucunn 

GTLTH iTTGlJTTlij. 

Devilish girl! Do you not hear the 
screeching sounds of grey-birds 
chattering loudly? Do you not hear 
the churning sound from the 
butterpail of fragrant-haired 
milkmaids, their bangles and charms 
jingling merrily as they 
churn? O Nobly-born girl, do you still 
lie in bed listening while we stand and 
sing the praises of Narayana, Kesava? 
Bright girl! Open the door, quick!(7) 

Kilvanam \ Danyasi \ Adi 

^iLs.incjnii icn^n^j, ii(nyep>\D 4lO)i 

.ij.u ■ "•u ip i if*iv .iy i»«n /Knv»i}"o'; 2. crtinTT 
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GufTQjrTGTT CurT^OTTITJfTGingij Cu fT£> FUDGVJ 

O. £2_G3TCD QT<9) 

<5<rj.CL|6urrc3T Gujbgji r£lGJTC<T)rrLb; C^jfTgjfbcuth 

fi_£iT> L_UJ 

LjnQjniij! GT^ipjb<$rjfuij, tjniq.u uGnp 

(pi Oi fTfcddl ^^1 

LOfT GUfTiu iSlffrTJbSrr^CTT iDC\J60Cr>fJ lOfTiliq-UJ 

Oocsur^ n^mh CasS)g>g>nGb, 

.S^GUfT GTCTTJJI ^fjrTlUfb^l ' GlCGUfTIT 

GUDUnOlfTUJ. 

The Eastern horizon whitens, water 
buffaloes wander out to graze the dew- 
tipped morning grass. The other girls 
were keen to go; we made them wait, 
and came to call you. Dainty girl, 
wake up and join our chorus. The lord 
of gods ripped the horse’s jaws and 
killed the wrestlers. If we go and 
approach him with our prayers, 
he will listen in attention, and 
bestow his grace. (8) 

Tutnani | Hamir Kdlyani | Adi 

#j(TiOG3at! vJrnt fl .rrrrpiib Gffluio, 

lEJTi nil AUlipg, £>|u9cvj .^Gffx.’iKJTf.tDGV. 

i f> feWI GH Gn (TV) li) 

tnrTtna63T irt^CGn 1 U)Grof)& 4V.g>cuu> #•.nen 

^rnoinuj, 

£>rrii?rr? GT^uilSGgnV 2 63T iDAGiT 

ih n cut 

asncntnOmn? ^arrr/S1 GKogdSIGi n‘. 

.^inrr.'Tj^GGufT? 
Gjuui Qt i(rv ) fbgju9c\i inn-.^laiS i uli rrCcnn? 
,nn irtnutf-TP inng>cn)Girr gicstiji «iG3Tfr)i 

(Kntnib ueu quo *v»cartrrji crCiaxin 

gt iD i 1 n Oil»rf uj . 

O Cousin sleeping in a sparkling hall 
on a soft bed with lamps glowing 
and incense wafting all around! Pray 
unlatch your belled door. My good 
Aunt, prav wake vour daughter. Is she 
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mute, or deaf, or fatigued, or has a 
spell been cast on her? Let us chant 
“Wonder lord!", “Madhava!”, “Vaikunta- 
dweller!”, and many such names! 
Come, join us! (9) 

Notrucchuvarkkam \ Todi \ Adi 

Crbiijjus aeuna&ib q^ciinj ^ibiDorri! 
u>n 2)!D(Jpib g,nijnCijrr sunacu £lrriaM 0 > nn? 
tbnppg, gjLpmu (ipn jbrtgtriussjTrii siiiBirtu 
Guirpjnj UCT p qOTTGSsflujfflmcu; 

Licnrgl cg^gjinriT 
■""•ihiDs^lsjr aimueSifii^ ©uiuatjsirngjii) 
a_OT«,Cs. Qu02>g)uSl«u i 5^dT 
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^SffiiDiiriu cujgij $ 5 } - cjCgoitit 

CTliufTcuniu. 

O Cousin entering high heaven 
through vows, will you not answer, 
nor open the doors? In the days of 
y° r e, the demon-king Kumbhakarna 
fell into the jaws of death through 
our blessed boon giver, Narayana, 
who wears the fragrant Tulasi on 
ms crown. But did the demon then 
transfer his sleep to you? O Rare- 
gem of immense stupour! Come 

quickly, open the door! ( 10 ) 

Ntimkkaravai | Huseni \ Misra 

Chapu 

6t o,(Qca'K»iia, 0 >cnnnii 0 >cn ucu Anjjjgjj 
“ lfl ii!T)nrt ^trrjeo Qsotjji Q fl 0 o 

o 1 0 u.i m ib 

ffptcairpj @cC.cuira, Cftirisusung,^ 

GtongjOs, niqClu' 

' Itunoat HOUDuaCsc! Cung, 0 ni, 
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QpD ®' i Mot* 
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^fbfD^Cg) GujnC^j, QflCUGUl'j Q U C33TL_rTillft! j£ 
^rbsj «»(£, q u ff^CTT? - CjCcUfTIT 

ctihi • it o 1 rn£j. 

O Golden bower of the faultless Kovalar 
lolk who milk many herds of cows, and 
battle victoriously in wars. O Snake- 
slim-waisted peacock-damsel! Come join 
us- The neighbourhood's playmates 
have all gathered in your portico to 
s >ng the names of the cloud-hued lord. 
You lie, not moving, not speaking. 
C? wealth-favoured girl, what sense 
does this make? Come quickh ! (ID 


. II l lUWI 


lUllit ’ » 


Slcmsingjg^ (ipcjicu cuiflGuj urccu 

^r^Aatij! 

uGirfl^, go cinp rQcjr Gvnofr) o,cr> l_ i_»rf)rf)l. 
^cn^^lafTrtcvj Q&cbt ^cuniicy^A^. (l0>mDfr«>G3T0 

G/jaxp 

tocngjgjj^,^ ,^«f)um«r^c3Tu urn 6141 b Ciimi' 

^1 jt) cm ^ uj : 

gjftcvr CT^r»j^(jn U j t cidncn (*i in 

SL.fOAdMb* 

&<***&& gcoc^n^ . ^nn 

GTtbt JfT«urTOJ. 

^ ^L StC f J fortune-favoured 
1 °" J: r ^ w ho owns cows with 
-tun t ss compassion, that pour milk 
rom t ieir udders, at the very thought 
ot then calves, slushing the cowshed! 

e stand at your doorstep with de*’ 
dropping on our heads. Come open 
> our mouth and sing the praise of the 
I dear to our heart, who in anger 
stew the demon-king of Lanka. At least 
n°w > w ake up, why this heavy sleep? 

l °P e ln neighbourhood know 
about you now! (\ 7) 
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PMlinvai | Athana | Misra Chapu 

ijftft C3~* tj3~t 

Gu<TlLi 

.S* OT fl.** erAwn©* U<ra.«**««nb 

Slsuaicrfl s_nj<i^!b!p); 

MS h(gv,ih i'ci.iii'ta 9,n.*r; Cungiaifla. 

o,ejji«®if'cii'niLi! 

(Athena. ©ctHos. ©« r, ‘~2>*' & 17 " 1 "C® 
uchsrfU ^ua^Cujir? uno.iri! § 

f£> €3T CJT IT CTT fT <t\J 

achcmb ®^'i’5>Si *«u!bfti - cjGcunii 

CTihuncjirriLi. 

All the little ones have reached the 
place of worship singing the praise ot 
[he lord who killed the demon 
Ravana and ripped the beaks ol the 
demon-bird Bakasura. The morning- 
snr has risen and lhc evening-star 
has set. O Maiden with eyes that excel 
the lotus bud, do you si ill be in 
bed instead of immersing yourself 
in the cool waters on this auspicious 
day? Give up your shamelessness 

and join us. 0^) 

lineal Piilailckadat | Amt ml a 
Bbairavi 1 Misra Chapu 

i . nil (h L\ CP tp 0 > 9 s GT>« f> &> fT» -» & $)\ 

(ftjnfifjlujC* 

r.iinui * c^OlJCO CllHU: 

^svihiSlcr 0«iT<arn; 

U ."m* *' ****** 

Ct ifTfOain^n; 


CTOAcncn (ipsjremfc cryiu' to'iw * 1 a " 7u ' ® 
g > «M4,ltU>! 



cttf.i fn<a«n.j. 


The white lilt blossoms of the night 
have closed The red lotus blossoms 


in the garden pond have opened. 

The sacred temple ascetic with white 
teeth and russet cloth has gone to 
blow the temple conch. Wake up. 

Shameless-girl-with-brazen-tongue; 

vou spoke of waking us early . 
Come, sing the praise of the lotus- 
eyed lord who bears the discus and 

the conch on lofty hands. ( 14 ) 

Elle | Begada | Misra Chapu 

stsuCoj! @«nSi£laflCuj! ^gdnariD 

s^rDej^^Ciun! 

^lci> CTfiSrrpj ^€ff)tpCuitf3nSl65i, Ib^ssriAiKn. 

Cuna,ni£li3iCrDai; 
oviGvcneu s_ot ucraiGu si-di 

siimii <©t^lg>ich; 
yi T l o G« 1T c&yuSl®*. 

girijeniu $> Cun^nuj, s> iiya.© eianssi Cengi 

SL-CJPl CTUlf? 

mcu&i(T<<*)tf> Cl miganCri"? Cl iiuMj"", Ci mjigi/ 

(TT GSV &>O A <T CTT 

GVQJ ALcncs* ClAnciimncncsT ■n'T^rnncana 
iriTfpfpi 

su<0iun«nS3i iDimaifflnu u.i® - oCsonn 

iTTlbl UTWlRUJ. 

“What is this. Pretty Parrot! Are you 
still sleeping?" 

“Do not use icy words. Sisters, I am 
coming”. 

“You are the harsh tongued one, we 
have known you long enough . 

“Oh, your words are stronger still, 
just leave me alone!’ 

“Why this aloofness, come join us 
quickly”. 

“Has everyone come?" “Everyone 
has come, count for yourself!”. 

“Let us all join in chorus and sing 
of the lord who killed the strong 
] elephant Kuvalavapida in rut, and the 
I demon king Kamsa”. (15) 
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Nayakami | Mohana | Adi 

w!u;, 

wc ““- 4 

^ £i|S . « * 
p\ ✓-> CT LOu rrcunuj 

^ ^ate-keeDpr ^ 

decked with bells T ' d °° r 

where l ° Ur ° rd Na ndagop 

V« d " " S ' nd “'8' % M 
Pron'ist loT S ™‘ h “'; d lord 8 "' 

Pure of h ee US ' bave com 
do noi Mn t0 Sln8hls reve 'he. Pra 
unlatehTj 1 US ^ ° Noble ° a < 
let us enter!' ^ fr ° nt - d °° r 3 " 


Ambarame \ Kalyani \ Adi 

Q “<SW"* WbBfiiynjwort ^ 
* '* lJ ™ nn(h (S CT«u*>rub Qftir^Cg 

CT.hr i ^S)cn 

-© «ID>A» 9 «£ * 

5 p-U)uA CanmnCerrl „ 

*■“ *-»«!«, - e , 

r ra r w,k, up! Ludy “ 


light-and-fragrance of the cowherd- 
clan, wake up. O King-of-celestials, 
who ripped th rough space and spanned 
the worlds; O pure-golden-feet, our 
wealth, Baladeva! We pray that you 
and your brother sleep no longer. (17) 


Undu 1 Saveri \ Adi 

a-2>g,i U)g, axrtflibjD^T t^Lii® CsnOTsuca,^ 
2>!ba Ca>nuneo®r ib^ido-Got! jbUiSlOTOTitu,! 
a,g3®ib asotigii) ©tP 1 ^' * < m L $2> s u ,T| u: 

CAfTL^) ^ G<ni£0>g)€tf ■h^G^n, 
inn ^cfil L *, 

UJbgjGVjGlDGVJ LlGU^ffGU (£p U$l GU^'QT fTj & GTT 

An.€£)63T jjrTGrn. 

UlbihrTn cfillJoSH 2_<OT GljIT 

u rri_<9 

0&{£>e)iniiGni]6> e^<9>ujn-cu &n qigjx^j 

(jpcOuu 

a< Jbg i) ^JD6UfriLi LD^lLprv,^ - gjGgu n it 

GTldu fTQj rruj. 

Open the door, Nappinnai, 
Daughter-in-law of the might}' 
Nandagopala who has big elephants. 
O Lady with fragrant locks, look, the 
cock crows; birds of many feathers 
c nrp sweetly, on the Madavi bower. 

Lady with ball-clasping slender 
nigers, pray come and open the 
• ° or . w dth your lotus-hands, your 
jew eled bangles jingling softly, that 
we may sing your husband’s praise, 
with pleasure. no} 


©a®. «»«*», CwnLQA*"* 

n . r . estiLm cuCu>? 

n ®*® u © s#wM{i , Cu5S o 
° ■ SMeu " Jbui 90 ica.cn 

Q «3> TT r^l <3T> &, G tD 

‘ iDnnun! 6>jnu‘j^lrr>Qjfiuj 
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smog, S 

GTg,g,6n63T GurT0[jU> d^JliSloJ ^ )L - 1 — 

5,rTcniT, 

OHM. 

sagjsuib, dt® 1 ©! ® aSM " GTV “ a,n ' T 

GTLDLJ fTCU fTUJ , 

Speak, O Lord sleeping in a room with 
a lamp of oil burning softly, on a soit 
cotton mattress over an ornate 
bed, resting the flower-coiffured 
Nappinnai’s breasts on your flower- 
chest! Look, O Collyrium-anointed 
wide-eyed Lady Nappinai, you do 
not let your spouse rise even for a 
moment. Your unwillingness to 
part with him, even once, is neither 
fair nor just. ( 19 ) 

.1 luppattu | Sencurutti 1 Misra Chapa 

(ipuug,$l (SHlDIjiWig) W®" ClOOTSI 

g,,ju\b a,£SlR*@)ib a>«S'C“ J ! «iIuS1gu sripmu; 
Ooui-ui) a-Cnt-uifTiu' ^pev n_«mi_-iliniu! 

Jitiuuuib diliDCun* g>|u5leu ^npnu-t; 

OtfULJ ^«T63T QtOCTT CWcijQJfftU 

rfeOiSfflTOicn ^>0Ccu! guuSlw 

CTLpfTUJ ; 

a-^aypii) a,C.Ou(isifliqii fi>E>gii a- 1 * 

UJ 6731 n cn GT> ti3T 

c’-i>csn,x> c^ilf - 6jCcL»nn 
sribunojfuu. 

Wake up, O Warrior who leads the 
hosts of thirty-three celestials and 
allays their fears! Wake up, O Strong 
One, Mighty One, Pure One, who 
strikes terror in the hearts of the 
evil! Wake up, O full-breasted 
Lady Nappinnai with slender waist 
and coral lips! Give us your fan and 
t our mirror, and let us attend on 
your husband now. 


Etra \ Nadanamakriya 1 Misra Chapu 

SJjTjrT) S.Gufi&e'l er^lrr £lum'i)<£l iSgil aiofij'J 
axrrbpnCa ureO GWnflimb aisratsu Qu©u) 

pu ucn»_^g,rT«RfT id ft Gear! ^rgleupmu; 

oGTr ppib 2_«sni_ujfTiLj! Qurfltumu! 

G^b^nSED'-omLi iS^P *t-Ctj! gjiuSleu cypntu; 
LDfTrrjrofrn 2_6Ji*(£) QJ5® Cl&irai'Svpgi! 2 _®t 
€ nfT5fb<5><nrijT 

Gu<£>g>J 2- 1 * <W->®3fUtu> n Gu nC«u 
GmjrjnSl tumb sujjC&mb L|* i p&#.l - sjCcv"" 
ffTib u next ruu. 

Wake up, O Son-of-the-cowherd- 
chief, svho bears prized cows that 
pour milk incessantly into canisters 
over- flowing. Wake up, O Strong 
One, O Great One, svho stands like 
a beacon to the world. We stand at 
your door like vassals who accept 
defeat and come to pay homage to 
you. We come praising you: Glory 
be to your feet. (-*) 

Angantna \ Yamunakalyani \ 

Misra Chapa 

IDfT |£T}CTGug>0J &1J0* ^ iS^LDUGJI 
unaftiDnuj cupgjj uGTTGrflftftiliq £) 

<9nijftib ^)0UufT«T Currcb Gu-bgji 

^c^GuuOuujG^fTib; 
(AjujS, amomujO y,u GunGo.. 

Glaibiacwi iftfrus i'rfilGa, cnbCujcu 

^IfhiA^ib €T(i§!T, 5 »rTjbGurT€v> 

^ibiAGor iol«fbfT«7n0 tnnijftc;TT<.a.ixicv> 

Gpnft(tf)<$Cuj<>v>, 

CTr^i.'hGnGiucO «5ni-iu> ojOgv» rrrr 

erriboncufTiLj. 

Like the great kings of the wide world, 
who came in hordes and stood humbly 
at your bedstead, we have come to you. 
May your lotus bud-like eyes open 
slowly on us, forming like the mouth 
I of dancer’s ankle-bells. May the gaze 
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of y° ur ttt ;° e >' es fall upon us like 
Jhe Sun and the Moon risen together 
Ma f the curse on us be lifted. § ( 22 )' 

Manmalal I P “*naga Varali | Adi 

Csurfl «-*• « 4 >/cK^ 

GP>fi jQiaq* mDuucd,^' 

Gu ^©- G - G ~ * 

^rfluj v *» nu H a-CDi_uj 

- 

p. . CTihuaGuaiu. 

ofvnn • , ' 1 ^ a ’f luec l Lord! Pray come out 
- lilr, * S chamber and grace us, - 
birlri ' 1 '? rcc ' on l l lat lay sleeping, 
_ i Cn m lke cavernous mountain-den, 
^ng now with fiery eyes, raising 
s mane and shaking all over, then 
yawning, stretching its back, and 
pepping out. Ascend your majestic 
ion-throne and inquire of us t he purpose 
0 our visit. Grace us. (23) 


Anrivvulakam \ Kurinji | 
Kbanda Cbapu 

•=^' ;n !5J ,§i«u S-Guaii ^cnijjOjniij! ,~<iq. Cijrrn>r5tl 
'°iSOTir ) | Q;S,eSt«ifl«unjcr)3, Qsn)rrjnu, 1 

©Go Gumj)jg|| 

Cli jrr«ijT)S s_on5,aftcruj! Curnijrfjl 

thGirtry fatjessfIcufT <rrr61fb£,nu'j! aipcu Ci Jnrr>rf>| 

( S*DI ©"nvitcrsTglfl^R/j! (2)SOTlil Cu^j 

'oIguotijd USD® Gl«.(5la.0ii) rglejronauStGu 
ewaj, Mr CwwCui V g,£\u 

, CT >i>un6imuj. 


your strength that destroyed Lanka as 
Kodanda Rama. Glory be to your fame 
that smote the bedevilled cart as Krishna 
in the cradle. Glory be to your feet that 
threw and killed the de mon-calf 
Vatsasura. Glory be to your merit that 
held the mountain Govardhana as an 
umbrella. Glon- be to your spear that 
overcomes all evil. Praising you always 
humbly we have come to you for boons. 
Bestow you r compassion on us. (2 4) 

Orutti | Bebag \ Adi 


iDifhCTtfTiLi Gii^ng#, 

sfldUnsomsr ^4 2 ,nar 

iSlranpuiSt^gja 

QJ u9l fOr^lcv > 

Qr£>0UM 

. &..<&€*.*-.51 

#«!»&&& a0 £! 

0(5ibS>*» Cao^j, ^ 

5TlXiUfTCUiraj. 

Devil/k*rth m an °nymiiy as 

Devakis child, and overnight grew up 

incogmtoasyasoda'seiuid, -L wh o 

md e ki lh |i t, Sp0t kin 8 Kamsa’s Plans 
and kindled fire in his bowels, — you 

our master. We have come to 
Pay respects to you. Grant us your 
avour ol measureless wealth and 
essed service, that we may end our 
sorrow and rejoice. ( 2 5) 


Male | Kuntalavarali \ Adi 

MinGco! ir>cur.lf!cu tfl&Tcnp It! i D ri n .q, vf-,1 igii 

JWjQsii'TgSt 

Cmssxwuirrfr CUiiiQ.orT9,CTi Gonsjtflj'IsiiQT. 

Ga l iq Guicvi: 

(CT,neqg,ffi7ia sTcusuqii fiptreCisiJsat 

U(T(sO t^lG3T6>fT (jhOTrTCJfnfijjg-jl 

u ruCTjoasarafi a ,Q u , 
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Cucicucusst aiiiO.iiiac’ 1 Cuiriiiuun® 

03 gni_ujgjrGcu 

aneuu Qu(2,ld ucnpCaj, uaieoMW© 

^iSD^uunLia, 

Carcu rflsnftC*. c&jiuaiCin; 

awSl* gjcrxw antin'. <SHS«* ' _ 

snbuircurTUj. 

Gem hued lord who slept as a child on 
,i fig leaf during Pralaya, the great 
deluge! We have performed the 
Margali rites as our elders decreed. 
Now hear what we want: conches like 
your milk-white Panchajanya which 
reverberates through all creation with 
its booming sound, a big wide drum, 
and singers who smg Pallandu, a hi lglu 
lamp, festoons and flags, — O Lord, 
grant us these. (- f> ) 

Kadarai \ Purvi Kalyani \ Adi 

sr, i nam Glsiifc.iyun ,fl,rrtfil j,@n! 

lj 

uni^u ucniujmb «iup 0i£itLn«*tb; 

' ifVtlf-T»r vtC* fj>S3in3 
_^,Cu3, Cg>a6TTcu«n6nCtu, Q$nv*i. , 

ufi L ^Cio, <n«jrp ^(3ftoriu u go 0,c»gp|ib 

Lurni) ^ewflCcymb j 

«j OT u a_0uGunih r iSIfiSiCcw urtjj 

( 1/7 nirji 

(jpu Gljbiu ©I.nijgil (ipip™® 10 - «u;JS'«>"ri* 

iq uSl^)5?5il (ir.Gitl PTn&l * Sj'vpt^JniT 

dvii 11 iraiiuu r 

O Govinda who brings disparate hearts 
together! See what fortunes we 
have gained by singing your praise 
everywhere. Jewels of woild-fame 
Sudakam-bang ,f “ Tolvalai-amulets, 
Todu-ear-rings, Sevippu ear-tops, 
Patakam-anklets and many others 
that we delight in wearing; clothes 
and finery, then sweet milk-food 
served with Ghee that flows down 
the elbow: together we shall sit and 
enjoy these, in peace. ( 27 ) 


Karavaikal | Kamboji \ Adi 

apansuasit iSlsir Oeargi atisjub GaiiAjgJ 

<2_OT3 T GufTti>. 

£>OT1plh gjCUGUfTg> 

£>_ G3Xd?> £31 CiD G3T U 

LSljjeSl Gunr)ii>2>® nraT> a i_jcret«sjflci.>ii ujrab 
&_«r>i_GujiTii>; 

^srpa, ig>G3Tj)(ib S'Cusu'ia Ca>rTs£ln! 

<r> ^Tff.CT-GcaTtrG' 

a. jiGaisu ©isj® fgtP*® 0 ’ f?iP uin 8 lj; 

ai^'u-irra iSdransnftCannh ^lariStauiev 

ifjDiCufr ^ia')pa>s.®v«v| , -D #!0iu©«nrTCa> 
JgsmjDCtin' § ^crjtTiL u«ntD - <gG«>rtrr 

CTlbu (TQJfTlU. 

Let us follow the cows into the forest 
and eat together while they graze. LX' e 
are privileged to have you born among 
us simple cowherd- folk. O Faultless 
Govinda! Our bond with you is eternal. 
Artless children that we are, out ot 
love we called you petty names; 
pray do not be angry with us. O Lord, 
grant us our boons. ( 28 ) 

Chitrancbiru 1 Malayamamtam 1 Adi 

dH/D/DtS) ^IfTjjibflGGV) a_63TChests 

GflcSlgjjftj, SL CST 

^unrr>fnriLD<J«na cSH'qGuj Cunjrjpib Cl uri(fTj<iii 

GACTTfTLU ; 

Til. J0jX>cb G Lf, a J 5l£}| 

lSllT)fli>gil £ 

(^0>CfDGU6u Cl fh n611 finn idco 

Cl in^tTgj; 

^tpcnrDu i j6iniT)Q5>rTSTrcuiTG-3T ftncffur 

CdHiTr^fil 5>g)fT! 

GT(T>6.DID-93^hfi> 6JIJ> lil JOGlS) 

g> OT^ti3lCfi#» n ^jl 

2_fT)CfT)nCui ^Gojnib; sl_cdt 5A»#> rb^tb 

-Z^llQfiFluCcajmb ; 
LDfhcmnn 5>ih vnmn.fp] crt^cv.ifl'n 

cmbLifroirTUj. 

Govinda! In the wee hours of the 
morning we have come to worship you 
and praise your golden lotus-feet; prav 
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hear our purpose. You were born in 

reLeTo an ’ " y0U Cannot 
refuse to accept our service to you 

Know that these goods are not what 

ZtZ ^ Thr ° Ugh 'iJe 

vou and We W0Uld be cl ™ to 
:J • and , serve you alone. And if our 
desires be different , nQ 11 our 
change them. ’ y ° U 

Vangakkadal \ Surati | Misra Chapa 

^ uu jOs"* 

-rf,_ • „ Gtsnang, Clstrsitetr 

epco^d, ft o Ljn c,. 

© urfldJr a_GnguuniT prrflrjcroTQ mncO 
n . Cl) tpO i rj fh Cg> rT€TT 

Q«cu«u£ 

^(^jcu^en ^)csrm^j< 

CTir. i ifTGl 


CTLDU fTQj PUJ . 


his is a garland of thirty songs of 
aultless Sangam Tamil on how the 
moon-faced be jewelled maidens 
praised the lord and got their boons, 
sung by Pattarbiran’s daughter Kodai, 
Ooda, of lotus-wafting cool-watered 
Puduvai fame; by the grace of the 
mighty-four armed, beautiful-eyed, 
gracious-faced Tirumal, those who 
sing it with joy shall find eternal 
bliss everywhere. ( 30 ) 

Benediction 

4\ (5) u..m«»oi tipuugini Clo 1 ji^lon„cn 

CD n l^IGuj 

Clunlujnyis»ntiClij(j)Qj D Q^Q ua j 1Il ^| c jT Cnsn 

QjnjMatlJ 

'bniypG&MhlO} l96jrT63TrT«5TfTCn 
curripCuj 


t?(2> ^£‘2^ 2>mbu0>Og ) f»Qr* ) 

ciifti^lCu» 

acijTwaf) s <fK rr^^Gifl rrcrr 

cu ni^Gu.) 

LD(^jCl)fTlTJltb ^i^jlOCucSI G1J6TT f^rruj ClJ rTi^lCuJ 
C&.TGTfg, 1 D 6 OIT 

curn£)Cuj. 

Long live the One who descended on 
Earth on Adi Puram day! 

Long live the One who sang the thirty 
songs of Tiruppavai! 

Long live the daughter born to and 
brought up by Periyalvar! 

Long live the sister of Perumbudur 
Muni, Ramanuja! 

Long live the one who sang the one 
hundred and forty three Nacchiyar 
Tirumoli Pasurams! 

Long live the one who offered with 
joy her garlands to the lord of 
Arangam! 

Long live the maiden who was born 
m the fertile land of Tirumalli! 

Long live the lotus feet of Kodai of 
tamed Puduvai nagar, Villiputtur! 


Andal s Lotus Feet our Refuge 

Poems of the Lord’s Bride / 

Nacchiyar Tirumoli of 
Andal 

Invocation 

5 >ncn 2,"u>«n(r CuJto ^yjajtrC^lo, 

•®ra'gj«in SOTI 6 j;i 
■ '.d.cffl tbni ffcwlL ^ tauSleC CWtilu,,*.™ 
*> u ”** u 
• SUU.’T . ri- : * 
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The slim princess of Malli land, beautiful 
as a peacock, sweet companion ot the 

lady-on-the-fresh-lotus Lakshmi, 

beacon of the Puduvai clan, became the 
bride of the cowherd lord Krishna. 

1 / A petition to the god of love 

Tatyont | Savert \ Adi 

ana, §>(*> S>eni 

o,srot oGOTuCmh mnil ^pdiainsn 

guj rtji«Ttn IDGS3TCU Qo>a<OTT0 
&HP& Ispe,® 

^ C3T ni th C a, GUtT! 

si_iuj<rnib ^,ii)Ca*nG«uiT? srffliiru Clair«0«51 

a_6srcjiejTU4ib e_ibiSlcnuju4ir 
OojOjjj&i ^ Sip*' E-^iP 5**1* «"* 
CcuntiAi « u n 5( a,<rTC5'cnc'’ 

In the months of early Spring, seeking 
the elevation of spirit, I sweep the Earth, 
deck the street, and spread the beautiful 
Mandala. O Bodiless god-of-love, 

I worship you and your brother Syama. 
Direct me to the, lord of the radiant 
discus, lord of Venkaiam hills. (1) 

Clsusncinen ttyOTt LDiaaTcOQa.m=rat0 Oo>e»5 

^ era’ll 

OojGiTGiJ€3nijUUg)63T (^)63T63Tlh gjjSnjD 

Uiq jjgjf 

GTI(CTT}dj CTffl 

(ipi|lS^ ,T )l £_ 65TCT'<3FT G(!■> (T fT> 4^ «3Tf a rf) C3T , 

0»nu>G$>ciiii! 

fh,7n O*n0&g>|«>G<9>nefraT0 

ai eu©j«rjr»g>i Gi ■" 

, jirrcrflcriGTT qjituj &lar(i>&iT<fr CTC * T| S?" 

ctuj^5)5^Cui. 

I decorate the streets with fine sand, 
and bathe before dawn, then feed the 
fire w ith thornless faggots and invoke 
you. O God-of-love! Brace your 
bow with nectared flowers, and think 
of the name “Ocean-hued lord", then 


aim your mark to unite me with the 
lord who ripped the bird s beak. (2) 

iDg>g> Jb^ 7 JbrrjILDC^n 

QAnOT3T0 ^ipuGlJfTgjJlb Si_f5T 

GU G37T PdJ <2> 

,@cS) CTsiiigj On,©* cirfl&gji 

atnsstgjgii 2-«3rco£St 

cnGu^li-nCLD, 

CWsb&i anwii LysiasnosT Q&n0^ftO«,nswi0 

Cait«filj,a, s ’ 1 erranjg)] g>n Cuii 

e&Otgt&en CairiithL siinanreiT crCT«pti 
efiKm 4 <£1fasfl& gt65t<sd€3t 

Thrice a day, 1 worship you with 
Datura and Milkweed flowers. 

O God-of-love! Do not earn the abuse 
of a disgruntled heart and spoil your 
reputation. Brace your bow with 
clustered flowers and think of the 
name Govinda. Then aim your mark 
and send me straight to the lord of 
Venkatam hills. P) 

h<j<tsot! !0«n Gun CT(Lgi?s 
tj,rnsii 2>j) Clff>m«e,(g5,ih giiorais-nilftl©!® 
asuflu *(2)C)M sfil«u^!iii> 

3>rriltQ<t, g,j>Cg,(3i, $,GOTtL-fiiu 

a,nu>Cg,ia)ir! 

iSlrrmijiit Ctg,nL.i^)d£l CT®Tg})ib 

^g,rflg,5sl 6TQt>!b£i 6T63T §,L. (ipfcTHAJAOT 
ajjRiicniju nnii&miSlci,#)!#, 

®'CU§>G)&63T, 6y>6U65>eu 

dil^la,jBibaS'Cui. 

1 write your name on the walls. O Fabled 
god-of-love! I draw stallions, banners 
with fish-emblem, bows ot sugarcane 
and whisk-waving maidens. My 
amorous breasts have swelled and 
grown mature precociously. Pray 
make haste and deliver them to Krishna, 
lord of Dvaraka. (4) 

Oirmnii) GiifTG3TGfin«S)(«^ 

iDCJimuiWin C&ltfldjluSlCU G»(&\&fb 
AFT6jrtlGn» (b^* 1 J(^yT'gjj 

dii.u 1 . id^iib Cion'it igjjib *«^iu6ugjj ji 1 . 
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^ 5*® 2-2>3>iDit& & ffrdTjrj) 

ftqpdlwCw* •«**.„*, 
f God -of-love! These swollen breast. 

odr u ??;r m,o ; Krish "»'S 

‘S-tfi’S'T 

sacrificial Hav« thaM/edic seers had 

csA-, „ „• tbGuGjrrir 

5 > 2 »S» «*«iWrrrr asnmA CWsfoQ 

*® - ~ =«« «r“m 

*0*^ 

- CjbBft^ CTOTig, <JM ( 2)t g 1) 

p\ j r <3»cin^L_rTtu. 

peSilr^-^^I&ooutand 

nvtr n s , ofSpring ’ in ih ^- 

and adept ll Pely, y° Un6> P erfecl 

^tt£tL bH * h ‘S i 

7 L manjoujorn iD5 >!! glri i j,2.r«u 
f« |t)fflnu3gCCTrf R-carcmorr cinsnjmiifay^lcaiCfDfiiT; 
,<ha ' 1 ‘ .SM^sanjOT SfleEt&^modt 

a'ci.AonaAsrmsO erwionott/j, £«*r®th 

Cll CtfTT G37TT lL 

,ruj ^uSlgjih CT«it a , ^pcnsuu^ab 

.<WwrftuSlsb S.13KUUI |*jp nMM& i; S\r, ul , 

P Gr) d-of-l°ve! I have cooked this 
? od ot r *W paddy, flaked seeds and 
rice, with the syrup of sugar and the 
juice of sugarcane; 1 offer it to you 
with chants. Grant that my Krishna, 


lord who came as a bachelor and 
measured the Earth, comes to touch 
my big breasts and bright torso with 
his beautiful hands. " (7) 

ion*?, a_GnL_ a-_i_ii>Qur0, £«ncvj s»_eur$. 
GumuuLjrrjii) QGu^g,g,i, ^(^Cufrgjjii 
a_ 637T0 » 

(<•&& £_6J>L_g) ^IfT^Cu 2_CHLffi AITLoCgjGljrt! 
C/b^D^wm) Grv,nwr6)ci)6ST5> (2>r$<3>G&fT€n, 
dh«WTL- rriu ; 

Cuacu^j a_GTOT0 

6TlX)Qu0lfinc^T! 

OucyyrcmLocanuj^) 5 jCt»v\j £_gtu_ £>gj 

CUOTJTw3?T^ 

QfhOCU rTjti)tSlcDuj/K 0>RQ> i9u*Ul "7^ 
6TOTT@Jlb g)u CufTJl CT63T4|0 

mu. 

I shall keep my body filthy, leave 
my hair unkempt and my’ lips 
discoloured, and eat but once a day. 
Take note of my austerities. O Bright 
and able god-of-love! II you wish to 
save my feminine charm, this you must 
Jo: grant me the pleasure of pressing 
my lord Krishna-Kesava’s feet. (8) 


(ipi'jCunftnb s_/t.Vt oisrarpiAle 

gJUDWft &,),!£) j, UljS,ll(l^gi| CJQQ Ali.VK'rrx.T ; 

u t!fig>J ^fdrjSlci 61 JG 37 T*^ 3 T|J^^.G^ 

ucurtXTi^Mj^, t.i, iirmc^i^cCj, ,nu.’*i 

<5)«:S>i anwiurj,^ aeb.nn suipi^a,. 
asybjDSiyb aigji a -raiAjg, a^«nsD.i><*yb. 


a-^.uC&nn sj.cn j,i»,(si£lo,n® 

i jmu£»g,i 

V£rrU. l_ lb j^j|lJlt>0,rTGb tpa.^Cur, 

O God-of-love! Thrice a day I strew 
fresh flowers at your feet. Like a plough- 
bullock beaten with a staff and 
turned out without food or water if 
I am denied the life of faultless service 
to Krishna, the ocean-hued lord, 1 will 

X P g an ,r mblc ’ and cr y “Mother!" 

which wtll hurt you sorely, so mind! (9) 


104 






BRIDAL poems / Nacchiyar Tirumoli 


J.0UM sfilco UJCufe S,a>eM* a.itiDCsuGncn* 

AipoSlcffiOTin ucraflibg^, <£!{£>(£> a 

■$tcu<D 

o.^CuSlo.® -.mi.» 9 «nb* 

iDSwflaJOTswnb® ctotoict «J<«>S>£I0 

C 163 TlT)| , 

Clun^uM U3">-U> GluireSIS,*! 

G g. IT S5T fl£j lb 

M g|(OTOJUl''C<I.tTOT 

Gib n©H2> 

Gfil 0 UM E_C 5 m- &'S 3 T£^% iDUCintfU tfbGUGUfTn 

sSlcrsieraieuft Co>nesi ^ur jbMiijjgnsuCo. 

ThisdelightfulgarlandofsweetTamil 

songssungbyGoda.daughterof 
VishnuchittawhoisKingofPuduvai 
wit h bright mansions, seeks the 
help ofthegod-of-lo veto reach 
Krishna. Those who master it will 
attainthelord sfect. *J) 

2 /About lilt legirisplaying 
inthesand 

Sanuitnttyiram | Arahbi 1 Aiii 

r&inaiD o u- wjjibjS) 

5, a g n u 1 v.731 ft! jj>»|C C3 *} •„>_ c,v cy- c*» 
a) n (i-, «» i/>-Si rj^/h l> C* t»3) <p ” o < 

CT ID A (<b> ft* 67T» Q) Q) cfil • 0 ; 
AfU/.C^GiifT 5 >(i» ) fl*rTCuibcTC 3 rp«»f’li- 
fbncn/hcini t inifl&C/T.mb ; 

«?'ciT'«n Q v u 1 u|ii> 4 ) fobnn* ci nil /bCtt 
d\&)rf)l <Jj 6 i) Hi jjjj . 

O Lord in mortal formdeservinga 

thousandnameslWereyoutobecome 
ourmother’sson-in-law, would that 

rel i e v e o u r pains? W e w ere \v ailing 
fort hcgod-of-love, fori hisisSpri ng 
time.NaughtvSirelDonotcomeand 
breakoursandcastles. (1) 

jglcfrfflj (aijOSAiu* 15> ‘-“S’ n<i1 * 

i eb g» * fi if S's*> ® ^ 1 ® ^ a 

1 r.«-t _ t, Gib'tAiP 5>rui . anipijii' 

^n<„. mi-: 


u n cvj a, sin63tGu 
ClOSU£|uSls 3 IJD CTU) ^l,^ UJ H OJ ! 

n sit fry ib £_ »®i £> ®n * (£) si ^ & ^ 10 < *' J 17 *'" 
rtipng>gd cni u iteuGuj. 
Wehavetoiledalldaylongandbroken 
our backs makingthcsecastles. Pray 

t ake a good loo k and do not belie 0111 

expectations.OLordwhosleepslikea 

child on a fig leaf! Alas, you were never 
good to us, that is our misfortune! (2) 

003310 £ii S’—Siri'D Cehncnifl u>g)- 

uuisnan C^Mien Gfi'0si>2> m i | ! a_dTsj>«nA 

0,G3S\Q lOfTGU S_r£|CcDfTni>ibGir>6TT& ibC<nt_<!b 
ibo37P0, CTT CT CO CDITj$)lCl)J6C I 

QlC75U_CU gylCTTT iDCWTCU OiJ»Cncif) UJCTIO CDGDCTTib 
63><fhib<.TTfT40 uilGi_fTii>; 

QgjCWT $cr>rj4»dM_!b ucnciflu-inoj! cir^Jibcn 
A l (T) jf)lG\J 6DJb&! 

O Fierce lion-of-the-deep, O Saviour- 
of-the-elephant, Krishna! Do not hurt 
us innocent girls with your sidelong 
glances. We have laboured hard in the 
sand with our bangled hands. O Lord 
who loves to sleep in the ocean, do noi 
come and break our sand castles. (31 

(aluUJU-1 UMT (ipdftcuCunCU CDt»73K»iWTCT! fi__68Tg)€5T 
Gll^dblb Ofl UJ6T>fl»U|tb C1^ilibfeir»6Tt 
wiP tfl UICU ID ID 5>ib S2_6^ 

1 d no 1 iojb^?gii» ^ncrn QdJsnG«?.>n i’ 

'rt.rTuiuiii ) l '!(.TTi?5t6rTibcn civin fc 

Gn^ncu fT^nnjiibcrt i>. fijig^ifOGcDiub 
.slflunn ibniDt-irig/b ibOTncwtomn! 
iflrnr^lcO 6Dib£bl «^OT>fl)ClJLlC60. 

O Lord of rain-cloud hue, is your 
face a magic potion? \ our words and 
signs make us dizzy with love. We do 
not speak harshly lest you think us 
ill-bred. O Lord of lotus-red eyes, 
do not break our sand castles. (4) 

' .lcDcnwtcn rDwTirci.. C.libncwi^hl ^Tfnrfvcvi 

cW4ig)4)lau • it cunu'.idt 

TynrbJibtiTi ^ODtO^)^ G^hircuib 
if c3T<Kb^ C.ooS. 
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S-^srriD gun 2-(rf,s,Gu 5 {; ajTC y 

g.drsnb ^CcunA, a,^^. 
asrrsn lonfcswr! Casa, it! slott 
(iP^SSOT aswiacrt ^cucuCsu! 

We swept the streets and brightened 
our castles with fine sand. You have 
come and spoilt our beautiful designs. 
, ee ’ we are pained and heartbroken 
but not angry. O Naughty Krishna- 
tvesava! Have you no eyes on you?(5) 


(ipfjirrj ^.'Gurra, iS5nG5>GTT3,C6TTnib yj>Gff)Gu 
Gurr^^n C&rrscniD 2 jniriTQ a rTgj,h 
®C0a QatTGiferQ £ 

a^ Gffin0 ^lOTSTClc^n-Qi r^rui) 
aaDfSICaimb; 3,i_rassu 

(g,6vjrh.i^>Gin6n (iprbfDQ^tb 
©ft.^cnaenujO y,35ic 
Gaoiarr! mbaniD a/r^lCujeO. 

We are not yet mature, our breast 
have not npened. We have not learn 
jo play your games using sand castles 
R , L ? rd who rou ted the army o 
Rakshasas in Lanka, Lord who burn 
he city to dust, pray spare us! (6) 

( " L ' s ' i _j 1Wlsu 

-■UlfWcu Quflg, ^ 

ttJI7 3" i ^jfiluins 6toror, OT a, 

-SfWOTlB £ r El ©Sllj, &l OTOTT UUJOTT? 

«?5, cun a,, susiisTOeraTn 1 a si, IJ>WIr . 

sunLlu. u5 nQ ! ]a0 ta^Lpwuib; 

Gsgu.jfbsci £\(^£1 annu,! evi,^ 
-cfijbrS'ob snibgj .flonajCiuGsu. 

Your words will be sweet when spoker 
to dainty damsels. Do not waste then 
on us innocent ones. O Lord of ocear 

::;, L ° rd who bridged the ocear 
strait! Upon your w.ves we swear 
do not break our sand castles. ( 7 ) 

6UI-I snmj-ja rflir,, g,(iOT,a,CiijiT0i 
■%j*«,r<3,ib CDETOT^U) GUnsraiQ 

*” ‘ fi ' 0r>sffuJ ' t ® Cwir***,*, 
no fflfa , , U)sir? 


Cl^,rru0 2—6Jig,g,aj r^oSlCiuGu 3>GyjTi_mij; 

«*Ulte (5HAU S\cij CJjbilsjftfTlij! 

0 >uiq.iL|ib ^OTTQT(Ter>u) 

«^f$£lClU ^1 _cO<^G3T1OT3tGctt! 

We were playing in the sandwith little 
round-mouthed pots and small winnow 
plates. Why do you spoil our fun? O Lord 
of discus, mind you do not touch or kick 
our castle. Remember, sugar is not 
sweet when the heart is bitter. (8) 

UPibDS&j esQ M@ 2 >gil y>a,ib 
* n c-c%u usiTQpjyQj^ Qaujg,; 
^2><61C«un0 euifteir 

& * ^c-smojCuin? Ga,irsfi)ijiejn! 

(IpcbCD cnrarorcflub 3 , 115 ® efiloisi 

CUnGcrau ncii! eTibanuju 
unt^l OunuufiloB*^ g.uuAar™ 
u«.a,-ii rglertjnGUiT ctcst QbitsOgvitit? 

O Govinda, you have entered the patio! 
Along with our sand castles, -- with 
your sweet face and winsome smile, — 
will you break our hearts as well? O Lord 
who took a big stride and braced the 
Larth, what will bystanders say if you 
took us into your embrace? ( 9 ) 

San & «‘"‘U<J W) u> 6-5*1, ITU,! strict, 
iflcn^Gi, £ if)sj,«,Cuj vi srsirgi 
efj^laucrii rfjl53isirujiT0ui, ^jn 
r rflrjjnfluJiV ujjparra,* CWcOsma, 

r ** *“""* wo* rflGOaSi 

^ M®gjr* losin efilil^^aftsarg,* 
r ‘ a ’ na »e> ».H.p suaiwam ftal!Da( 

§;s!Tr5l eras si, ( 3 , 5 , 3 , 1 b C 3 nQjQ 7 . 

This decad of Famil verses by Goda. 
daughter of Villiputtur’s Vishnucitta, 
sa) mg Q Lord who drank from Sita’s 
lips, spare our sand castles!”, recalls the 
childish talk of cowherd-girls playing 
in the street. Those who master it will 
goto Vaikunta without a doubt.(10) 
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3 / About Krishna stealing 
the girls’ clothes 

Koli | Athana | Adi 

C^rTL^ (IpCFCiHiXl 

0€ni_2?giJ Cu«T$&Cg>irib; 

^ifluj^ Q<5G06>^ (n^i.5jlTtf3T; 

j^lij^l^gg^giraTClDgU l JGTTGtTI Q^fTGTinL_rTUj! 

Gja>jp€?>iiJ i-illCi nib, 

^earipjib Qnmij€^0>i>(£h ojaCgrrib; 
G^rriflujib 2>rr€pib Qs^C^mb: 

^j^IcnCUU U€3^1^j2)(n)6tTfTCu.K 

‘Ere the cock crowed we arrived here 
to bathe. O Sire who sleeps on a serpent, 
the blessed Sun has risen. We are shamed; 
never again shall we come to this pond. 
Sister and I plead with folded hands, 
pray hand us our clothes. ( 1 ) 

giaji cnrar M($5>S>fiU 

Cu CTSusungj suj,a>niu? 

tCiysSSG® y/iis iunCo-'l 

u>nu,C«rt! Giiii&en <3H(ipCa! 
gSI^I ^carcmoujitcu g»{hi inirL-Ci_mi>; 

sfilfegi&L iSlcrrsimiii’ sffsinffGujet'; 
(if ) dil ( ‘'lfl>n(,TraT0 jbmgiginuj! 

00rF,^)CTU ib set Gin it) uCftfiujnuJ. 

What made you come here? Alas, how 
did you find this lake? O Sweet 
Lord, our ambrosial delight of nectared 
Tulasi crown! We shall have none of 
i hat for impropriety. Clever lad, do 
not hasten. We know you jumped and 
danced on the serpent, now hand us 
our clothes. ( 2 ) 

(TtcuGcvi! r-Tgjj gtottgf ^Jcnesno'? 
sub € ^er.G*UDfT«T Affaroflo.) 

•oh tTTGO«'jnniif/>) n-gji crTGfTr?;j , 

•rftlsbGunGVj (^$vRjJGir»0> <^}$5>§>nTU; 
CoicireTiaujgjj (7i6bcvinib (g^r^Gciintb: 
i©i<.\i'Trrr tii rTt,difinC-.n Gi ml »c>'nib! 
utleni j .sraflaftiihSitnCui. 


Come now, what childishness is this, 
— sitting on the Kurundu tree? Our 
mothers will not approve of it; do you 
not consider it bad? O Sire who 
destroyed Lanka with a bow, we will 
give you all you ask for and go home 
unseen. Pray hand us our clothes.(3) 

jria>»> cfiliflgigjl iriiigjtb CnjtrAiOu 

uGur 0 Gm igii ®sn®miSlct>, 

fQsvJGurt *cj7ic5rjr 
^HCuia 0 <f?cjt 2 )Oin 11 rrrjmii; 

^rjiSfbGlDGU c^Gffrrriiu} ^CUIT 0 ,niu! 

^ohsig no, iSlgnCrai! 

( 2 ,riA 0 ^nja. ^<?)l(ibGs n u>; 

00 re,^lcni_OtfxGnrr) ucaufliurriu. 

This is a public pond, and wide eyes 
are looking every which way. O 
Pitiless Lord who destroyed Lanka! 
See our tears swell and flow 
uncontrollably. We know you are 
the King of monkeys, pray hand us 
our clothes. (4) 

AtuQGunQ curTO'iGTT sfilrjsft; 

G (DI CoTI COLJ 61 6 T <J3T 63"» 6311D fT (T d>» <JTT 

opuliqbVi crcifTbiR nilCi_n. ) 

G«£h FT uu^j illhlT)rTOT>t_ t_J GUtsL) LD 

Q«sbn€«nn 0 § GTrhluSiijnCg,, 

Gaftcuio art Vi iSlfjrrGiSp! 

*w-fi3VD uwafliurnu. 

The catfish and the Kayal fish are 
nibbling at our feet. What is the fun 
if my brothers take a staff and drive 
vou away? Do not remain sitting on the 
tree with our beautiful clothes. 
O Dark, lovely Lord, hand them 
down from the Kurundu tree. (5) 

5>l Oi&l rSM^Rip a>(tiD«nnu Qunuj«r>«,ft 
januTtAcrr ctio 3,fr<Cinci<& StgjiQi, 
i &, Wfjijn ffTrfilfhftnGcu Gi mci> 

'sQlfKGiVtCTl ^IT)fT)Q l| li) 1 »L Cl nib I 
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©>-S®s cjffis6)L0a 

ITL - « u «uw mb CanCoji 
Sic^rru, srfltfcj,, CT( ^ 
UL “ LU LJ ®rfl4a©CTnCuj. 

In this large lake our legs are braced bv 
he long stems of lotus, making us 
suffer misery like when stung by a 
enomous scorpion. O Lord, our 
ng, adept m dancing with pots 
^ng up high, pray gi ve up £ “ 
mischief and hand us our clothes. (6) 

^ Ceo $«*©] dnuftA^I-cKjDinh; 

^^^cvjcvjn^-gjn Q«5uj^nuj; 
yaib aircucLjii) GsuOa^nsO; 

SEifil CTcOcoirij) ^COTiroitrGsjr! 

^■toicb a_sjr*Co. ffi_Gni_CujiTm; 

rgjubtoGncsriDniT epCunrr; 

Guitij «61i_niii <rtniia,OT uilanuj 
srjSluSIjnC®. 

We stand in the water and suffer. What 
you do is not fair, alas! O Lord who 
knows the Universe, our homes are 
far away We are fond of you alone. 

ur mothers will not permit this Do 
not remain sitting on the blossoming 
Kurundu. Hand us our clothes. (7) 

imifluvm u^ftCcrr ^Gsu^,; 

©lii® STCatwr^u, CucrrH.a.rA; 

^nincuita, ^crats-eh maty#, 

, tfftireuoncu @rrrro, aiiflftjcunGein! 
GsidGujsu arr©j, 

rfl&GW ami, £ )&J Q 5nGil c OT ^. 

GanriDOT ^ujrr CW^C#! 

@(2)2>.<9af>L «, 3ffi.csnrp usnjflujnaj. 

We are not your mother’s daughters- 
in-law. Besides, there are cSers 
watching. What you do is just no ; 
ngln, this is our considered optnion. 

■ Lord w,lh flower-fresh eyes, who 
^eeps without a care in the ocean, 
O Soft cowherd-child, pray hand us 
our clothes from the Kurundu tree (8) 


ft(2,3sjr sucncuansusa cSMOTgi 
3>irifl(rF,err creOcSlrb iS'cnipagj, 

gaa.a.u) Qs^ujO GtHT^g,^ 

®<*!D s,OTcrflujGrmOTHo; 

•Srt&e a-juuiidr ^Gatra-g,, 

^CSJIITL- sSluiq.LL0 
OJ03S.U GuiussUiitgu 2_ofim_ 

loasnixiuSloj! .sn-snrr) a,nyrruj. 

o Sire come to hurt the feelings 
of us stranded maidens! In the dead 
of the night you could escape from 
Kamsa s trap. asoda does not scold, 
she lets you go as you wish. O Shame¬ 
less one who sucked the ogress’s 
bieasts, hand us our clothes. (9) 

*sjisiflujGgiT0 cT(bis,<rrt nr, lo>SI 
o.flu .1 iSlgrra rf)mCTujrr,:.Kn L Lj 
tf.-i.ra n>rruri,3,OT 

WgdCinsau.,«]&,.* u /, 5 ; T Ca ff(3 , 
CUneira .orr^w 
'•KS'.D&glii QjcOaj mil gnu, Currui 
loraroflkj iDt.3iOjGsiFtt0 

1 ,rGa. 

rh.s decad of sweet Tamil songs 
o y gold-mansioned Puduvai-King 
f'Uan s daughter Goda, sines about 
the sports of the dark-hued 
01 with maidens. Those who 
master it will enter Vaikunta and 
live with Madhava. (JQ) 

4 / Reading omens for the 

arrival of Krishna 

Telliyar \ Yanwnakalyani \ Matya 

tfgifirictflujnii 1 1.. it ■■i3,CV. : n^£jih Gjj&sufismrt 
«ijGTTr,rrc>> ij>ac\Slfrr,^Gii»rTCsr)cu iDffynrtGtTcnTiTn 
uefiGifl Q<9>ndr(Sff)iii .gjjSji Q$>mliqL A 
(ola,ncTi{en^iunJ^6i> t $ 

The lord worshipped by bards and 
celestials is the affluent bridegroom 
of Malirumsolai. Will I find entry 
into his bed-chamber? If he will come, 
then join, O Lord-of-the-circle. (1) 
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dj>n-tliq.6u Ccunii5*L_Lb agtrsTcroTn? 

5umii_ib ^gjGJTr/)) lo^ypfbg*) 2_«7>(D GiinincsT-rin 
lL i_rjrr suri)gj] 5T63T giau 

g.GjlOGJT'Tf^lb 

*lCQ IDfT^CU, $ 5<Tvlq.(^ <5<rLt_OGU. 

Vamana, the handsome bachelor 
lives in pleasure, owning the forest of 
Venkatam and the city of Kannapuram. 
Will he come running and take me 
by my hand? If he will come, then join, 
O Lord-of-the-circle. (2) 

il invest LjSiip 6i>fT<«n6un Currrbgjj^fr)^ 
^esafl gu fngyiig>gu G^qj<iK1 
ton ld5>C3t S’n guAG^cuirgjdi 

C^ruD^G^ 51 /rtl •>'"/, <%ii_Ccu. 

The Lord praised by Brahma and 
the celestials, is the illustrious son of 
beautiful Mother Devaki, and the 
darling prince of the noble father 
Vasudeva. It he will come, then join, 
O Lord-of-the-circle. (3) 

.^UJ«JluMTna,l«TIjlj> 

i ig,o, £,dv .fbLunj aj.filu l|*u uniuj,g,i 
curring^ ffiffCtfiuiftirCiofiv) fbi ^ u 1 

rnn cuiflcb, am. u».(^ ^l-Go/. 

Men and women of the cowherd 
clan watched in awe, when Krishna 
climbed the tall Kadamba tree, then 
leapt on the serpent Kaliya’s hood. 
If the dancer lord will come, then 
join, O Lord-of-the-circle. (4) 

i-Om_ inrtEiflona, uiajicirvTij u&l 

rr,nui, ,310 0,2,060631 gxiSSK (i^l, 

LDrr LD<h U/rrgmgffT 

am QhonriJei , .'fcsvtqQ «9<s-i.i_Uc,v. 

Krishna entered the city of Mathura 
and killed the rutted elephant 
Kuvalayapida. I wish he comes here 
now and, inquiring of me, finds his 
wav to mv street. If he will come, then 
join. O Lord-of-the-circle (5) 


^12)2)01031 U)0<&li> (LprSlai 'b«t>L- 
*2)2)0)1031 *(05031031 OUl0eO33O3ruSlii) 
flsjilfla'aioin ^l*(igii) uigjicsiou LjjSifi, 

Oanj)2>oiJ«3i oinfloO, am. upfjjl am-i-Ccu. 

As a child, Krishna toddled between 
two Marudu trees and uprooted them. 
Also he had entered the palace and 
killed Kamsa without fear or malice. 
He is the Lord and King of the grand 
city of Mathura. If he will come, 
then join, O Lord-of-the-circle. (6) 

^GJKnTrr^GiiT O^uj .ffl^unGu^piib 
regain} (nor LD^gjiib H5n<cn,ib 

Clsugyirbl Gcnicvj GfilfDCV/Atp^^iii) tiJcp tip«3T 

Q&nc3TiT)<nisoT cuiilcu, fla.iq(^1 .ftai.Cco. 

Krishna is the lord who killed the 
bird, the bulls, the trees, the mighty 
monarch Kamsa, and the abusive 
tyrant Sisupala. If he will come, 
then join, O Lord-of-the-circle. (7) 

' ,-2.|03Tl 1 2 _CTH ILinrr 5,U1 U3031,‘i 
CiooucucSt ofilomij 0ip gjoicjm ).©& 

*(TOllCll031 1.031 n)J ClOUlASlI fifl«r>KltUHl(iJ>li> 
C*nfcllGll03T oiltfloil, 0ffLU)(i)l 5tf).l^Gou. 

Gopala-the-lad who grazed cows 
happily is the Lord and King of 
fragrance-wafting Dvaraka. He 
eludes all but dwells in the hearts 
of lovers and seekers. If he will come, 
then join, O Lord-of-the-circle. (8) 

Vol*363,)Ti C*rrcu* (02)^r 2 vli‘)33Tir,i 
ug33t(P mit«uo!)la,ai Clu0 GeucncfiluSlGu 
ppie >Sl)., j grjiin .JplIq qjuairfjUwnsii 
JftlTCWlL I.)• G3T 3; 1 ‘11i, >3fiyuj.yijl . C&ll. 

Taking the form of a beautiful bachelor 
boy, the lord went to the fabulous Mabali’s 
sacrifice, and took the Earth and sky 
all in one stride. If he will come, then 
join, O Lord-of-the-circle. (9) 
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Utf ® *"*»*»<«* Clu, 0 „i ^ 

S><iS© cu^cwxii) ^ ^ 

***""'* <9, * B **W>u,* flA«, 4ajri , 

©tP^fr ***, ^ lG6u 

My handsome one is the sweet sap of the 

Sent ^ daS - Hegave ^ to the elephant 
Gajendrain dtstress. He lives in the hearts 
of beautiful cowherd-dames. If he will 
come, then pin, O Lordof-the-circle.(lO) 

Tnt ^ 

$<*» L|ai p 

"* ©jp® C &TO ? S (jp* 

U " L5U sueusurrfirA® @cvs>n«u 

UfTQjClD. 

l h ' S decad b y the well coiffured 
°° a recounts the songs of the 
cowherd-dames who know to quarrel 
. reconcile in love. For those who 
Sln 8 it, there is no Karma. (H) 


5 / Sending the birds as 
messengers to the lord 

Mannuperum \ Des | Adi 

Matah | Bagesri \ Adi 

-•-•■wu iniigjSi.OT i.orr losnsfl- 

S.ltf.tTErarrir ui«sflyp^ Or.UJIbaOT 
asiiCOT artgoaruin* 

a ' i '© OiipA® !>_ei jtCl? 

'-icirsniOT ffta AaA<£) n^o 
•SuitftdbiSlafleu sviriigin ^uSIGcot 
urar.ad cruGuirgjib sfilw.jfcg,, CT4ir 

uoiOTQiitujdi eiirjA < 5 ci ffljnii,. 

rhe world-renowned gem-lord 
Madavan is a crowned emperor. I loved 
im and lost my bangles, is this fair? 
° ^ oe * haunting the Punnai, 
Kurukkatti, Nalal and Serundi groves! 
Go now quickly to my lord of coral 
lips and tell him to come. (1) 


Osuotgtot eSlcrfWg, jg u ri,en«,„SIcu 

i£F. fT o>JyT i 

cS>idcu(Kt crs.-t&( 2 j a_®A artuunsjr. 

SJ_OT£7Tli) CTCT1S51CTI CTin,cSlsg 1 | 

a-uStnuOuig! sc, fr&nCQs. Airggiii): 

ftsiidtsfilip GlffarjTuaiuy, .noun Co.n£\o, 
«.£rflsgii §jans unglib (£,uSICftj! 

Oicsttot 'OjP'blS 1 iflai'bD'igl CT<* 

QJ(J0> «*HTj .5U fT lij . 

The pure lord who bears a white conch 
does not appear, alas! Day by day he 
torments my heart, and enjoys my 
dying dance. O Koel sipping honey 
from the choicest Senbakam flowers 
with a merry song! Do not evade me 
with slipper)- sweet-talk, go now and 
call my Venkatain lord. (i) 

IDHgjGlSI Cl?)IT (IfMSflct, C,5,n€0Qfl)IT£TfG!T LDltUj63T 

(gtnrsucraiGiT GiocO flaumifl 
esrdj diibffll <SM2>P t%g, Q a tr 

„ ScneusuOT «,o ffrrSiQii) a, nCera,®,: 

' Zun ® (uapu 

-TurirSl suefen,* fti,^ Ca,,;Q 

*"aaStCujiTgt a_ LS j, CTTjp gjuSlCcu! stctt 
*{f?)'j3(T®5af!A<Mi) curjA ausmiL, 

The lord went to war in Matali’s chariot 
raining arrows, and severed Ravana’s 
head one by one; he does not appear, 
a as. O Koel living with your beloved 
in groves of wafting fragrance, 
sippmg nectar from the fresh blossoms, 
go and call my gem-hued lord. (3) 

CTCtfll j S2_(Th)<£l t Cgucu Ctrb(^fVl &>G&rt&><?n 

^taruu Gi ucu jb n l^ 5 tb, 

dhl CVJ l-|A(0) CTCffn I#,, 

GiSirarafl QujDngo a. tpsuAlrarCrpsir; 

■^‘l 2 -“" u,TCIn ^ iSliflft) a. .jj, G*. 

*irf>l£t ®u5)Ceo! 

W Cu5o(1 * At^snA Clam, a_ean u 
■ l.afcnsnflu.enan su ,a miqwuj. 
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My body has melted to the bones, my 
eyes have not closed for many days. Cast 
into the ocean of misery, I am drifting 
without a lifeboat. O Koel who knows 
what it is to be separated from a beloved, 
go and call the blessed lord of golden 
hue, — he bears a Garuda banner. (4) 

OujOTTGSTGni- <5MC^<?Jnh »‘Crjbgii cfilcncmuirQUb 

QunC3TiS7T ti ftrrSTOTl. fjfrj] IT ^y^DtfuSW.JTrTG'b CICTT 
Qurr0 £Murp 

@G3T «^u^^lQeurr(5 urT6o^(^pgi} aeuluv 
CT05>5) CTG3T CftfTGuA 
2 _ottQottit(5i G&nipGPiD OAFTtfT^Ojesr, 

0n9Gcu! 

2_eu0 gu < j #> <5en.ffumiJ. 

The lord lives in Villiputtur, where 
swans in pairs gracefully flap and 
play. Desirous of seeing his golden 
feet, my warring fish-like eyes have 
not closed. O Koel, go and call the lord 
who strode the Earth! I shall befriend 
you to my parrot, brought up with 
milk and sweet morsel. (5) 

Gi&> ^GPdiMlb <^XLDnrT t 

@0teCft<9€3I QJOSI OdJUJUJ, 

QpgjQl c2wc5T«r Gcmarai (iprr^siicu Qaiuiu sufiujib 
(^p«r>cvju^ii) t|>lfbC^jGTi rh,n >;jr; 

Qflllg^l <^46VJ»i /f,rTcfi1<eC' iDGirafl^j^Llb <5>OT3Tl J6T)| 

'I'l^rrcn^tEjib JgjGUbi 0uflGfrv! ctot 
&)« brf)liunAlcu 

gtOTHAJ ^60GUn<»\J 6iT» A'.DIO !*(]■)] ^CsoGght. 

By the pain inflicted on me by 
Hrishikesa, the lord of the celestials, 
I have lost my pearly smile, my red 
lips, and my beautiful breasts. 
O Young Koel nestling in a cozy 
nook amid bunches of flowers, if 
you call mv honourable lord, I will 
bow mv head in gratitude. (6) 


Clurrnli(f£)uj urnfjiki_Gu ucncrf) Q<&nc^<m fT w3'>63iu 

L_jCT3TIT6Ugj! <fp>rr ^OT>^uSl6iJTrT6U, <TTC3T 

Q<£f>fTTbjQ^5> ^lcrmn^j 

^sSIgduj ^0Cui£) Q if) lit il| ii>; 
r§HLD 0 uS]Cgd! 2_S5T5j 0 iTfOTTOTT IDGDfT) (jjgjj 

22_CID{DS^? 

ALj5lli|lfi i9na)0)lb 

6iTW9jIU€US 0 , >C3T Qjrj& ASYfif^CO, § 

snood) 2>0imb Qujpj^l. 

Desiring the embrace of the lord who 
sleeps in the foaming Sea of Milk, my 
bosom rises and throbs in excitement, 
tormenting my soul. O Good Koel, 
why do you go into hiding? Go and call 
my lord of discus, mace and conch, and 
earn my lasting gratitude. (7) 

•snrinif&ib Guenon cuoSl&^ib 

.^gjigc^r GurT05>£,ib ujfflr; 

fr > nih)&>Gn (mil ^GUG$0li>;g3J <y>L.lqUJ <fhj<£Ffh)£hli> 
Ajgugruii 

G5>ld ld rnb OuruMcO G^j>§>6?flrT C^ng^LD 

^1n)l 0ii9Gcu! $0 lditcf>cd 

6£>6U<Sn6UA .‘ftfbrfjllLin^iCb 
< s>j6i)(5nG3T r^,rus^VT Q^LUtnuTS) ^>nGcvroT, 

My lord Tirumal is skilled in wielding 
the Sarnga bow, he is my ideal match; 
he and I share many secrets. O Little 
Koel sipping nectar from the lender 
red leaves of the Mango tree, you go 
and call him quickly, then you can 
watch the things I do with him. (8) 

63Mjn&J<£lGTft G)IOT3TC33TG37 <£)lf»2>0G3T <JT6STl JgjJ 6£>ri 
LJfTd'&gjl ^ALUJL.lq.05>Gg)65T; 

Cli ifTr^^^CTncrucra^^^CiDijA^ujQLim^cuQirTijp 

(gjuSIGcu 

(£jr51*Qa>(tor5T@ @$ii£CA6iT; 

^5ji9sij/j)g)nQn sen crjg>6U 

QufT65r<5UGDGTT Q5>rTOT3l(^l gj/ffj^CU 

s>_ fcircn AiTcfi^fiiflcu omipA A(P>^8 gu 
fjcwn ^crjiCrncv' <4,1 ^tOTirrib 

ko G) i S33T^h) fO ■ 
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am caught and caged in a desire for 
Sndhara, my lord of parrot-hue. 
O Dark Koel hving in the groves 
amid humming bees, mark what I sav 
c aH the lord of conch and discus, or 
retrieve my golden bangles. If you 
T 1Sh '° remam ln this grove, one or 

the other you must do. 


***» a, a wat 

2>«Mimu> (jpsnjuanu, ^Cnidr; 

CTCffT 6 ^ 577 ^ 

■S^SJ JE>Hffniu«rai«nw ajgA an _ su „ C|JJ|!0j 

jglcjrsuLb ^rruusir. 


The lord whom I love has denied me 
the pleasure of service. I do not know 
w hy even the Moon and the breeze 
Pierce and hurt me. Not you too, O Koel, 
staying on to add punch! If you do not 
go call my Narayana now, I shall drive 


> ou out of here forever. 


( 10 ) 


^ 5IIefiluj 

!*«ujba>6WT uiLibcng, «Sl<n,ajiSte, 

ST«i 

aCJi’a^uSICcu! ctotit) Lorrnjrejix, 
u S w srtumvfau* l ig^eiu^arar 

Liui_iri3rinsjT Garran & Qsnahcn 

Sew *"*' ™ nan ' u, ™ r >«> ojoueimii ^Gun 
!b'T!ITuj«rainuj erraiunGg. 

These are songs of a beautiful dame 
desirous of seeing the lord, addressing 
1 m ark Koel to go and call h im, 
sung by Goda, daughter of learned 
Puduvai town’s KingPattarbiran. Those 
who master it will say “Namo 
Narayanaya”. (j n 


6 / The auspicious dream 

Varanamayiram, Nalai | Huseni | 
Tisra gati 

GurrrXG33TLD ^uSlgti 

j£)fT!7CJiyTG3T l^,li)lSl fr>l_5>^G7TfT)rTC7T gTgST fr^i GT^IfT 

y> IGOTT Gl'-iajjgju.j) criQ.jjgnu L |rr)ii) cTri^J-, 

Carrrjsranb Assurs, aotiClsst, 

Ca,iTL()! g,ncjn. 

I had a dream O Sister! The town was 
decked with lestoons and golden urns. 
Surrounded by a thousand caparisoned 
elephants our lord Narayana came 
walking towards me. (1) 


Sncnsn cugjcniaiicaKjruo ctotqj rj,irerT gjgCQ\. 

unanar A(y )0 urfla. 2 ..c!t>l u ujbfiir) Ay 
CAircrrifl iiwajGusjr Ca.rreffli&asiT ctcsiljuot ej,n 

aiunnsn 1 |{£,g,a AfisiiTA asrotGi_ssr, 

C^fTL^! r^resr. 

I had a dream O Sister! Under a canopv 
of Areca fronds, he stood like a lion 
called Madavan alias Govindan. They 
fixed our wedding for the morrow. (2) 


Iruliran > Nartiui | Saranga | Tara gat, 

.• !fT,l[j'Tr: £>_cTn,-ifU l _ Gg,€ti(TfA,iprtLD gtgu cuftiii 

<T1 C3T61T><TiJT |£)£,l_ Qlj^( 

102,^1 

“ilbilri* G anu> 

aoihA aotstCuct, 

C&njj)! fbrT65T. 

I had a dream O Sister! Indra and 
the hordes of celestials came. They 
approved the match and chanted 
Mantras. Andari his sister draped me 
with the bridal Saree and garland (3) 


&»*£<»*& £*4** 0«n«w* i4li ssjf| 


uniti'juata ftawit 


ocOcimn 
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y,u nsneiT acirtasfluJ 

6TG5T&, 63T 631 6BT <5> 

^.nUL^rTSTTf <9>631fl£j A633lCl_631. 

CgjfTl^! fbi763T. 

I had a dream O Sister! Scores of 
sages and seers chanted on a high key; 
they anointed us with waters from 
the four Quarters, then tied the 
talisman-thread on our wrists. (4) 

Kiuliroli, Matulam \ Saveri \ Tisra gati 

^^llT^crflg, j! I Jib &&,{}{.II O t. 63* $]%>£)& 

@cn LDfbicin^ujn Qnib «>»jbgji 

CT^)aQ<n>jT6Tija f 
lf>g)|63'>0U.imT 10631631631 ^tq fQfTiDGU Q&nCQi, 

6if&(g)ib 

t^J<£lfJU ' 1(^)5)^. ifJiOTrn^, 0>i33lOl 631, 

GgjHL^! 11631. 

I had a dream O Sister! Bright young 
ladies with lamps and sacred urns 
came to greet our king of Mathura. 
The Earth trembled as he strode 
with sandalled feet. (5) 

ii)£»g)6mb 0<wtili , 6)jffldf*i£>ib rQcarr^jj 2an<5>, 
(«P2>&» SL-cnt- jP) £>niDib (Qcmrj 2>(iipjb3) 

*£«p. 

637 LDg)^ 631631 jr>lblS) lD^jJl|dh,2>C31 

CT 631€37 631 (4s 

637 <9>&,&CO lb un)fDA ^MEJTfldJs &, 6331GL _ 631. 

GdJ-.nif! i>)76Sl. 

I had a dream O Sister! Drums 
beat and conches blew under a 
canopy of pearls on strings. Our lord 
and cousin Madhusudana held my 
hand in his. (6) 

Vainallar, Immaikkum | Athana \ 
Tisra gati 

surTiu iT,GOcvjnii 5>€\»6u ldctiQ) , 

u>!b<!pfJ#)0>n€Y.) 

JtcHqDG 1 7-*(T633TQ 1 6376llgj^j. 


tf,rTlU <^631 IDfT dnGlflfpJ ^63T63TfTG31 6*631 

63><&UUfT)J3^, 

£ S1JCVJI0 Q # LL1 ID ACSStC l—GST, 

Gg>rri£! rr,rT6ifr. 

I !tad a dream O Sister! Learned priests 
recited from the Vedas and laid the 
faggots on the Darbha grass with 
Mantras. Like an angry elephant-bull, 
he led me around the fire-altar. (7) 

ciij> StJP u O©' 

,-2^611 H 631, 

(*>1063710 2— 6T)L_UJ6U63T. 110 HU! 6331631 ff>k0l9 

0.31£>631 ID g> 631I-ILI $(ff)*633ftUjn6U 0fT6TT UfT))^ 
^ iblfil L0 db 0> 0> <?f> 63* 0 &>GST' Gl_ 631, 

Cj&Hlf! 03(1631. 

I had a dream O Sister! Our lord and 
master Narayana with lotus hands, — 
our sole refuge in this and seven 
lives to come, — lifted niv foot and 
stood me on the grindstone. (8) 

Varisilai, Kwnkumdm \ Jaunpuri \ 

Tisra gati 

ffuffl.41eif>eo GurrsTT fipspcaTfa',T>G3uniT(T fl>nib 

01 

CTrfl(Lp<ff.u> ufrrfl©gi, gtottctsgjt (yiearCc^ 

aruhibGiosi) gtGsi cnrh 

C!nsiig>g)|ij 

Clurrrfl(y)5,n>^|j ^lU-i A fl>G5TrT& .'herorCt gst, 
Cg,r^! 

I had a dream O Sister! Bright-faced 
brothers with bow-like eyebrows 
stood me before the kindled fire. They 
placed my hands over the lion-like 
Achyuta’s, then heaped puffed-rice 
for (ceding the fire. (9) 

Gu Gjjfiv>(g) Qgiugjj, !^,n 

^|QjCcsmOib £_ i .OT1 Qa«irrr)|. 

csrCmaj 

m(CT,s<mrii) ^t,L.i-e, assins, * war G loti, 


113 







the 


and took us around the rn,™ ^ ’ 

£&£■ bMW - 

( 10 ) 

Ayamkkaka | Cakravakam I 

Tisra gati 

W-assr 

This' d Z d T P ZrTT^ 

famous Villi p ^ cur K i 1 v . erses by 
Goda, describes her dream n V daUghter 
the cowherd-lord Th™ f , man 7‘ n g 

7 ' Env y in 8the Lord’s Conch 

Km * umm I Anandubhairavi \ Adi 

**** 

Tell me, O White r\, 
to know. Does the m "f’ / am ea S er 
°f-the-rutted n \ 7 h ° fourkiller - 
:>«, th, lor ? Madi '“ 

lips sweet to taste? * h aus P lc ‘ous 

*-'■^ "^ aOTsiT 
»®»UIJ1U, sJsnjflujnOT 

U C^rriTjnD^^rTuj, 

jb^) 0f£iCdF>! 

Good for you, O Conch! Though you 
are born of the lowly ocean Ind 

brought up in Panchajana f s fil Ev 

body, you have risen high" Held ^ 
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WoiEethi * dt u a j d ’ you strike fear 

C^S kedAs ““'™i>™; 

°“S“"“ C » ,, f!Ufe,h e f u l l toon 

Wgfc^rZTaUuT a»" 

you are nerrhe^ ,>' a S ln mount. 
Vasudeva o h l d ° n the sh °tilder of 

asudeva, our king of Mathura. (3) 

Gurtcv, 

»*»■ .rr 

•Ofcftlii CUrd*^, r ■ Qssfitu9i0 1 

ri n - . -ungjjia cucoii>i_|fflCtu! 

s.cnCsjTrr^ Q-_, - . 

v.iasuoj aa jo >( gj 

( Mrs ' Even «-ou3 

env > your fortune. 

65lG ott rr fZ) « . f* _ _ 

# OirrjpcurTOTyg 

ftraTswnir ^'cncjTuimr ctottit,, ct array,a, ff r 

^CUGiTtCU «,fT€TOT; 

LOcn rQgjrrrr) u>g,j(O^grdsT curmj(ip£,tj> 

1 tff3 T «ry , rr ( CTf ) tC, S^CRR^IaiJDITUI, u^tCb^9SCaTGJf1uJGtn , 

Others who grew up with you in the 
ocean have remained unheard and 
unsung. But you, — O Great Condi' 

*••** *•“*«»««»**. ,«* 
"*** *«*c. X" 

(0)ia<ola>ncfcfQ, 
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Gstugj j^iT^^tofriLi iQesTiD Oa^^s^t 

id n gu 5? err g)j cr. t_ uj 

cufTujS) £n£&\b umuibgjl QJG ^ CVJ(T ’^ J ’ 

cucxjibqfflCuj! 

O Great Conch! Forever in the 
company of the lord, you do not go 
miles to take a holy dip. 'l ou are bathed 
in the spout of the lord’s lips, — 
the lord of lotus eyes who uprooted 
the Marudu trees. (6) 

£>nCT3T iDCOirClD^ Cg><£T rTj.0»^lb 
^GCfTCUTti) Gu fTCU 

Q0njj.fbOT3T eh^ClDGlfl GufT^C^GiJ^l^i-UJ 
ilGTt&g, cn'JUtj) 6Jf$l ^GFGSIGU 0 ig*) 

Qatuujtb 

S!— j^ 7 OdfCUGuib ^nc'. 1 

^ip^ujC^! 

O Best-among-conches! Your lot is 
beautiful. You are perched on the 
shoulders of the dark lord of lotus- 
eyes, like a swan gracefully resting 
on a lake, after sipping nectar 
from day-fresh lotus flowers. (7) 

s_GnTug)i ClatrffjsSlsu SL_cu,f; £nsnn,q,ncn 
gu rt tu (ip €t> fb; 

Cl«9,n JT<^ISU 7M_GVGU^CT7tGdl 

«r> ; 

Ot-JCTOT LJ S &)L UJnn 6ST C'UuO Qu/(ff)UJ 

a n 2) ©i ^ rrj n it ; 
uonn ucu Cl/juj^c^rofriu. utr^)^tf< 3 T«Vlui( an. 

Speak of food, the beautiful lord 
Yamana's mouth-nectar is yours. 
For a place of rest, you have the dark 
lord’s palm. A bevy of beautiful 
dames rise in protest. What you do 
is not fair, O Conch! (8) 

ij$G3TnTr>mi> .fMjuSlijGun Cg,d^ionr urTira^i^uu 
vDgxJ GunuSIcu Q«*fT6<rsT« nipCurrco ajrr<gjGUS3T 

5»C3T <nifTuj(ip»,a' 
QurT^SiJITA l£_ SJ3’ t^jGy>S3Tu 

S» S75T l (4i^F.rGk». 

$) ajfrGgrr & GarCc^fT t-y .' cuu 


While sixteen thousand godly beauties 
stand and wait, eager for their turn 
to enjoy the nectar of Madavan’s 
lips, you go and drink it up all alone. 
Will they not quarrel with you, 
O Good Conch? M 

Ljn(g,SffS3'Sjflujg l Gng,u u;burbiTuCraTTT-0ib 
Qjnujj>g Qu(J)i0 5ti>!DU> 

Si I GdVl H ffTT GU 

suii 2>{b t-lftjpci uilt_ffiSI(jT£3t Cftn-fing, 

ir.Knijjiffjiiii 

ejg>$i evevGuirn 

.^^SpjaaGij. 

This decad of Tamil songs by Goda, 
daughter of the celebrated Pattarbiran 
of ancient Ptiduvai, unites the 
conch Panchajanva with the lord 
Padmanabha in an exalted relationship. 
Those who sing it with feeling will 
become devotees of the lord. (10) 

8 / Cloud for a mesenger 

Vinnila | Sama | Adi 

sfjlsraT CiDGurruti cfitrflg»g,fTji>Gi_HT6u 

Gu)S>i*j0>n«iT! 

Q&G3 3 t if ,it umti Gcuisiaug^j 1.-11131 .^(i^ton^jir. 

Cumb&nCGn'? 

a W3 T fe33 ^ITg)CTT ,_LpfiPCI.>3,(£)6uC lqfi> 

G B n ft G Cn CUT U 
Glusrar iffrcnin n-t (g^i gaofujj) f<on 

Ql HTTjGnUrGu-1? 

O Dark clouds spreading like a blue 
canopy over the sky! Does my Tinimal, 
— lord of streaming Venkatam, — 
come with you? I swoon with tears 
flowing down my swollen breasts. 
Alas, does he pride himself in 
destroving a maiden's charm? (1) 

irr ,,ig,(>,i9£l '.-'4irfWb Itin ^{Miofttidi! 

LsGufbiAl j)g>i 0 

5rTi£>§)^«T ty,n t nGfrcii 

GurriT^,6ina> cr^Ccsr ? 
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anu&g ag^ojuuL®, 

67U)5^ tpfr QsOTojgija^ @iii0 gjeus,^ 

2>irdn @0uCuGrar? 
o Great clouds raining precious pearls 
over Venkatam hills! What news 
trom the lord of dark cloud-hue’ 
Alas, scorched by the raging fire of 
mid-night passion, I stand and wait 
for the soothe of a cool breeze. (2) 


«?srf) cusmemb sucnca Jlfrang, 

pencil sTcOftjrii 

ST4ifl4nu.u JTC & erdtoo, n^oiu 

GutruSlanajirsO; 

05m (r Ceu(i,*ua^j 5 tot C/sncfiljj^dr 


_ . (g)€37TLD ufTl 

Gioarsiairdr! 

@0uCuC63T 

Mv lustre, my colour, my bangles, m 
senses and my sleep, - how soon the 
haveJeh me, alas, destroying m 

well-being! O Merciful clouds! Hot 
long must I sustain my spirits, singin 

the glones of my Govinda, lord c 

cooJ-springs-Venkatam? ( 3 ) 


GcMP&JAl SfgiiSj 
^ru^uj Srt iDmVojn)^ 
c5M>«5»g>gjj ^CTTfVuQ<j,nr^ic^«, cfil^ubiSlg, 
£>mb fbrrGnG^rrgjju) 

ClufTGM <2>ip>ib CTC5T UJlfl6l_|OT)l_6ir)lD 

Q<5um0Gcsr. 

O Lightning-spangled dark clouds! 
Go now to Venkatam and tell the 
lord, whose chest is resplendent with 
the lady Sri, that everyday my tender 
breasts do yearn for the embrace 
of his golden frame. (4) 


Currcwf O^rrawT^) 

%>&>'& n(}f)fo<sv£hnGn\ Gcnrhi^uO)^^, 
G&dr O^rTorari idcoit A*®* $g<aijT0 G^lu 

Ourrj^il^rT^ncvr! 


SCOT CWsAtc. cucns—^rrcCi ©.jarflu^BJT 
a-t_co @i_2)5)fT<nT 

SQe > n ^ a 0 u 5 n< fil;r, 

^fifbnjjtfilGGTT. 

O Great clouds, piercing through 
the sky, raining nectared flowers on 
the hills of Venkatam over the lord 
who tore the Asura’s chest with lion- 
c aus. Ask if he would return the 
bangles he took from me. (5) 

Qa ^Q 41^2,5, 

_ CiP^lffuftncrr! lorrcuc^Ginuj 

iPJiii QftrtOTurrd, 

6Jj5i 0C1 u f? i£! eBrreh nrii ! 
S-OJ’iiQ JL-Ofju. cflcnci.o.srfl Currcu a. sn 

OiooSIuju M0j>0) erarene^ 
ibsu-s, 0*fT4*iL. jbr ! i<aji2)0c,4ir & i.4 in o J C S ,mi> 

G Cool dark clouds, laden with water! 

and pour over Venkatam, then tell 
him of my woe. He, - the lord who 
took the Earth from Bali, — has 
dried me, like a wood-apple dried 
by hovering fruit-flies. (6) 

aiiifa inn 0>i_€V> (ip^lcuftrwr! 

Gcswrii^M.g,^)^ 

Q,9rhJ£h6<jjr iDfTCU G<3QHq0> d£lp <2^ iq C$ip£,«fl 

cfil cjji crjrn ij u ib : 

Othnfitianeh Gincu iao>6 )ch 

(SiP^McSMlpUJUILK^fTjgj ^J^fTjfTCTT 

fl»rti(g)Gu>cu, etch gysfa ^^ 1 ( 2 , 1 b cncjTrru 

is—onijifiCg. 

O Dark clouds, go to Venkatam, to 
the lord who churned the ocean. 
Fall at his lotus-feet and deliver this 
message: if only he will give this serf 
of his the bliss of union one day 
erasing off the Kumkuma smeared 
on her breasts, she may live. (7) 

s,TOl £g>l CTc^^odrr) *iffr(ip,£l40a > iT C h! 

1,1 ,fTr ^ & tn,,, 'Q>ih) u Cli j^r^gjQjOTTmr 

Cuft Q < 9fTCv>G' < )l . 
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r£,rV Lj iP < @ e ' 3 ' 5(?u ^* u QJf 

Gumr 3,3Gu£,gn g?©")™* g>“> ®" Toftlb 

g>Jb®(5 snnGg. 

O Dark monsoon clouds, I sing the 
praise of the Venkatam lord, who 
entered the battlefield and emerged 
victorious. I fall apart like s\ itheicd 
Calatropis milkweed leaves in the 
rain. Alas, will he never send a 
word of hope? W 

vug, uurrmcsT CuiteO air (ijMS)«u«3Sii! 

G 61) nil <5»l_ G) fb 0 
u^ujns, SHti^sfirra."*! unmui^CTisraruiiTOT 
<njrTmj,«ng> gigSiGgh! 

a,fl cTOTonb 2> n raa *(5e> IT 2> 1 6 ,n 

Q u ctfjrO o> mq.c<mij 

ojcng, Clauj 0 .itOT craigjni Oa"e(' eji6uu)3.g,£,™ 

O Dark elephant-like clouds from 
Venkatam! Of what avail are the 
assurances of one who keeps the 
company of a two-tongued serpent. 
He promised refuge to the seeker, but 
has not kept his word. No more will 
the world revere him, by the infamy 
of killing a helpless maiden. (9) 


v»£> 


>£,$C3T ^CDGWTUJfTtfCDCTT ffjCTTgpjgiCUffCTI 

5>UJ£>$?>» £—***& 

U,a,g <£10 

cfilsrarOTUUii 

uir*4b^ M***"*"* 0 *"* 

CaiTcing, S>vbly? 

a** 

'his decad of love poems in 1 arnil, 
•y faultless Puduvai King s beautiful 
laughter Goda. sending the cloud 
s messengers to the or 
Venkatam,-those who sing .t with 
eeling will become devotees. 


9 / In the gardens of Malirumsolai 

Sindura | Baud \ Adi 

-^lji>g>lS^ 03ib0u3ic,u CurT6u 

j£l( 5 iDiToSl(nj 0 Gan<sr>eo eiriigjib 
§}?b&V G<nnuraia>G«n 

6T;yj<t,3)ju> tJCTJb^Slu-i—OTi6U3Gi>; 

LDjb&oib 5 ><tG<h 

ing^ija, Qa>niig0ang)i G3>36ssri_ 
/hjbg>03i Gs,n0,63M_UjnG3T 

oopOTCuuSlsu |gls 5 i©i Qa.nGcur? 

Alas, like Sindoor powder spilled all 
over Malirumsolai, red cochineal 
insects swarm and fly everywhere. 
The lord with beautiful arms planted 
the mountain shaft, and churned 
for ambrosia; how can I stand in its 
vortex and live ? (1) 

GunnAa>CTflgj Clun©ib 

UHTcfl<njici)C3iT«ncu cSatb 
£,333,03,3111 {lpGU6in6U3,0)lb 

£,61)611 £,6303, 3>3ll0£1 g&T3)J 
3,333,03,363 lil 33,3,63 (Qcsrcr)! 

3,tprf>)3 jfliflA3,£, artlCuJOTi; 
Cg>3)£! 

61)631 £,33 Q/>lbg> y,36Sn6uCuj. 

In the rolling groves of Malirumsolai 
where heavy tuskers play, the winsome 
smile of the full-blossomed Mullai 
creeper, and the hearty laugh of the 
twining Pata flowers are unbearable. 
Woe to me that I desired his Tulasi 
garland, O Sister! (2) 

/T>0G$OT>€1T £J6TOT IDGV>ITi9»fTGTT! 

fl,(TUJfT IDCV)IT«5>rTCTT! $0lf>ITGV 

<p<n$T <*0 2 -u.i s* cmDijuSd: 

^0 ^ 6 tncrrujiT( 5 l Gghircb 

4 il(iTjinnoSl 0 ^CT)GfliTCTDCu fbixuSl 

OJlflciJGIDCTT I 

6 ug> 0»0 s>_<?nCrfJi7 

O Beautiful Karuvilai flowers! O Kay a 
flowers! Your dark hues torment 
me with memories of the lord; show 
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me a way out! The lord of Malirumsolai 
has beautiful arms that sport with 
n ' broke into my house and 
snatched my bangles, is this fair? (3) 

anuubCluihp* suajp gjuSIcoftirtir! 

inuSlaiarrit! g>c i<n a^sflcmsn&nsrt! 
a.nrtias3fl affsit j 

cucrarsiraru ibnyiocuiiaitdr! 

giii Qu(n,iii ur^aAftirCTr! 

iorroS)^nj0G<fiT«ir)Oj iglAp 
mQu0 U J^g ) , ot)l _ Uj 

«t£3t GlaiumCg,? 
o Beautiful Koels of the groves! 
^ Beautiful Peacocks! O Dark 
Karuvilai flowers! O Fresh Kala 
bun. O Kaya flowers! O Five-fold- 
l nn r r ^ f Malirumsolai, the five of 
. °n. hat good do you get by 

sporting the lord’s dark hue? (4)' 

gana* WO Quit,^ ^ 

^0lDfT65l0^CT)GfirT63>Go f&cairr) 

i90et|0u Curtsii uituirGujcii 

>» l art0 y,0« OT i«jra,(Tsh! <<!,«■>,otuW, 
Cl«j>2,n U 3 Sin j aiIts j I | 

git 0UOT anrj)jj|,5lGOTI. 

° Dark beetles sitting on blossoms 
over tall groves! O Deep lakes! 

Red lotuses of the lake! You haunt 
I th w ’ 1 b the dark hue and the 
01 us-eyes of my lord. Pray show 
me a place to escape to. ' (5) 

*■"») 2>0|ib Q, 

«• - oJSZ? 

5,1 rr 

«J0l4l(n,sc|« >L . ujnsin 

®™*uQo. n *'^ QUhnCaj ^ 


the lord of Malirumsolai surrounded 
X ftfH'fT 5 - 1 ^^ my word to 
and I* a” j * 30ts butter today, 

° f Wcet morsel bbed 
^ fl t e n br ' m Wlllthelor d of growing 

' ence deign to accept them? (6) 

^(iPga Q«iu£l U u Q u£ 5i^ 5,,, A 
S ,OT S ) &njD<TuSlrnon«, 

CWiaidr; 

° SOT ® 50 AlO^gu, 

Tlctrrr, <1 J ' ,LD,I ' J ' jl ©lg)G , 3iT«3S£ U g.cjrgusii 
'bleirrjiSIjiTci, 

^craGa cuaj,, CjbftuutCeu. 

oda?t m u S n° accept m >- offering 
t h „, y ’ I .* h ** 1 ^nder it a hundred- 
liH's.md-,,!,. then serve |, lm , v || 
Ah bu, .he- lord lives i„ groves of 
a ting fragrance; would he come to 
res.de in my lowly heart? ( 7 ) 

udirnilrir ■’.ai UJ 00^1^ 0 , SJ j,„j jAe |, 

^rrcxalcOT surjsu Ct«„*«S| 

u«Qa* Ou.ud,i.«M 0 o Sllt G ev ,-,? 

•alien suinrai sou Clu 0 , orsi , 

0 . gijnuirifrufl cubQu0innA 

r^oSten^'ensuu G.Vu0iorrsjr 

«"'■**«*» S-cntA^AnGg,. 

Flocks of blackbirds spoke as 1 woke 
“ p lhls morning, about the lord of 
mountain groves, about the King of 
Uvaraka, about the lord who slept on 
a fig leaf in the deluge. Their sweet 
Marul tune seemed to fortell his 
coming; could it be true? (g) 

G*' TfT ii0 fiu0ob Clumpcu 
'<‘"ffA(rt i tg ) (tJinGf)6\ fvrij «ff«Wvr iriAtnGtne- 
Omui iLfi«anu<s(Icnn(^l 

a-.-Oiriraj 4,1 &jvsi 0.!£I AOirjsji; 

dHrovi j©0(y>a,£g| 

s®!®** 1 «iii® raefflaiib 

'•■lO.sfilst, lijUKjin^uGii.,tji 

a,W ’ C '" jQ ‘ IUJ *"» silS^nOTjBI CUnGsun? 
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Amid the Kongu trees that blossom in 
Malirumsolai, I lie in vain, drooping like 
strings of the Konrai flower. When, 
O When will I hear the twang of his 
Sarnga bow, and the boom ot the 
conch blowing on his sweet lips? (9) 

0>rrijdk)6yjib 

0rU3fj>&) g>L-fl5i0iC*T Ourr^fTjgjj 
rffl<MiburTn)| a_ccr> i_ 

iniTG^I^rij^GdjacnGu 

<5t»b2)<j«r*<ryi0 

(^,tpfr> CiDirrcing) Og)fT(£)g>giJ 2-CF>0.4>3> 
, o)<3»b£b»i>U ]p u5>g)jLb Qjcoovna 

^(fFjLoncoiq. G^irajfraGcn. 

This decad of pure Tamil verses by 
bee-huming flower-coiffured Goda, on 
the lord residing in Malirumsolai amid 
lakes, where the raging Nupura G.inga 
washes Sandal and Rosewood, — 
those who can sing it will surely attain 
t he feet of Tinimal. (10) 

10 / On the lord of Malirumsolai 

Karkodal | Todi | Adi, Misra Cbapu, 
Virutta m 

,'hf»n&G<y>fTi_-rf) ^dsAncrr! *hirir&<hi cm.oat<;ir3Tcj» 
u-rtrirGioeu SL.ibcniou 
Gtjmi^ Gfl.nc\jib Gtftugji Ot irT*T 

cnnij^ 

iT^nib 

gjtiprriugt 

O Dark Kodal flowers! Where is the 
ocean-hued lord, who aimed you 
warring arrows on me? Who will 
hear my plaint, alas? Even my heart 
unbridled has teamed with him, for 
the favour of his Tulasi crown. (1) 

GificoGgjrTtyjri^luj Li/fc&nGn* Oincvj 

SL-CUi*>>^10>GtM 63T tl?gjj Gt IfTtij 

ulDVsO 1 » ffj '1 t»3T fT^j ti) 

(lf>5>€LM.ailT 6ll60rhJ W^ilSlcU 


ClDCU CgjfKtfTf^jU) 

Q 6 U( 0 < 9 tL_»T GufTCVJifj r 6 Tlbcr>in 

U 3 ^fbGff)fTcncuu utli-Sija 

gtn gdgu&)Q ji< 5> QarTCTT^fb^Gri ? 

O Kantal flowers blossoming on the 
high hedge! Rather than take me high 
above to the realm of the self-illumined 
Vedic lord, and scorch me with 
the intense rays of his radiant discus, 
will you not leave me in the company 
of the dead? (2) 

G<&rTC7nCTj iDCTSTfTlliq! {b 

Q^rT^f^lftCaVl (D(?J,fTOT5T{Ji CTibGffKD 
Og>fr<«nGvjs{ilGujcvj; 

CurTliJip^MT 2 >li>CT>LD cfiM^dTrgjjLb ; 

LlfTcfilGuJCTT Gg>fT63T^U 

umbi-jt^(pn 6 OTTujnn& 0 ib £,ib tjmbi jGuncG 

5>fTO|lb l^'aGiWT© SL-CTT 

jb irfrrafloSlGujffli ACa>. 

Madam Kovai creeper! Pray do not 
torment me. 1 shudder to see your 
berries, as beautiful as the lips of the 
lord. The shameless sinner that I am! 
By me, the lord hits become two tongued, 
like his serpent-companion. (3) 

(ipcOcmcuu iSlfjfTiliQ! fi_£3T 

^Lp GUCUGTT CTlOfciTl 10 

r^i<.\t6ucu cfi1cir»oTT6filGu.jcu; 

fbf^j&fTuj! if* (fin <5H<ar>L /hjHGuib; 

<5^ if) f|>$) il l_ (£MnrjC5IITIT 
OdJfT 6 V)gyiii) ^umuuiiT63Tncvi, »*)rt«pjib 

i^rpjij^CtniD Qumu ^uinGrr)? 

Madam Mullai creeper! Pray do not 
torture me. with your white smiles; 
I fall at your feet, my Lady! My lord is 
the prince who maimed the defiant 
demoness. If his promises be false, 
I too was never born. (4) 

tfT(ptb ^f,aSl6V)5»nen! r^gji 

(TTt^ntnn i m cv/? r^GO Gslm^i«9>l_- 
Ct»r?i <i 6 iirup 6 \j 
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Qairui 

s_anc_ujmr cu©gi ^©OTQaiugti 
^(^QjrjrruSliqcj <3*i_e$ 

Sni uiTL.0a.aeh C*iL0Cu). 
Enough, O Singing Koels! What 
song is this? If the lord ofVenkatam 

promises a new life, come again. He is 
the lord bearing the dancing Garuda- 
banner. If he comes to me, we will 
both sit and hear you sing. (5) 


aonn 10 it louSlcianeh! aKmeronSlijiTaT 

.<00aUanevKb Gunrorrru 
aionfl uirr ©i_ib uuSlrarn)] 

«%0<O<SrjffA& @ rfjpildrCjDnr: 

uswto) .^(,0 tSMUQjffinsauTu 

u©ucu aireuypii ucrrcrfiCWcn 
iJiararatncnn ©ib«nu> sjisu^g, 


urtla .gg,, anofenfilCear. 

o Flocks of Peacocks spoiling mv lord 
Krishna s hues! Yes, you are artful 

tnTh ^ J fa ° 31 y° lir fe «. P ra y 

stop. I he bridegroom sleeps eternally 
on a hooded serpent. See the plight 
be has brought on me! (6) 


5 >>-u> Gjsncino, sfilifla^Qcir© 

mn u> uSIgu a, nch! ie_iiicjiijj 

5> L -'tl<%L.I_lil (MTCKILI urrcfilCujroi 

©near s^h (Tpg,i\> gCeuror; 

(«)L ii ^m, 0 ffltn.g,a,63r Gair«£liV>o,cin 

GafTi61cff>© Qaiijgj) erticjur, 
slottl inn 0 Offl.nc 33 Tt_n 63 T SL-ajaicnja^ 

gsafl Sj>shrre)i GungjiCm? 

O Good Peacocks spreading your 
feathers in preparation for another 
dance! This sinner self has nothing 
to give you for your performance. 
The pot-dancer Govinda has 
plundered my all, and left me a pauper. 
Now is it proper for you to dance?( 7 ) 


1 llCtDiJ.Gu I! (AOftmCuu! 106131 

1 IJDiii y,<fl a-sirennuj igroin}, 
amiii^'leiTnro Guns'. 
asa©gii ©cv GojiSiat_g,^| s_6tr ^Isjnrj 


dljpauiSlarrcuTiTA ©ibsmo 

error Q© 12 , 05 , 2,1 ^|3,0ul?. 
Sljgffljrglroriru CTcjtcnssrg, 
acmasgjaQarcOT© *a 3 ©©a,a> cucusitcuCu j? 

The beautiful lord has emptied me, — 
like a metal caster casing his model with 
clay, and melting out the wax inside. 
° Dark rain-cloud, passing over 
Venkatam! Would you pour over me and 
cast his image in my heart forever? (8) 

Al_Gcu! ftl-Cci.! SL-rotCJICTlO, 

a.63>i_©g ; I) a,cuo,®2_rgjg,gj, 
B-ucyjcrr L|(3)!t > g,i;Qrorrr)j 

asa©cv [pjfi)g,6un5® CTrorcincsTtuLb 
a-ugyjcrr ii®!bai£lrorjji 

ffisr©cit c^irr)jffl»/kl63Tin innuiri)® error 
©i_cncuo.cn creocunii) 

©nffl.rorc33rffl.Gffl. Qfflcjrrrjj sg_cs - *rj^r^tO iij 

O Vast Ocean! Just as the wonder 
lord churned you and took the elixir 
of-life from your deep, he entered into 
me and took my life. Will you not 
go and tell my woes to the serpent 
his companion? (9) 

©cucu 61631 GamJ)! ©na,63>c33ni?cir>ffl ©thuon 
Qocusun Quiflujn; rfljy .onroTIucuA ©„© 

QoiuaiQo,65t? 

cflsCicSl Liffljjcjicu sfil(10rfl^,g,n ffl.njtffl.cn 

GffljClJCJtrr 

oidicu urftfflt o.ir_ir > «filui iCijcIj .i,®, a,nrojr| 1 iQm. 

My Good Sister! Our lord who reclines 
on the serpent couch, is rich and 
powerful. What can we small 
mortals do? When Villiputtur’s 
Vlshnuchitta, our Father, welcomes 
his lord with proper presents, we 
shall see him then. (10) 
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11 / A delirious state 

Tamukakkum \ Anandabhairavi \ 

Misra Chapa 

a,mi S!_fta>(£jii g>u> cnauSIp 

^nin&Gin GunojnGcun 

ujmi) ffrii) gt><3>u9gu 

§, (ijbfT5>ffinGXJTGu)60 

G<S0lb $ (0) 61) 1*1 <9>0 

c s^f (ip8>£bGy>0) GjbO&ihnrjrTCv 

ib idG&jt! ^idixiGcut! 

As the Sanku conch in his hand is dear 
to him, — O Jewelled Ladies!, — are not 
the Sanku bangles on my hands dear to 
me? The Arangar lord reclining on a 
fierce serpent, does not deign to see 
my face, O Mother, O Mother! (1) 

STtpcu a_om_iLi ^ibincncuTiijn! 

CT63T <£JIJI*J3>g)gjJ ^SSTOTTCipibn, 
01^60 <^ip«3>IT, CYJfTUJ 

{hG&fl ^ip0»o f QtfjOU^jjlcvj 

«T(^ dMXicuu ui, ^ip^rr; 

CTliUDfTCTTniT Cl63Tg)| CTIL.U) 
AipCVJ QJC^CTTCDUJS, 0,tf(ipU) 

3 , tj)6u cjjumcnGiu ^Mjfli^cuTGrj. 

O Bright Ladies! My sweet Arangar 
lord has beautiful locks, beautiful 
lips, beautiful eyes, and a beautiful lotus 
on his navel. Alas, he wears my 
Kalalvalai, loosened bangles, as his 
Kalalvalai, victory anklets. (2) 

Gii jfT»bj(£) £jj>£bkh 

Hcijmib djlsjjne. cu^ib 
crW,g>)Lb GangnGiO 

c^ljCTT^ffjriD CTlhQt l(ff)lDnQ1 
©)0toG<9»fTGVJ a_isr>Liu 

$(n}6iii)nii0>0 OacuGUtfBioo 
£iii) C<9>fT€0ciJ6<T>cnainc{j 

g»L IT ^SlTQjn ^ftoGs,? 

The wealthy prince of Arangam is 
the sovereign lord who rules 
eternally, over the ocean-girdled 


Earth and sky. Will the usurpation 
of my bangles satisfy him? (3) 

lD3&f ^icrafl IDITl ld$6u 

^gfbJiOjIT QJlTLDCIT65Tnrr 

uflsa'.Ju U0»jb Gg>6uo 

j2)fTLD U67310 $n 6J0)0) 
l9 0GT>001 (£jCT)IT)Ujn<!^ , 

hj QuiucuGFitfn GldgO 
ggosna a_<sni_ujGijcM, 

,@2> QjS>(|T)Gcu Gun^nCg? 

The lord of tall-mansioned Arangam 
came abegging as a celibate lad. Not 
satisfied with what he got as charity, 
if he desires my bangles also, should 
he not pass through this street? (4) 

OufTCOCUnA (2) r 0GTT 2_0cunuju 

Quito) cr>dSuSlcu $o cjfbgJ) 

CJCUCUn £>_GVl(d>)l-D cSHGTTIbgJj) 

QdhOOTaTu cmbQu0U)nCTT 

JbCOCUITO^CTT CXJ TT(L^ LD 

OjCTfllT ,5M(jnaJ£> 00 fh 65T)t»!LJlU1 0 63T 
^cucunGgjOib ea^uQuo^tcnjib 

CTlJL)g)|CDn«T £_cttG<jjt. 

The lord took water from Bali’s 
palms; in one stride, he took the 
Earth as well. Living amid good 
people in Arangam, he plans to plunder 
us poor folk now. (5) 

ana>u Quit^cttactt (ipcartsyrGin 

ciDtfjifjjQrfjjOCiyffu onj d>ndiirf) j^n 
Qfliuu Mfjffn 6£>0ii> 

Q^cOtnjcinnn: 

6TU QulT0U.(g)lb $6510)1 

o>n63T toanrguSlcCT 
Qjoo)Qi. in^crnoiu $6BTir>no ct65t 

Qu3UJuQLJO(ITy^ri)LD Q«3,0653Tl oGlJ. 

The wealthy lord of Arangam watered 
by the Kaveri, is the substance of the 
Vedas, present in all, evading all. 
He already took from me all I had. 
Now he is taking mv soul as well.(6) 
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a-COTSBSTrrgj SL-inniiftngj 

g>®Slausneu astugysgju 
Wurasr ajrruqasnfjl 

2> n ib a_n)jT) Gugd CTcOcuirii) 
ftlrasrsutiin uj^l* ^ 

$(5015151** Cltfwwamfr. 
CTsnrcOTuGg, &u>Qpe!n UU j 

2 >raleninaCtti crrijTOTpnjCrr. 

The lord of high-walled Arangam 

a nH°f Pri , deS m hls dl 8 nit y- gave up sleep 
and food to tame the ocean, for the sake 

0 is woman. Has he forgotten the 
madness that came over htm then?(7) 

UIT ^ ©C’sgja, 

unn^C^u u«@ ^ ^ 

Wna jgfr Gurrffr, 

U)tTdTii uwjS ^ 

^2.* S-cdluj Gsmm 

Cud-fl,* ■ Cl***.*,** 

ua'ra^uuaTash 

Cun***^ CugnCsu. 

and e affl u d en t f ^ t a 1 n8am “ res P ecta ble 

tsSP'srs 

^’ u «wrqniTrrcn63 T Q, lor _ . UL ^2>& 

Sisupala^ ,i Cu<!!>a> 

Tu , as sel to iriarrv R l 
1 he n the lord ram , y Ruk ™mi. 

her > ] «ving himT andr ° deoffwi th 

Earned. No wonder d!^’ Sh ,? Cked and 


Q^LD^DiX) 2_CDL_UJ 

^(rpeurr^ftiT itld 
OloiLld^iou Qu(tfj QjnirgjCir)^ 

cfilLL{J\^l5>0)fr G&iIuv^uuit; 
£&iber>io 2_s>uurT6<nrjg ) 

gjiTib a_ftuurr GTCTT C7)i ii) Q^fTCV) 
5 >u>i£I©dlCuj Qu<Tiuujn’C3TfTGu 

5fT^l0uniT ^fT ^gjAGuj? 

Vishnuchitta is well versed in the lore 

Tt “L* e ^ ran § am l° r d’s famous truisms. 
If “he-who-loves is-also-loved” be false 
with the lord, what can anyone say 
with certainty thereafter? (10) 

12 / Entreaty to the world 

Marrirunchrkatka \ Saranga \ Adi 

@(32,jglTftUQ 

Lucon^rr 

LDfT«5,QJ65T (TrGTTUgi) ££IT ,^631^5,651^^ 

* 2_ftnijuugjj CTGUCVjnib 

asu^DLDujCgfrg) Q^g 51 i_it guwuO)^^,) 
C'uiS5{6l (2) j, artar)cn ^ujCsu GurrwO 

Cufr&gj Qnuj JgJcu QjOTrrjjg, j^ldlSI 

vijd Qufr^jj^irujj) ^FigtTi^j 

logjcwju urossj eratenar 2 _tiJ.d,.£l® tA®"- 

Your advice to me on my affair with 
Madavan are like words spoken by 
the mute to the deaf. Leaving his 
parents, did he not grow up in 
another household? Take me then to 
Mathura, where he wrestled m an 
unfair match. W 

2>"<wfl @<rf] gjii *©*»>» @~ ,a ' su - 

£,"cu < ^iuj<M"0 ,j3 ^ir^QjQsjrTi^lfE.a.fTiT; 

cmcraflu,,,^ ffnOTcmsn co(^)2>gD Otfiugu 

U555T0 ugot@ a_©i^lcitT^lcO, 

wirsrcf) sa_(fi)6uitiij 2_eo(2) Si su £>&> 

iDniuesvcna. airaaflcv o,cr>6uio!5'a|ii); 
^onssmunsu r£rr ctt fnjrcr.rj o>afhB> GsuemruiGu. 
ayuuunt^&Cs, cTOTTEncn e_uj^><£l@i£lra'- 

No use fighting shy, now all the folks 
have come to know. If at all you wish to 
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do me good, — I swear, — if at all you 
want to see me alive, take me now to 
Ayppadi. If I see the beautiful bachelor 
who took the Earth, I may live. (2) 

£(b«r>£F>iL|U) g,rru_jii> f0«b5>£> 

CunuSUdiiibii GTGOTcpu) OgfTGO cyi 

GU«bg> iSIcOTGOTGOTU ui^l dbrTUL) 

LD (TUJ CDGOT GUjTjgjJ 2_(T*)S> 

5> ml 0 «£)GOT ID ffGOT ) 

Q&mTjgjGTTii) 

Q^ujcurreyr e^rr ld<9>gotgotu Clujjnj 

fTLJ fTCU63T £F>COTt G\J (5 jG(9> 

£> cn@(5 ll6TOT GTGOTcnGOT 

a_ uj @ ifil «^r. 
They say I have strayed from the 
trodden path discarding mother, father, 
kith and kin. I cannot guard against 
slander anymore - the stranger’s face 
haunts me everywhere. In the dead of 
the night, leave me at the portals of 
Nanda’s mansions, where broken¬ 
hearted maidens lie groaning 
while the son plays with them 
ruining their reputation. (3) 

£>GUgj$GOTl_ «^Lp 05>fTG7OTl_rTGOT 

(tp*5jgjj ^63Tr/)) cfjliJjlCujcsrr GiGOTfru 

(hd&ih Q^rT6TOT0 themr < s^ 3 gth__ c g>i } n&)& i i8 

^EU ^rTC3fli_6u«r.a^, SsncreflcO £>rrf|pib; 
CWr^GOT^g^cuu) §\gt> cu Cf£,fT«5>^ft ^ms^rT, 

< u»5>fTG&rb£Gp5>(£ ) c^cOcurTGU GUfTuSlcu 
Cuira>n; 

surTgjcncu g^i£)ujGgu Gurriu, 

UJ (Kp GOT GOT 3) & GOT l) &t GTGOT GOT CUT 

2_iu£$0i$got. 

Take a look at these breasts of mine, 
they are blindfolded by a red corset. 
Seeking the conch-wielding lord alone, 
they shun the sight petty mortals. Since 
they will not enter another household, 
end this life of mine here, and take me 
to the banks of thejamuna. (4) 


,§yT<3)(5)lh CT65T Glj>nuj @5)1 < ^!<5!tUG0ITS,n'5 > i; 

^liinniOTSsniirr! ui— nCg>, 

3,fTIT<S)<g>l_<»G QJGTOTG3OT6OT GTGOTLJ fTGOT Gp>06U65T 
got5>5>c7OTl_ CiurT&ih &>\—Gu{h 
|g«T5> <£feGOTIJ fglOTrr) <9jl_LDGOTlJ Gjrf>l5> 

anGifliuGOT 2_^iluSlcu fbiLi_ib uruijfbgiJ 
Gl_irTIT5><3>GTTlDfT5> f005>g>Lb Q.£JIU3> 

Q U ttlij GOT<£B<9> 5,GOTfJ<S>0 GTGOT GOTGOT 

a__ LU 0 l£l G5T. 

Nobody will understand this malaise, 
my Ladies, do not be sad. Take me 
now to that riverbank which turned 
into a ruddy battlefield when the dark 
lord climbed the Kadamba tree, then 
jumped and trampled on the serpent 
Kaliya’s hood; his caress is the only 
remedy available to us. (5) 

&>nrrg> 5>OT3T (ip^Gyjti) ^(T^cfilGOTGrriq ld 
0 >nujrr idgu^ld 5>loc\jlj y ^ojih 
mT^,^10^cjTfO63T 6TGOTGOT6OT QJjj>^lll0 

^0U*G<9>.£JCOT U5j« 9>GU GunCfi) CTGOT rr)| J 
CciJlTOjgjJU OJuSllp 

G<JiJ6ffOT0 ^Ilq.^lGU 2— Gd'ot G7T)| Lfl Gungjj 
rr-gjj ctgtt^j 

UfTng>^l0f|)g)J Qjb0 GfT>rT5»(2j5> Q^rT6TT(^TFjl£| 

U5>2>cfi)GcufTdJG3T2>giJ 2_lijg)^)0l£l6irr. 

The cool dark clouds, the Karuvilai, 
the Kaya and the lotus flowers, 
haunt me saying, “Go to him, 
Go to him.” Take me then to 
Bhaktavilochanam, where he sits, 
sweating, hungry, tired, and looking 
afar, waiting to be fed. (6) 

GUOTOTGOTniO d£)rf)o_|U) LDGOTlD (#■> got ip GL| ld 

lOrTGOTlb ^GUrTGOTiniLjLD GumijQ61.HGrc)Ul .|lb 

2_g3otg«jot GyirntTGOTioimh g gtt Oidg\S1glj ld 

gugototgotstgot gtgotljit got g^^gjjgot 

^kfcoolfeoolib ^jjipnUJ fa iOOI G1331 LQ LfirtboiGV) OftfTCiiyin^h) 
(dfcpll 8) 5>63ufllLjLh; I^GUIDU^T^GOTGOTGOTLJ 
l_lG3OT UGuGgjGbGOT GsUGOTfT) 

Li fT GTOT iq. G)J L . &) 5)1 GT GOT GOT GOT 

2. UJ5)^0^<»^ 7 - 
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My paleness, depression, insensibility 
white lips, loss of apetite, sleeplessness 
and sulkiness - all these will disappear, 
when the Tulasi garland worn bv the 
lord is wreathed on me. So take me to 
Bhandiravata, where his brother 
vanquished Pralamba by parting the 
thighs of the demon. (71 


CtoiAau Cluibp,,®, 
nmyi «rgu<io ■JH.a.u Clu^pnOT, 
urbrgl SL.goSlenL lultumb a_OTST L .it«5r, 
uticSa,^! QanGsoii? 

a-roarnC®, 

a_ ilu s g| &gi|A 

Qa,r ®®* ©«nu_ujiTa jg^ 

Gansuetcjrsiofflt 

ilj g, <£l 0) ^ 

O Sinful Ladies! Do you dare heap 
slander on the lord?, - that he went 
after grazing cows, was born in a 
forester’s clan, and was punished 
or stealing butter? Keep your 
learning to yourself and be saved 
rom my wrath. Take me now to 
Govardhana, where he held the 
mount against a torrent. (81 


asvilmw @< 533 $, sruCungju, 

Ca.nsfflj.sn! Cansflnsan! ctotqi 

«^«r>ips><g ) ib; 

Si£rtlui9> Cl^fTurrgjj Qtfr^juuarrrrcfclGu 

ctcctitu a_ujij a 
ci^ib; 

B>nCuveu *Bnsu 6 uifl enu^l s^i^sn 

cbsSraniD acmsutfflLnCg,, 

®> C @ .nn^riiftsn ( & j> ! g a) Cs, ( T* !0J u > 

gjinilinijj0a(5, ersSianon 


This caged parrot was starved 
punished for calling ‘Govi 
incessantly; she now screams “[ 

who-measured-the-Earth”, ’l ot 


Do not earn the world’s abuse, and 
hang your heads in shame. Take me 
now to Dvaraka, the city surrounded 
by high-walled mansions. (9) 

IDQTgpj IDgjlGDfJ Clj2,fTi_&«5il£irT^, 

GUGSZ T gjjGU ^CTTCXJLD 

25C3T6T>C3JTg) 2)1011 S-UJgjgjJU QuiijUJ GGUGJSTlq^) 

H ip ^1 fTfel I <EP<1 fh I ini'll fJ? QJ i 

Quncn gjujcu ioni_Lb Quac^l^jgjj G^rujcnrryib 
HgjjcnojujliG^n^r efi^il0/l2)2,dT 
( 

fg} 6JT Gjfl CiD # UJ fT G\J Q <9 (TOTTOT Cl Q (0 Q O fT CVJ 

lOfffiFVCU 

CJ^SQjCUGVJniift^ J^ULE) GJDCU^fijtfjGlD. 

This garland of ssveet verses by 
Goda, daughter of Puduvai’s King 
Vishnuchitta, imploring her friends 
to take her to the lord in Mathura, 
Dvaraka and elsewhere, — those 
who can sing it will dwell in Vaikunta 
forever. ( 10 ) 


13 / Last wishes 

Kannan ennum | Varali \ Adi 

imoicSt crOTTgyii *(fF)j,Gg,aj«ULD 

uip^la, ,£L uCusnsttu 
Mainensflj) qcrflu Quiu^rirf) CuitsuU 
M-mb fidrp Cusn C 

UCtfTCirfte „ 1(S ^ aib ^ &lun& 

u © u,rrsi ’ <SH«ir,uSlcu 

**»«- CW«*r© 

SU '"' Lm Sorafliu rfJCij. 

KHsh POSS n $ed ^ 3 dark god called 

wisdom ^ d ° n0t stand and U,lk 

^Au rin ! tamarind over t 
un derstand ’ the lord d ° eS 

hi ^ of hi^ v 7 , aide ^ Pangs. Unrobe 

me out ye ° w vestment and fan 

m y swoon with it. (0 
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urrcu^^c^sncuuSleu G^troraiL. 

U(JU>ffi[T «TU«316 OULJl10 < @ 0 JI>Cg> 6 r!CK 

Gsuauirsu gJOTOTli) Clulij&ITlbGulTSVJ 
C 6 U 6 J 3 Ti%n 5 g)j GTGucurcib Gu anCoj, 
Go>ct<wh6u i£lcr>!jGu)uJ2>gil Jjyuejriuij* 

(gu. j>on^i«. (2>>— 

^cunii g,OT!TajT;i> gjjyjmLi CIaug*!© CTciT 

Ou><A (2)gia>Gu)cO (*,LieCrj. 

I am caught in the dragnet of the 
child-who-slept-on-a-fig-leaf. Pray 
restrain yourselves, your words are 
piercing me like spears. Go bring 
the cool Tulasi worn by the cowherd 
pot-dancer, who is sleeping soundly 
in Kudandai, and wrap it on my soft- 
hair coiffure. 

s, 0 ciri as, ftfrujfb® s^cfflsueSI 

crraTguu) ^le5>!D*Ca.tTajn«v 
Qfb 0 a?r £1611(^(2)0) CojGiioiaT© 

jgoncuimb «nji)Csuenofi 

^(gjGssv STOTtfflTiTOT; ^isusiT ^(njsusjr 
^SU63T U))Tlt6l4 ^€33fllbS> Oj63TtDfTGJ>GO 
GU^^luJfrG^) 

uuriTsfiln) GatrOT'mBgil qgilieCfJ. 

The demon killer Krishna, with his 
bow-like eyebrows and arrow-sharp 
gaze, has pierced and seered my bosom, 
alas, my spirit is ebbing. He does not 
show himself and say, “Fear not”. If he 
Parts with his Vanamala, without 
playing false, bring it here and rub it 
on my chest. ' 

g^Crj s-eno.S’&l ^p&oinn? 

' ^.urtumo ftsufr^ga a-COT©ni> 
anCggi a_y>* 0 . 2 _^a( 2 )Om® 

aerTrtib^ii) (y)'fi'2>&ie> ^It-uGucnrai 

5^fJTGU(ipg>LD ^CSnGJTUJ rT 6 TT 0>S3T 

tunuSlcO aerr^uj 

fgrrgjrTOT QftfT€TOT(T(i)gU L|CUlJfT^lD 

u^ai^ j|awu®u £&£Cri. 

A black bull cal 
amuck in Avpp 
mauled by him, 
repair. Go bring 


led Krishna has run 
adi; I he gored and 
hopelessly beyond 
the ambrosial spittle 


from his sweet lips, my insatiable 
delight, and help me lap it before it 
dries; that alone can save my life. (4) 

Gabtn^guib *<ruun«ji; 

^(gjCoeu ariiannon; ^cueit s^(2)Oi®>i 
g)(tgefil (ipiig^lu L|(2)JbgiJ gstq 

5,ip€ifTg)i Cuitftitemifu; 

g.eyiipu'ilsiT Quiri^sucunuJ ^leogu iSlraiCear 

Gj^Qiditcu asu^l cu(ii)£SlciTn3 
(SjtpcSOTi Clg,(TBncnGimiij (§rr Q^ireraiQ 
06rflg gjt-efiCrr. 

I weep and pray; the fellow does noteven 
show his face to say, “Fear not”, nor 
ever comes to caress, embrace, roll and 
leave. Grazing cows in the dense forest, 
he plays his flute endlessly. Go 
bring the trickle from its hole and 
wipe the fever from my brow. (5) 

«J)«3TJU J§)eilOJIT 2_CU*.j>g>l 
fT > (T5g>C<‘J>fTt_><»3T iD«9iG 3T <rr63TCjpllb 
OSifTlq UJ fbitvUJ ^(ffjLDfTCUfTGU 

0Ofuuj«9>5<ru!^J Qftn - 6nuuil(^ 

t_j6<r>i_ tijib Ouuj0^guG 6U63T rT^fTcirr; 

CufTlp5»«9>6jT l£)j£lg><3> ^iq-UUnCi^GV 

Gluirm.S>2)"OT QarrsraiiT&gil y,Jrr*<* 

CufialT 2_uSlrt ST631 S_l_lbOTHjCuj. 

The self-willed lord Tirumal was bom 
in a lawless world, as the indisciplined 
unscrupulous lad of Nandagopala. 
Bmtally kicking me over my injuries he 
has crippled me. Plaster me with the mud 
trodden by the rascal and save me. (6) 

QcillbfSl* A(|F)6TT5» Q*niq UjrTOTT<3>G5T 

ifjlfjgj) ^1— £_6V<9>£>g)J 

QcujTjfD OcurfjlCg) ClufbfD 
CguldGu ciicniTg>2>n^pfin; 

fopnyib <^{bfD (Lp6m6\j5>C3T<SinCTT<3) 

C^fTCUU L 

^jpiT) rrWGiT'GlI $fT 

fSHancwuu <?MlieGn. 

He moves like a despot in the world 
spoiling a vicious bird-banner. His 
mother repents bitterly that she 
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brought up a useless son. Bring the 
insolent youth to justice; bind him 
up firmly - by his beautiful arms to 
my faultless breasts. ( 7 ) 

2_6TtCgTT 6!T>fP)GGUeff)OT 

Si —sttGcttit ^ojCcnnr 
QafTCTTfilnCTT OfbfTSirsrflfl, ( 3 )g)|U)UCiy) 63 T 0 > 
Gff,irajfra,^OTCT)Erra a>«wii_a,a,roj, 
Qo-nrinstju, uimot s^earrru @«0ama 
Ciam^icinag.QTeinsOTa, ^ly>iiiG*fi0u) 
^lencrflu ujS'giiSlLgl ^isucjr iDimefitsu 
^Sgil CTsii ^ipcnsoo, ^itGcuGot. 

The lord of Govardhana my lover is a 
terrible highway-bandit. While I pine 
away, he does not care to inquire if 
I am living or dead. If ever I see that 
rogue, I shall tear these worthless 
breasts of mine by their roots, and 
fling them on his beautiful chest, then 
settle my score with him. (8) 


Oamismuj (ipcnsug,* Jgurr 
Carrcflibaing) (gjlbGroaicu 

^iD 6 ?r)LDu iSlajefil Q^iuujrrG^ 

Guniij5 QjUUlUlb 2)€iJLb2)fTC3T CTC5T? 

Q5li)65f>a5 2_GiDL_UJ $0LDrTfTcfi)<JO 

G^ri^^nGojT^iiii, (0rT63T^] 

CllDuJLbcyjLO CtafTGUoS) (y) 5 >U) CfbfT( 5 )<^l 
^)0ClD6O ifila, ffjCjrGfT). 

If I cannot, in this life, serve my Govinda 
and satisfy my swollen breasts, what 
great purpose awaits me in the life 
hereafter? Good if he will brace me to 
his beautiful chest now. Or else let him 
face and answer me one day. ( 9 ) 


r^eucueu Gfjlcr>Gna^ Qu^tonimon ^ujrnjmq/j,^ 
©raft ctT to an to 

GylcuGol MgjJC>yicij(v,a,ri djlu jdfT 

Cftfl €(D fh 

^CGancu^j Q^fTcmcujg,^ i KrTjaj&gbfTcrr 2>_rr)rru 

®><9fT©JQr>CUj2, ff^^toto 71)®jG>JtinfrjriSTLJto 
toi £yjGTi ;3jjciJ6nnGiJ. 


These words of love by Goda of 
bow-like eyebrows, the wonderful 
daughter of Villiputtur’s Lord 
Vishnuchitta, praise the tormenting 
lord, beacon of the cowherd clan. 
Those who sing it with gusto will 
escape the ocean of misery. ( 10 ) 

14 / Exchange between two 
groups of Gopis 

Pattimeyndor \ Kurinji \ Adi 
Viruitam, Man gal can 
Utlli). Cu3iuj>gd S^IT 0>nCjr[)) 

ucuGg,Gufi>(2> Sp>ii ^kp0»0i63TfT)rTaJ 
(•gump sfilancmjjrruv 

jggtiiiQth Guirg,* AfiraTtcCrj? 

@i1i_uutcjt ua,«,a>cn«n 

^Gi sftg,j U)f 51 g)g)j stsul .14 
g£Il_0s, 0&nc£iiT(5 sfilcnwrium- 

Gfil^^^ncucsrgjG^ e><sr3rCi_iTGu). 

“A black bull calf strayed away like 
an underling of Baladeva. Did you 
see him go this way?” 

“A cowherd lad with beautiful cows 
was playing and showing them 
how to drink. We saw such a one in 
Brindavana”. (1) 


Slgyriia, sT«5Tcn®ru iSltfloj Qfliugj 

<$yuiruni4 asvfrS>g>) 2_«w@pu> 
gjsg)j(ij(Sj (OjiiCujb® r, S> a ’ 

Ga.noiit 

5iSiI3Tlb)a.G6trn(K\ l£1s3T ClD*^ 

• C*i ifTCOt 6UC3TLD rT6D€G 

8><sofe&> n & ) " 

L&saitbxi, (£lsifT(ru C0sjns’ 1 ‘ 1 _ 


“Leaving me forlorn, a youthful butter- 
stench-bull went raiding into Ayppad| 
Did you see this Govardhana lad?” 


“With his Vanamala shining on his 
dark frame like a lightning over clouds, 
we saw him playing with his gang 

in Brindavana”. 
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UJITCUITOJU lSl|pib5) rPjlbtS^GDUJ 

iDfrCcu QdJiiJU4ii> if>677TrT6TT63ie3T 
CJGVJfTU QufTlij£hGTT 2_6T?rj6uT 631631 

ggrbiGth Gurr0>0> AcroueGrr? 

ClUCUfTCO Cl6UuS)6O0>fTULJlT63T 

cfil©JTCin5>^EU<WS3T ^fD(£,CT6jT@Uli) 
CiDCurTuiSIcar <£y> 6u06ufT63i65T 

gfll^fTjfTjgjfTQjCJT^Cffj 0>67TrGl_ tGlD . 

“The lord is a lover, nay, love itself 
born as a bridegroom. Did you see 
the inept liar go this way?” 

“Under the wings of Garuda, like a 
canopy shielding him from the Sun, 
we saw him going in Bnndavana. (3) 

0>mT0> £f)C53T <9>LD6U0> <9>6T5T ffTQT^JlD 

QrbQf^AuSlp 6T67T67167T 

IT-li^gd<5> Q<£fjfT6OTr(^ G&lcr)CTTlurT(^U3 

rT-067T5)63T63163T<9» <5>633Tli2.GlJ? 
GurTITgjg, (|£5>$63T 0UUCTUJU 

H^hiT LDrrcO LurT€3^C5T<5j A6jrG(T)Gurr6u 
Geuir^gjj f0G2rrgxi efilcDGTTujfU_ 

cSl^rpjffjOjrrcuCJTjjjGg) a 673 tG l_ rrG id . 

“The lord has lotus eyes that lead 
me by a leash. Did you see him go playing 
this way?” 

“Like a chubby elephant-calf decked 
in a blanket of pearls, we saw him 
sweating and playing in Brindavana”.(4) 

ID n&6)/6ZT CTG3T LDGTijfluSlcDffJT 

6U 631 €\J LlSl 0) uSfTf^lGu n6VJ 

6jg>jii> «p>65TfT)|U) Q&n&rS, ffjmjir 

PT- 06310,6316316310, ftCSSTlfiClJ? 

&g)0><g>LGr>i sb_ <sj r>i_ g>rnp, 

Oi_i0fbJ 0,niTCiD0>0> 0,63iGfD GurrcO, 

eS£l .^H,v QJ06UrT6ir>631 

0,633iGl nGu). 

“Utterly invincible as a boar-escaped- 
from -the-dragnet, did you see my 
black-gem lord Madavan?’ 


“Like the temple’s stud-bull-calf taken 
around the precincts, his yellow robes 
all hanging, we saw him in 
Brindavana”. (5) 

£>(T¥)lJDlb UJrf-ft (£jn^JLbu65DGJTg) 

0,631 6710,0 0niTnil0>U) ^gjjG^uGufTGO 

H06U 6UL_t_li> c^ip^UJ 

QurT05>2jib ^aSleTiuj* 0,6331 i£.Gri? 
2_06i4 Aiflj&mij (ipaii) Cldjfij^fTuj 

a_0 >uju u0uu5><2>^sjtGiDGo 
cfi^ffllUlD <5>^Grj GuHC061Jfl63l63f 

6005,^,HSUCOT^Gg, ACHJtGU frGLD. 

“The unruly rogue has curved 
eyebrows, like the Sarnga bow he 
wields. Did you see the lord of 
inconsistencies?” 

“His body dark, his face red, he looked 
like the rising Sun over the Eastern 
mount. We saw him then in 
Brindavana”. (6) 

QufT05)g)ib 2_<J3ii _uj r^ibiSlcaiuju 

qrrjibGunGO 2_6TH6tr>U) 0,rflujiT6in63T0, 
0,05)6710)6 i967iLp5)g)j r065Trr> <^0, 

<5,(0 U3fT (jp 631 C\J 0,0,6731leGfJ? 
C*02>$S> SjfTgrT^CTTT^JACTTfTGU 

^gu Qu00 6»rr63iib Guneu, 
eS)05>5>ib Quiflg>niu 6W06uri67iG3f 

63T5>Gj5> 0,6 tttGi _nGlD. 

“Through and through dark inside and 
out like a cloud, did you see the lord 
whom the mind cannot grasp?’ 

“Like a myriad beautiful stars cluttering 
the dark wide sky, we saw him with 
his team coming in Brindavana . (7) 

Gcueifllll 01bl0 6£(SBTfr)j 2_<S7U_UjrT6ir'63TU 

l?0,0, <54,631 l_ 2—6711-iun 67165H 
^Glfl fTj63T0 2-63H—UJ $0U)fT6316U 

^4,1^1 UJfT6716310, 0,633?U? Ce IJ ? 
0>6ifl 6bG737(^ 6rmi0ub 0,60 j>0)fi{r) Guncu 

0,lDtj> L^nkl0jpGVi0,6tl 5jL_^)G0)n6tT UlOGVJ 
i£)6lf)lj |£l63Tfpj 6®63161lUJfTL 

‘^(fb{b«ft f i6>>63i0»G5> 5»677 tGi nGin. 
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“The lord has a white conch, beautiful 
discus, and yellow robes. Did vou 
see this Tirumal, lord of immense 
compassion? “With tresses on shoulders 
hovering like bees over his lotus-face 
we saw him in Brindavana”. (8) ’ 

Sb-nlsauu u«u stwj), 

u . jbsiflii LOrruicvjrT 

«L-«!ru_u uOTicafl sfilcncmunQu) 

«fllDSU«!T S OTOT)OTA asraruiCaCi 

ftoflrpith a_t_QT 

UauaiLaijm* «“©«-"»«» « 8 © 4 *n« utB4 (^ 

a ft biJdiG l_ rrG ld . 

he lord creates Brahma, and through 
him the worlds. Did you see the pure 
one, foi whom all this is sport?” 

ihidlhe'elepVim, ctieom' of 

cjaicdraOTcnraru umflsirCu,* 

efilCQil^aor Carrs*,® Q 5rr< ^ 
u>©B,anu> CTsjrnjj S u> mar&C® 

«n®J&gia GWswrgl ajtTmojnnaeh 

Mu©**** iSW 

LSIrflujrrg,! ffrdrrruu, ^uunCo. 
These are words by Vishnuchitta’s 
daughter Goda, of seeing on Earth in 
Brindavana the cosmic lord who saved 
the elephant. Those who keep it in 
■ }[ hearts as rer T lect y f° r life’s ills, 
will forever be inseparable from 
the feet of the lord. (10) 

Andal's Lotus Feet our Refuge 

The Sacred Works of 
Kulasekara Perumal / 

Perumal Tirumoli 

Invocation 

^ > i«ton(jp5>ryiu-C5'^^ hC ^ T surr 

uni GucuGvj <#tu Qu^iorrcn 

'o ,, jfT.3jrg5 TfC t_ 


< ^ 65ncu Uj ItG G1JCTT G SIJ GVJ fiC ft rT<3l 

6"T fTjl ft €TT 

(ftjCuG^ftrj OoTCffrCfT) 5si_nriJ. 

Come, Pretty Parrot, I shall feed you 
with sweet morsel. Just repeat the 
name of our Chera King Kulasekara. 
His eyebrows, shaped like a bow, 
are adored by women. He sang in 
praise of Arangam and earned the 
name ‘Perumal’. ( i) 


<IJl,!J!i> Gai_UugS3TS3TLjrT OarTGTTGrTrTfT 

CTcirrru ^sunaisjaG* 
ajrnjii) Cl ftrr gi unuiiSlcu cno, 

uSIC L_QJS3T lDfTO)fT)6\JCn IJ 
crugfbj Clft(^2>at, Q^f^jGftrrgo GftfTGV)G$ 

ftncueucar d^cucucurrCftfTsoi 
C^gc^T 06VjG<fFftgOTT (ipiq 

C<ajj>g)fT ^ftfTLDGroflCu». 

When the necklace was found missing, 
Kulasekara swore that devotees would 
never take others’ things; to prove his 
faith, he lowered his hand into a snake 
pot. He is the King of kings, Ruler of 
Kolli, Crest-jewel of the Chera- 
clan, victorious in conquest. (2) 


1 / About Srirangam 

Intliriya | Purvikalyani \ Aeli 

@(5j6fr@if)aj5 ai_ iTiDSijflo,sn @cjnDa>(S)ij) 

Qffjrpr^l 

§} G &{bfh\fb£) ^erafl ugwttid .^uSlrjniiftdT 

*ffH,rfij>2> 

^rjGlj^g.?/Lj Qu00 ^Gisr^OyGSr 

<g)i ii> 

c&cnnii^tb S2_ujn Qqjcttgdctt 

Gtosfjlg, 

Qu0 2 , 3 ,,^ Q aafj , rf0 

r, . CluncSTSlfl 

AJcwe, eoaujnsu SU( ^ L 6 

U 617 GTfl Q ft n 6TT (6T^ IX, 
■9.f 5,UK33fW,u a^saT^Cla.rrerf^ 

trr can 

awjrrajflCT,^^ srdwyGlanCsurr asrffagjii 

ffi rrCcii! 
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In the big city of Arangam my dark 
gem-huea lord reclines on Ananta, the 
white coiled serpent with a thousand 
hoods each marked with a U , the 
lord’s feet, — and bearing radiant gems 
on each forehead that dispel the 
darkness everywhere. His tender leet 
are caressed by waves of the pure waters 
of Kaveri. O, When will mv starving 
eyes feast on his subtle form. (1) 

GurruJC^rr preinrj0^nrpj 
eucncn 

055)$ 

j§UJ!Tff> LDCUCT5 O^GSTCsf) GfilgjfTffnClD CufTCU 
(ItndrrCiDcyiib crr^j^iii ufjjb5>5>ss4 d£ip 

Amurnby, ldcditu iS\(DPy5>cb <—Mg3tgtt idctcdco, 

5>ll*cSH'JfhJ5i$giJ [J CD CDOTJTu9 HQ 

u CTTCTfl O (h fTCTT^j ll> 
iDnCuj<T€ir>C3T iDcuuT^^jjrCcirJT ujprfjl rQcBTp cictn 
currujfTrj crc3Tp05>rrGcDrT ftjmpg>g>Mb 5>rTGcn! 

In the fortified citv of Arangam, the 
wonder-lord reclines on a coiled 
serpent-bed looking like a dense 
bouquet of dark Kaya flowers. The 
hoods of the serpent curve over the 
adorable lord’s unfading-flower-like 
head. Its thousand matchless bps full of 
eternal praise spit fire that spreads out 
everywhere like a canopy over 
the lord. O, When will that day be 
when I stand by the auspicious twin 
Marattun pillars outside the sanctum 
and sing mouthfuls of praise! (2) 

CTiiiAfTcranSlcar ^tuca* r^ncsT^ 

5>fT6filc37fT6yjLb 

675>$‘ rrrtlrjOT3T(^l (lp5>(ipib 

QftncnTQ 

CTlbU) fr(^ID (T)5,673T5iCb CTl_l^GctffT0)ib 

675i$ 1 g,'CD5)05 rpOTfD 

QaibQurTcfr 

^ibtUnGST^CIP iD6DIT5» 5>lDCD& Qft^U 

' -» S> f^ < *^ T JD 

s^NCSJtjfl «^nrbJ5,5)^j| ^OCDCDCTTTlI^fb 

i iGnGrfl^dJirTCTTiCTfjib 

r^ubiDfrcar^c^T iqu^cncnn^ d£t£ ^cuiT^cb 
@il@ eSH"*® 
uj6uCgn(qi cTtjTjudlairCswi -a «gjpi ®ii> 
t&nGen 1 


In the jewel-city of Arangam, the lord 
reclines on a serpent bed, with the 
praiseworthy Brahma seated on a lotus 
emerging from the navel. The four¬ 
faced one with his eight bright eyes 
looks everywhere and bows in 
obeisance with folded hands, while his 
four tongues eternally chant the lord’s 
everlasting praise. O, When will I strew 
flowers at the lord’s feet and mingle 
with his devotees there? (3) 

iDircS)csnc3T Qjrriij iScrrjb&i 2—&fb{b umcnw, 

G cues') CD 

611 CiTSTCTOTCDCJT , CT63T <£h CTJI GOTCT> 631 , dJ 6ST 

(0)631ff)ID CJ«b$ 

^IjGSlciDCSr ^Carp 2— UJ5 j QfTCT5Tl_ 

^uuiTCjrbciDrr), 
^IDIJIT^CTT gjf^^GDGUdJCinCST, ^J£>5)l£)l£lC3T 

^GlfTuU 

ufTcfilcincsT, c^cii dJi_. Old it emu r 

u<bp«^,0£D n " ,5><s '’ 1 
uuS)cb ^rjcDCDonnuSlfb 

u cn gtA Q * n cn icff> ib 

CdMIcfilonCST, JbfT 2_0 CD(l§£)$ CTdFT^bdd 

C3')5j5>cn 

Cl dh rruj ib ld CD it gjfliij CTcjTpQdhnGcDfT dwiui-iib 

rF>nGcrr! 

The adorable lord, the ocean-hued- 
one, reclines on a serpent-bed in 
Arangam. In the yore, he ripped the 
horse Kesin’s jaws; he lifted a 
mountain and gave protection to cows 
against a hailstorm. Sweet as the 
Tamil songs sung by freed souls, and 
praised by Vedic seers, he is my 
Krishna, dear to me. O, When will 
I worship him with flowers plucked 
with my own hands, and praise him 
till my tongue swells? (4) 

(gsffiomfileOiajrr ^sgraraflcina wrnp 

^)ssuja> 

g)|ii>U(njGiJii> 5)iraa@ini) 
gjemransnilcoiMiTa Q@nso idkdid £>I 1 GU 
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io«fflu)n«_ u,*^ q S5()5ij 

“>4 l «n^tg/i;«g lgl , aucuanramjSlj) 

U 6 tT 6 rfl Q 5 , (T^ jJj 

O)O^OTr^OTa( l i>ii ) g OT «,aa,^Q ans j ;n 0 

STC3T 

CWonA ad^CUnC™ 

fb^CcTr! 

The lord of gem-hue reclines on a serpent 
,' n th ^‘ C1Cadel of Arangam, surrounded 
by tall jewelled mansions, amid wealth 
and prosperity. He is praised relentlessly 
by the eternal Brahma on his lotus-navel 
with the ancient chants of the Vedas 
The adorable Rishis, Tumburu and 
iNarada, play their instruments of 
unsurpassable sweetness, sing his 
praise, and bow to him. O, When will 
I see him and lower my crowned 
head at his adorable feet? /y 


cSHcflinturCucO aiujsir 

CJGT) SiJT 

LD U IT&>GiTgf li) 0{LgC^LD fjLD S?D U UJ (fPjLD 

lOfbfruib 

^ (tp€3flGU(T£bdT§)Lb (£)^LgGt|lb 

23 ^ODffuSlcu IDCXJIT g)nsfi1<9 0«963Tn}j 

C <r (ijj ib 

^f>Grfl ldsvjit CsfT Qurrv^lcu 2_tJ<9>ih 

■9) QT3T tru CTT (^ffj LD <5i L_CUGlJ€<riJT63<fTIT £Fs ID CO <9> 

£h <aia< i n 

«^GTfla)^l Carr ^lifPy(Lpa>(Lpii> a>c?fuT(5lQa.fTcfin(^l 

6T63T 

s_cnsfl 1 j>t_6 )Si CTGffTfpjQAnCevjrr 

fr,nGffn! 

The lord with a bright moon-like 
countenance reclines on a serpent in 
Arangam, surrounded by nectar¬ 
laden flower-groves. With Brahma 
seated on his bee-fresh blossom 


leading Siva, Indra and the host of 
gods, Rambha leading the celestial 
nymphs, and Narada the gathering 
of clear-headed Munis, they cramp 
the sanctum and strew flowers every 
way. O, When will I see his form 
and melt my heart out? (6) 


maw) cpfisjg} su^atb 
IDfTfT) 

ggli> l_|€VJG3T«9>GT7 ^2^ L_^LlTLJ UfTIJ^ 

gjjCTTUli) 

§JfD5)gll {@0 €Jg,^ 6T6UCiD6U 

@cv>6urr5> 

Qdr,rT6u r^c^Gurpcjrjr) Cl^ncj3Ti_rin67T 

QurTOTTCsfl 

<^enjfl r^<9>g>0jj ^rjsu«r>CTUTuSlrT) 

U GTT crfl G Oi fT€TH6]T) U> 

f5 jT)ii)^} <9, ^ii) iDnrCajrTSirxsT, 5 jOT5t(^1 ctctt 

£h feiJJf Si CTT 

jSituigua CT€3TQjOs,nC6u(T rglfp^ib rr^rrCcnt 

The beautiful lord reclines on a serpent- 
bed in Arangam between the loins of 
Ponni, the Kaveri-Kollidam rivers. He 
is the sole refuge of devotees whose 
hearts are filled with compassion and 
who practise with unshakeable faith 
the eternal Dharma. Dispensing with 
avarice, cleansing the vice in their 
hearts, and subduing their senses, they 
perform worship five times daily and 
rid themselves of their painful load of 
Karma. O, When will I stand in their 
midst, and offer worship with tears 
brimming in my eyes? (J\ 


Clftnonsoiu^ 0 ^;- 

“**#*'#**& 

paiusensu @sn«u .SiGnOTT&ajiii, 

f* . ftfTULi 
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$061igfhJ ^gOJ6y)6S3TuSlfb 

U 6TT Clfl Q & fT'CH (6TF> LD 

a>rrCcvjrTcnciT& acjstQ £F»eo 6 fil 

enu£l 

cucvjcSIc^cotCluCTt cTcarTfpjd^fTGcvj rr Gurr^ib 

r^ffCor! 

My beautiful lord reclines on a serpent- 
bed in Arangam surrounded by fields 
and groves of fish-thriving waters. He 
is guarded by the five sentinels, — the 
big bow-and-arrow Sarnga, the 
gracefully curved conch Panchajanya, 
the terrible mace Koumodaki, the 
dagger with a sheen Nandaki and the 
deadly discus Sudarsana. The victorious 
bird Garuda whose flight is speedier 
than the wind stands in attendance. 
O Woeful me, when will I see 
and experience the joy of union 
with him? (8) 

gjflgrra, iDG3T3>a>fTg>Go Qdj,fT6WTi_ir &>(%}&>&! 
(3}LprTli> UGUQ-I ib 

ufTiq. 

^gfTg, in€i3T<5> ftcrfluCunQ «3>Gnn633fi7 

LDCiDip G<5f7TJ rglcTUSfTlTjgjj fb^fCT^lb 

^rr^atTjg, Qipupci) ugsmsu 5>fTil(^ib 

^ ijcuc«r>€37Tu51tr) 

LJCTTGlfl Q Oi nfitl (CtTjlb 

GurTn^t^ ^ibiDfrcnsiyTft ^cncrflu 

GT 63 T^jQft rrGcvJfT H rj li> 

fb rrG gvf! 

The discus-wielding-lord reclines in 
Arangam, where auspicious drums roll 
like the ocean every' day. His bands of 
devotees, — their hearts filled with 
insatiable desire, — sing his praise in 
many ways, contemplate him and 
derive abiding satisfaction; their eyes 
ram tears, their hearts melt. O, When 
will the day' be when 1 sing and dance 
and roll on the floor with them. (9) 


sijotOu 0 mjirssraib 2_iinu, ^Logii 2 _iuuj, 

LDSOT o 11*1,11, IDdfliSiT 2_UJtU, 

gjjOTTutb l£I 0 g^iurr ^i*cu ^ujitcii eptOTrrpj 

@sOeons 

^F.5»ii)Qj6TTg e £H0>'i> Q.a,rTctfjTL-it curnp, 

^eitClurTfJl Cl^,C3Td£lcirii5 Cff,ni5,^lLj 

u cfrcrfl Cl <s> irsnigf, ii> 

^cirafl^gibiibOT $(5(y>£>)D2>g»l dmujnrr 

£h fhl (h 6TT 

^63TUl£l0 «9>€,T5t(T? UJfTGTyLI) 

2_t_Gc3T CTCTT^jQfhrTGcun 

gjnGcrr! 

The lord reclines in Arangam with his 
benign gaze pointed South, providing 
elevation of spirit to the big sky and all 
the celestials in it, as well as the Earth 
and all the Earthlings in it, dispersing 
their pall of grief, increasing their 
pleasure unmixed with fatigue, giving 
sustenance to devotees with love in 
their hearts. Bands of exuberant 
devotees throng in the courtyard; when 
will I too be one of them? (10) 

^li_ncfi1crrr^j(5y 5><anou QunOTreafl rb^ciiunil^l^ 
£\(rb)Gu<jrh)<Eh&>th l ) geu<sir>croru51 rr) 

U GTTGlfl Q <9> CT6TT (6Tt) ID 
(h l_ CU cfil GIT rbJ 0 <S>(TT}G ID 63^ 

^ ID ID IT 63T &, 63T CD 63T {h 

(h GffiJT (jiWT fT g Qi t>o'oT 2 £h <9> (dfy LD 

<EB IT <f^ GU <ff) 6CT 637 ft 6U 
^Cinu-G^ffrTr^j^ efilrpcu OdBrTrryrn 

6^>en curTOT 

5<Tl L_ GVJ rrCdEfTGST QArr6iT>l_5) (£)GoG<9^gG71 

Q<JfTfT) Otflilg) 

ff>CDl_fifill?nf^l(£) Sjlblg) LD nCWUSM 

6DffU6V»niT 

fPj6V)fb^5>ljp fF)ftgGifiJTG3T 

fH cwt Gffini Gi. i rrG g. 

This decad of Tamil songs with rhythm 
by the generous Kulasekara, — ruler 
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of Madurai, welder of a sharp sword, 
commander of a victorious army and 
heir to the tall umbrella, — with a deep 
in his heart for seeing the lord to 
his fill sings ot the dark ocean-hued 
lord who reclines on a serpent-bed in 
Arangam island in the middle of Kaveri 
nver. Those who master it shall attain 
the auspicious feet of Narayana. (11) 

2 ' About de votees in Srirangam 

Tmamm | Jonpuri \ Misra Cbapu 

Ad* Cssrflana,^ q ^ 

atWMMr 6, i OU)lrft| ^ 

^ SU « I ‘»"»M U UUtftaiBJBT 
ion* CUn* 

. C “* EI 

*^@1110 ftSTOr L1UJS3T ^suCa. 

t0 aUaill; ^ 15 the 
honev- h' 1 u £ devotees > an d sweet as 

pod ) ’ T ' S . cbest ’ 3 P^ ace f° r r ^ e 
goddess Lakshmi, is adorned by an 
unfading fl 0Wer garland . He is adored 

> evotees in his Arangam temple; 
“R C ^ S1 3nd dance, despair and call 
Ranga till they are fatigued. If mine 
eyes could only see those bands of 
true devotees, would they not have 
served their purpose? (1) 

f»&P0a_oj(T loGoir Gfijircrflssncmp 

C^rnijfVj^jgjjLb «£?, i_rr currcrflujrrcO 

50U>fT IDfjLD 

t^lq.uuruq CTCIfT^U 

Gg>rr6wm_nr <^tq.uQunu^ 
OurSlGo, <9> fT i*65'><9> 

IX) CttJ l Gt T)<9> CT Cib I ? 

The lord who extends his arms to 
embrace the lotus-dame-Lakshmi shot 


a hot arrow through seven trees in a 
row, and grazed cows. Devotees 
constantly dwell upon him, sing and 
dance and call, “O Ranga!” If one could 
only bathe in the dust of their holy 
feet, why cherish a desire for holy dip 
in the Ganga? m) 

(jpsir grrmcCT.^ 

U)rr Sl<Sli-.iT2 >; 2>g]ii u)5jjv <a)OTfj>ggijii 

CWsGgS)u urr^ Q u nm&ftu Cu<r 

•^guGuneO €U(fTjirj &,rr Q&rrGjsrQ) 

<=W[TfbJ5>S3T CdTiauSlcu 

CsrryQadj Q S aOT3n_iT Csaji^e Cla^g, 
^" ff S)l eTG ^ t Cls«jTcafl5>(gj ^)S3aflrajCs5i. 

Singing songs, “The-lord-who subdued- 
seven-bulls!”, “The-lord-who-lifted-the- 
Earth-as-a-boar!”, “The-lord-who- 
came-as-Rama-to-kill-Ravana!”, “The- 
lord-who-measured-the-Earth!”, and 
such, devotees shed tears gushing like 
the Kaveri river, slushing the inner 
courtyard of the Arangam temple. The 
slush from their feet is a perfect Tilaka 
paste to apply on my forehead. (3) 

G gmijg,'}, t g,uS)iT CtsucraiGsmiij urrc^jL cjr 

a_«ff5Ti_gyii> a_i_OTj)j « 1 sot0 

Cg,n6tr cniuSlgrregr Clear 

<3^1 fj Rd CpJ <5> (dr> ^Lq.UJfTITftGTTrruj 
fbfTg^^ibu dip fE»rTrjcTOTn! gtgstit)i 

Qtuuj ^(^LDu^J G^bfT^gj 
2_^jib Q^fTtj^nu-fT Gocmcj 
GJ0)£l GDfTip^ajjLb GT63T Q rbtCfjtfGiD. 

My lord of Arangam gulped curds, 
butter, and milk; he was caught 
by Yasoda who bound him by his 

cj,L 

Swe .ll a "d fall at his feet again^nd 

W,th 1I f0lded hands ’ tH1 their 
bodies swell. My heart shall always 
v. ors ip and praise the holv feet of 
these devotees. (4) 
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OurriUdfl<r^Gu.£jj (£j(jcu 6J<bn)] 

@gjg,gju CuiTii tr-n&g, Gansii 

Qsiijilensus auir (djip 

ion id<£IcO Qg>cyr ^graAGsmii) 
Ql£)UjJ1c^CVJ 5> A(fT)Cl05>lb <S£>G3TfT)J 5>Li> 
Clrb(g)5-6TT f^63T«5J VpUfTUJ 

Qidiu«^6^ituugu«t ^ibcmnGuj rgl^CJTfbgil 
gTgjT LDC3TLD ClLDlil fT«S»(JJ)Gu5. 

The lord of Arangam is surrounded 
by high masonry walls that radiate 
his aura. He killed seven charging bulls 
and battled with a terrible serpent. 
He is like a rainbow - adorned 
dark cloud. Those who contemplate 
him in their hearts, experience 
horripilation. When my heart goes out 
to these devotees, I too experience 
horripilation. (5) 

fiJ)fTG3r<SVft §,LDL51(FfT€7T 

UfT<5>lDfT U)SUIT I 10,$ 

^cuiTff, unsfilffisfr a_iLiij,$L_a J 
iTjShOsiJTf^l aac-m srrbi(gjtb 
<^omis,G5T snie>rTg)ia>G«, 

&ng,cuGtauj Qg,nsjsTi-fT5,^£) stu iSljpuiSlsyjU) 

S>fT£,GU CWujU4LD ST65T Gr^tg^CtD. 

The lord of Arangam is the lord of 
celestials, the eternal wonder-lord, the 
beginning and the end. Wicked people 
who lack devotion, do not wear the 
flowers of his feet on their heads. To 
redeem them and show the right and 
faultless path, devotees go about 
offering service with love in their 
hearts for the lord. In every life 
here and hereafter, my heart is filled 
with love for them. ( 6 ) 

Airff^gonb i jcnij GtD«jf) 5,0) s>j£in 
(! P§>8> QttJGj»Tc3STCin«»0 CUliuu Qjruu 
■^Oi-DrrrrQjGiT 6TGjr<snnb 

U I' 1 IT & 


G^0ti> QrTj|0<^63TIT GofTjbgil 

ft€TOT€5ra^Tfib6TTrTG\J 
GUfTfJlSiibkJ^^ 5>fTCTfl67>6U3T(^(£) 

GUfTgii) ST63T QlTj^^GlD. 

The lord of Arangam has a dark frame 
like gathered monsoon-clouds, with a 
soft radiance, a pearly-white smile, 
coral-red lips, and a garlanded chest. 
Devotees shed tears with love in 
their hearts and stand waiting for a 
glimpse of that rare sight. My heart 
is a slave at their holy feet. (7) 

LDfTSDGVJ a_fT)<D *1— JD l—t£>1bGUQR 

6UOTJT0 dQodQ r^njjir^iprriLi 
iDfTCDGU 2L_fb«D 6U®n0ll» Ou^fT) e^(fF)- 
ID IT IT 611 fiiDtjJT lD6\J IT<fj» &> boo I S»30l 63T 63T 
IDIT6DGU 2_fbp CT<jgj|>g| c^iqu Umq.g> 
^IrfljTjgij gTihaifTgriig»G«ft 

uirrsncu 2_fbf5)(j^ib Q^rrafSTi it 6iifT|^)6^^,(2) 

iDfTGiDCU 2_fbjDOj| 6TC3T QrFj^gjtsGlD. 

The lotus-eyed lord reclines in the ocean 
amid lapping waves, wearing a fragrant 
Tulasi garland with humming bumble¬ 
bees over his chest. Devotees wander 
dancing and singing madly, ecstatic 
over the lord in Arangam. My heart 
desires a life like theirs. (8) 

QiDfTujg>£y<9> &GWT usafl Gang Qldiu«ef>6tt 
ilc^lnuu ^€mcna,gjj i065tp 

6Tiua)gj)a> 0ibiS1Q jbili_a) 
c^l,lq.U uniq ^63TJD^^1 CTCtfT 
^a>a>65T <$uq - 

LU n(T<5>6TT <^,(£1 ^ 6D6Q|£G<fB 
iS^^jflruh c^igdit L9£a>n .^hgO Gunmen; 
uj(T)6snrr)ujniT (iprbpii) 614>5)Gg. 

With tears welling in their eyes, — 
the hairs of their bodies standing on 
ends, — they stand yearning for 
their lord and dance in frenzy, then 
again sing and dance and fall prostrate 
at his feet calling, “My Lord, 
“My Father," and “My Ranga, 
taking refuge in him alone. They are 
not mad, only the others are mad. (9) 
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<SH50oSI urn ujsuA ujmiBnffi 
^giaasar Clujiujumj^ftOTsii) 

CT6i,KnCU ®* «**«■*«>* J0JD6Brfl.u 

CTOTJJJU) Cu>«l, UJOTaSOTITli) 

Cla-TCooSlarajsuar jbmu®* 

t.a'T^a.Gancir ^wGaa,,* 

^r 1 *?*®**^ lDTO ^ «*««.* 

t)2>'teraiuir Q i 2,rT«OTLg < j, e Tr ^Gg. 

This sweet ofdecad of Tamil songs, by 

Ruler ° f Kolli ’ Kin 8 of 
Kudal (Madurai saying, “When will 

join the band of devotees in Arangam 
where the lord resides with lotus- 
dame Lakshmi?”, - those who master 
it will be devotees of the lord. ( 10 ) 

3 / T° the Lord of Srirangam 

Meyyil | Anandabhairavi \ Adi 
°' Dlb £)& 

Clarrsrrtgjih 

ujrTcir; 

©ujGsjt. atgriiAir! eisjrrrjj ^Bnyia.^wtCprar; 

anu,UJ6C ' C'*'t«*TClt-g^lji > C a)S ST std^oT 
tongliACai. 

1 cannot mix with people of the world 
who consider this corporeal life as 
real. “My Lord!”, “My Aranga!”, is 
all I can say. I swoon with infatuation 
for my lord Mai. (i) 

S/lcSlOT! CfbiT gsi.1 ujitit Srrt&Cg, 

(CT^frcutb ^dnQesrn^ib <96t (TJlojgjj ^cu on co 

UJfTGffT; 

-$(,{\Slujfr, ujn, ^igftjffifr! eTcirnj/ 

irincij ffrttgA>Q®mP5,Gj5OT aanojon longuAGa,. 

My love for the lord grows day by 
day. Nor can I join the people of 
the world who pursue dames with 
thin waists. \ sing and dance and 
call “Aranga!”, madly in love with 
my own sweet lord. 


MO^nh sarfl Cl«$ 

<Sj,L-QsiulULb 

unRamCIgnQtb 

*II.i>im«)«r ^gris,* atBm&srar jj,* 
a-rracmcT 2>aags,5,ariT iSts>2.GcaT. 

Nor indeed can 1 be a subject under 
the sweet bow of the king-of-love 
Kama. I am mad for my jewelled 
Aranga, my eternal lord Narayana, 

the destroyer of Hell. ps 

2-GTOtgClu !L_OT>i_Cuj ^ • 

_ . UJ fT63T; 

f OTTUtU ~*'^^^G U i np™ 

L a_*u,£ ftdr 

"^^onyrifilCojT. 

am no t at ease wjth the world , lot 

cloth™" lT ^ ou . rmet f°°d and fancy 
c othes. I crave for the lord of the 

Jhe oeles’s P 7 ° rd , A , ran i a who st.ckcd 
ogress Putana s breast. ( 4 ) 

~©«* &JL uTdr; 

u “* “»«»»«*** , 9 **c«r. 

I Will not be one with those who abandon 
the virtuous path and do wrong things 
I am mad for the first-lord Aranga, the 
cowherd-lord, the bridegroom of 
louis-dame-Lakshmi. ( 5 ) 

u CJg>2,rr ^cOcunQgrr(^tb *Kr».t_cu ott; 
a_LDui7 sufTi^cyicu ^(fTj^cuCTT; 

ibl£)l9rjrTC0T t^UD!JIT&(£) fbdfcfT 

crtbiSlgfT^ja.^ crit^cjrHDiqii) iSl^CfiW, 

I neither mix with non-devotees nor 

“ n " de . r ‘ Vln 8 'ike lords a virtue 
My lord of Araneam — m 

["7 v '„r, Vr ,-i St he l or/„Ss r 

I only crave for him. 


<uitGlonQl.a> an.Qlu> 
^&&S>S>enanari Citfri,*..*, 
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cisinp ^arapa^lffinGsW 
tSlg>gpOTtniJ g>iP5>Ga>®n srujiSI(Iirgjpi<s>G*. 

The lord weaned me away from 
mixing with just anyone for just 
anything. “My Master! , My 
Aranga!”, I call, mad for the love 
of my own sweet lord. (7) 

GuujCo cTtiTa,(g, ujticujnjiii; iLingpiib gm 
GuujCsn CTOJiiflignb; Guifl mrat! 
^ajGcrr! STQin^j ^tfDip&^QsaxGrrjcjr; 

CuujGyrrTiij g>i^l(i>G2iOTT tfriinSlrjrTGjpiff’Ga,. 

To the world I am mad. To me the world 
is mad. Alas! What use dilating on 
this? “O Cowherd-lord!", I call, mad 
with love for the lord of Arangam, 
my master. (8) 

^ i: z>i rj rhj G 3 T 14 u.9 cm otut 

S\r£)Gr>0)0) gjcsflu Qu 0 ii) L^gj^caTfTiuA 
Q,fhn^jftnG5irT67T (d^GuGa^ifj^ Cl^fTtfarcirr 

Qdjncu 

Gil COCUffll fT £h (&y CJgjlD 

^co«n6v>Guj. 

These songs by Kulasekara, King of 
the Western tract, sung with 
extreme madness for the discus- 
wielding-lord Aranga are offered 
at his feet with devotion. Those 
who master it will have no affliction 
here or hereafter. (9) 

4 / To the Lord of Venkatam 

Uneru selvam \ Ragamalika | 

Khan da Chapa 
Kanada 

asscqrsjgjj Qacuffuaj^j sa_i_ irjcStlurtesi 

G Q J tsirO |_5XT, 

sjjjp Qcufflitiptrdn ^tiqtanu>,j, <£lnr)ii 
^isusuitgu ; 


0«.63TG70J ■ac’il&ib ^l-g^fTrir S,OTrC«ljrqj5,l_e>giJ0> 
GanGcarffl ffurqigii) (gjjqjAirujLj iSIjduCuGgjt. 

I do not wish to enjoy the pain-ridden 
life that follows birth, if I cannot serve 
the feet of the lord in Venkatam, who 
stands holding a coiled conch on his left. 
May I be born as a penitent stork in the 
Swami Pushkarini tank there! (1) 

^OTTTTg) O0CO6U<2>g ) l .^rjlba^UiUnACTT gjiT) (0*^) 
6UfTOTt^,^CffjUD CI^cOgU^LD LD63TTT^|fJdJrLD UJfTCTT 

G Q.I bo'ol GI_S5T j 

CffjCTT ^(T y^GsrrciDCug) $0G<ajr^J«3>L s 

fhG/r>csuS\Qd 

ificaTfruju iSl rr> < 9 > 0 ib dil <£1 £_i_C>iu gSt 
^GcuGcm. 

I do not cherish this life of wealth, 
glory and power, surrounded by 
dancing-girls decked in gold and 
finery. In the cool glens of Venkatam 
where flowers spill nectar, may I be bom 
as a little fish. ( 2 ) 

Hamir Kalyani 

iSlc^@ilt_ <s<MT>L_ujrt@iib iSloiDcptn 
gyearosflilQu L|<*cb ^rflui tfr>G)j0{bg> 

qj n o cu , 

till C5TCUL_l_0 dM_ CoJ HiJ & I— & G flCTfl 

§,rr63i a_i61^ib 

QurTOTTGTJlllq.GV) lSllq.£,g>| 2_l_C63T LJAU 

Qug)jGQj«if ^GcuGcai. 

In the temple where the lord with 
his golden-orbed discus reigns, the 
mat-haired-Siva, Brahma and India 
vie to enter the portals-of-liberation, 
Svarga Vasal. Ah, but I shall carry 
the lord’s golden spittoon and slip 
in quickly. (3) 

CJ>6OTTUQ.ItTT GgiJGTKAJ S2_CUGt| gjGiRn umT^M- 
dj.b’yaTgjiuSl^Dib tDnCuirTcjt ^ipG^cjrxnnrriOvGb 

Aa€5y3Tu3>(i)0, 

u(jyaTu^ 0 ib GU 6 ireuqeinr^^<»b uotst un(T^ib 

(o) &(rfiin LIdhLDnLLJ 5©rrj(^3F)UD ^0 GiTU UU'toin 

^GojCcut . 
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The lord who reclines in the Milky 
Ocean where bright corals are washed 
ashore, stands in the temple of 

SenhT 31 ^ 1 W ‘ sh 10 be bo ™ as a 
enbakam flower on that hill, kissed by 

1 ann-hunumne bees, to be blest with 
homage at the lord’s feet. ( 4 ) 

Purvi Kalyani 
Ulirwar* 

® OTL| 

. r “J" 1 * GsusottCuot; 

tr-sen a 0 A 

r 1 ^fjCcilCcjT. 

1 do not desire to ride on the hieh sen of 

Venkaram k,n L J the glorious 
verutatam hill, m his temp e there I wish 

to stand by a pillar and do penance^) 

<^02>asu5,Casin ^CsuCstr. 
Ido not crave for the song and dance 
Pr f. oroiances of Urvasis and Menakas 
of lightning-thin waists. I wish to be a 
golden peak on Venkatam hill, and 
enjoy the dance of bumble-bees that 
hum fena-Tena on Panns. ( 6 ) 

Mukbari 

currccfi^^Tijih mn Curccu ClcuciRrr^ccrii 

l/J <Kf1 65T Gil nSjlh 
GaCOCj.J r^lf^ClildfT; 

G&ritrs^n y^Caironcu^ 

•_D€<r» OJ C li) 6\> 

«,n63Tnfr)rrujtJ umt|U) 6>(n C-65H Ciu®t 

^CsuCcffr, 


Ido not wish to rule over kings as a 
monarch protected by Moon-like 
parasols. I only wish to run like a wild 
stream in \ enkatam, amid groves of 
nectar-dripping flowers. ( 7 ) 

iSctmd cjgj acnuujrtgutb iSIjio^ih @ 
(tpCDpajduj Clug, CsadTcfil* g,^ 

(iputuurcji lo eng ^cjincix; 

tloijSW C .^4 fl 0 c« u .<,. L _ 

n iogdcuCldgo 

Cl&diumijA 

t^CojCraT. 

The lord who is the substrance of the 
edas, grants to Brahma, Siva and 
Indra the fruits of their sacrifices. He 
is the resident of Venkatam hills, 
where I wish to be a footpath amid 
the cool enchanting groves. ( 8 ) 

Mohana 

0^ia.ujnuj cuGviGfilcnciriAcn $0iDnCGu! 

Qibiq-iunGOTr! GcurbJ^i_OJ(r! rQcsr C^«3,rruSlc\S1 

6v it/tco 

LQ UJ fT^ITjUJ QJfTC3TQj0lb *2^ IJ LDCD U 0.1010 

<K' l --!bg>l JgiLKiigjii 
umujiTiij<!i. <£h ij>g>j Z'—an usiicnsamu 

<5>rTffWTCuGciyr. 

O Lord who ends the misery of 
overgrown-like-weed Karma! Eternal 
Lord of Venkatam hills! O, For a 
glimpse of your coral lips constantly, 

I wish to lie on the doorstep at 
the portals of your temple, where 
devotees, celestials and Rambha 
stand and wait. 

s_u>un a sug, ^g,g,aj, 

. r , *~0ui li'flg.Ear 

c?nmklwrt;r, _ • - . 

0 i 1 (Tj ty fT^yj lD 
• cT«5T; 

Usii,,ai£ T' «"•"»* a* 

cniQugjuiiTsji Cm msirmoncvGaxa, tjC&gpui) 

, jth ijiCi.iGcjn. 
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Even if I am offered the gold-girdled 
hips of Urvasi and the parasoled 
kingship over celestials, I will not 
change my mind. Yet I will settle for 
just anything, if it be on Venkatam 

hills where my lord resides. (10) 
Brindavana Saranga 
iDCincstluJ 2><ioor ^rrfjcu caji_ 

Qurrffjr jgJujgyjib GtfQJiqacrh ArTGraTurreffT 

Gl^rrco 0cirrC6urT) 06 oGtf( 3 jlJ( 3 T 

Q^rrdfTCTT 

uriTfiafluj gjfTcO urrrbj^rriu 

ujgj^jfifljGcTT, 

This decad of pure Tamil songs were 
sung by sword-as-sharp-as-death 
Kulasekara, desirous of seeing 
the Venkatam lord’s golden feet. 
Those who master it will be devotees, 
dear to the lord. (11) 

5 / To the Lord of Vittuvakkodu 

Tarutuyaram | Shanmukhapriya \ 
Viruttam (Variant) 

0>(S2>J'uoii ja>i nCunci a_sjt aijcjjT ,£{cucun<,v 
aij«OT gpwana '; 

sfflrayr (g,(igei|ii) lotuito Quir^leu (Ay p 

cfi) aAijgij a Ca rulf^ ^junofrCcji! 
^)tHrflsjTg,a'r«u rrsarnj anw 

<053® ^(CUOTjbsii 
.iX^OT (flsjiOTJbCoj (fhjpdil; 

Ciin63trr)i l is>((f,rgCa,Gc3T. 

O Lord of Vittuvakkodu, surrounded 
by Iragrance-wafting flower groves! 
If you do not help me overcome the 
obstacles you place in my path, I have 
no refuge but you again; just as, even 
if a mother beats her child in a fit of 
anger, the child cries to be pacified by 
the mother alone. (1) 


<5> l_ IT IT ipCVJ &JtGqJ G^nG, 6\J jJS n£3T 

Q<giIi<&Uqgniib 

Q5>nG5nsTL_rrcmOTT cu cu rr cO uj rca* 

(dLjGUlD&CTI Cuncu, 
eSlCTffj Ca>mLi uj^ldT t_jc<rn_ (^yp d&jjg^GYJAG^rTiL^ 

■^tbion! ft, 

Q<5>n<rjVii_ncffniun^£lgyjib 0err>gdbLpGco 

<5tfV2>|6wC6aT. 

O Lord of Vittuvakkodu, surrounded 
by mansions rising sky-high! If you 
do not protect me, — your devotee, — 
I still have no refuge other than your 
feet; just as even if a husband treats his 
wife badly, the well-bred wife knows 
no lover other than her husband. (2) 

i toGfbn&(ib)ih j£«tt cuujcu cfiljffjgjjcuAGAfTilQ 

^ibiorr! ctott- 

uncOC^fTiffiArTiiin^Oyijib 2 _car u<j)Q)i ^guciutcu 
ujerry c @Gcuctt; 

rrcrrGiTjrT/ji^j fTgji (aT2>gjju.jgib (o 1 & iij iq <hT)i ib 
Gy fT irCj> €11 IJ)^J)S3T 

GdJincifGj^rTff,^ QjrT(igib (£>iq Cuncjrrpj 

@(5!bC,&C<sn. 

O Lord of Vittuvakkodu, surrounded 
by tall fields where fish dance in the 
waters! If you do not turn your glance 
on me, I have no refuge other than 
you; just as even if a despotic king 
pays no attention to his subjects, 
they still live respecting the authority 
of his sceptre. ( 3 ) 

GuncnrTcu 2)1 j2>g>i0 <9> iq gnt ib 

ID (TF)j5j <Jbl 611 COT l_J fTGO 

iDircnng, AfTg>Gii GfbrTuinc,Tr63T Currcb, 

iDfTuiib^ncu 

ificnn^ £3juiiTg>rf)c5)jih sfil^j^jcuAG^nilQ 

^ ib ion! r£, 

^cm it £• ongji ^mjGcri umTuut.Tn 

GujCiwi . 

O Lord ot Vittuvakkodu, heaping 
endless misery through your Maya! 
I still seek the grace of service to your 
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feet alone; just as even if the surgeon cuts 
and burns the flesh, the patient has 
nothing but boundless love for him. (4) 

S gi) a C dMul 0 ^ cb u> nC rai! 
«tis, 0 u Curruj a-iiCa,*? S-tar^anOTiUMCiij 
^©r>i_uj ^cucurrsvj 

STO©ii) Cumus, *0 nj axrsrcmgd ciiSla.i.eOemiuj 

lSs73T(^l 6JU_| ID 

ajiiias^ltir an.ib 4 sjpih ^tru upend, 

G u fTOTrC rr) G <o5T . 

O Lord of Vittuvakkodu, you killed 
the rutted elephant Kuvalayapida! 
Other than falling at your lotus feet 
where can I go for refuge? I am like 
the osprey on the mast-head of a ship 
in the barren ocean which flies out, 
only to return to the mast, not see¬ 
ing the shore anywhere. (5) 

O Q nil &> UD 6\J lb 

&\!bibOui Gaii Qeuiija^lGri^pg, ^cueunsu 

t&lsogn'cuirsO; 

ClajpgjujiVsSLuirrfil^giiih sfila^idiaCaniigi 
^UDlDd! 2_6ji 

<^Pg>ii>lGu ^jcuGuncu ^iad> (ajontpuj 

IDITL-GuGeit. 

O Lord of Vittuvakkodu! Even if 
you do not save me from despair, 
my heart melts for your grace alone. 
Alas, I am like the lotus flower that 
opens to the rays of the rising Sun, 
whose very heat in the day makes 
it wither. (6) 

CTg>2>isnciyuLju> suntan tnrT>rb<2> <o»nco<!bgjjii> 

OT> LJ fhJ <9«L ip 3i err 
GDlO^gjI CT(l.gfj>g> LDn (lj)<^GGU UJfTfrgj^^rTjft^Lb; 

LDfr>(T)j ^GJnsijGL j 

QlDtijg) g>]UJ(T d?.1 L. fT cfil iq @1l£> 

cfil&gtfttJ&C&ITlLQ cSHLOIOfr! OOTT 

Mfrftuj ifiltfi 2. gsti jnCcu othsuui icirr 

;q. G uj G S3T , 


O Lord of Vittuvakkodu! Even if you 
do not save me from despair I, this 
devotee-self, will place my heart on you 
alone; just as even if the monsoon fails 
to deliver rain, the withering crops 
look to the grey clouds alone. ( 7 ) 

ClsiiTftfg, @euai<0 lunOpsucunu) uijpg,) gnu-g, 
Og>n(5l«>i_GGU 
M*© npiirfjlpa, iDiruunra,; Lapp 

<^6iT)GU CufTCU , 
<@^^0 (tp^CO»0fT)5)5,/Tlu! 

6fi1g)gjl<9>G-ffjrTll^) «d^l£HDfr! a_63T 
M«5>0 (^SUfbJ^ Sn c^CVJGUfTGU 

6iT3TCiyijfl UJ G Cfff! 

O Radiant cloud-hued Lord of 
Vittuvakkodu! O Holy One! See, I 
have no refuge other than your 
benevolent grace; just as rivers flow 
far and wide, but they all finally empty 
into the ocean, never elsewhere. (8) 

jff &5\ GT)<T5t(j>LU <2)fT€3T GguSTJT lq. f^CTT 

G 6U CtfiST l_ fT£i fT 6ZP 

5>SST6iDS5TGuj <{£»nC3T GcUGIPST^ff li) O^CVJGULdGlJ fTGU i 

LDmugj^jrTCvj 

ifilG3T GD OTrCUJ CiUT jffdQlf) sfil^F>^jGU5>G«5»fTL_^1 
^ ib ld rrGtraT; 

fff C5T GJT) 65 JtG UJ &> fTfa41 GsUOTffTl^. iff fT) LJ 637 

Lq.GiuGsaT. 

O Lord of Vittuvakkodu wielding 
the radiant discus! Just as the wealth 
renounced by me in my search for 
you keeps coming back to me, I keep 
returning to serve you alone. (9) 

sfilftaicoiCffiirilGl <SHmu)rr! ig Csusottl. itCuj 

■SIjUSI tq. g)j d) 

'“SBi <%( 5 U 5 urbrg, crsjrp 

^Oianeirg, g,rrcfr pujj ,0, 
ffvnpp ‘j,fiUCO^rTfisnc3T* (tfjCuG^ftrjSST 
*01 o n 

5>j>pifilij> uagjii <?,gi, rrn pOTSTOjntn 

jM9,Gio. 
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This decad of sweet Tamil songs sung 
by Kulasekara, King and Com¬ 
mander, addresses the lord of 
Vittuvakkodu saying, “Even if you do 
not accept me, my heart seeks none 
other than you”. Those who master 
it will never go to Hell. ( 10 ) 

6 / A cowherd damsel’s lament 

Ermalar \ Des | Adi 

6JIT L£J6U«TU L^f^J^LpcO ^U.)^ LDfT^lT 

C16D63TU UCUIT 2_GTTGTT SSUfflGU 2_€3T0)63T 

LDfUTCll £b(L£<oT15)fT)(£) ^€^><5 U$l 63TCD L£> 

a_(JffT2>GP ClufTujcinuj/y. 

<%vrr LDGtPlp CufTGU UGjf)& 

<?)(^r£j<£l UJ(ipGDGiJT UJfTfbf^GVJ 

currrr iDGranp Ljcurr gStGit) sir 

Gv>fT< 9 rC£)GurT! s_cjr 6iirjGL| u rrrrgjGg,. 

O Vasudeva! With so many coiffured 
cowherd-dames living in this town, 
I knew full well not to nurture de¬ 
sires for the embrace of your chest. 
Still like a fool, I heard your lies and 
waited for you on the sands of the 
Yamuna all night, shivering in the 
frost and pierced by the wind. (1) 

Q0>653TGini_ 6£>GlTiJT 0>Gffff! IDl_QJrTGTT G£>(_r*)<£b$ 

<$«mp jh&jb 2 >uSlrr &«r>i uja 

, 6^)GlJGiT>CO fhn~ 67)| ID <'J»6tT>l_6UG5T GTGST p 

5> GTT GTT l^l 63") UJ Crfil 

ojcrinQ «^id(t 5 >fnp»b&l ffi-currcu, 

curTd7(jj«Mi) Geunuu, Q^ciieumij gjiiq.uu, 

•gjGifor £,uS)fT AGDl fb$lll ClJGraTOfiJTLD 

g}frGLDfTg>an! Qiduj r^nCcui. 

In the Eastside house, where a fish-eyed 
dame sat churning the curds, you 
entered with a furtive look in your 
eyes saying, “Here, let me also churn!”. 
Her coiffured hair unfurled, fell 
and swayed, her bright face glowed 
with beads of sweat, her red lips 


began to twitch as you churned white 
curds with her. O Damodara, I know 
what really happened! (2) 

5>01D€UITA •‘KY.fjjg.GU ^00>$0>63TGF>G3T0, 

^(fb^j^l^ecnurcCi 

lD(TT)d3l ID CUT ID Gr>Cu£$J| lDfbQ<T)fT02>^^>(2) 

a-GDijajgjj, ££>( 0 ) Cuon ! 2>«5>(g > u Guniij 

qrfl^Lpcu lonjjGindh 

i_|€Wi«r^l: ^eutcn^^ib Qidujuj63t ^gogidgu. 

lD0gd ^p^^rnu! 2_63T GUGTT(T5,^1 i^Gl_ 

cij crnT^jl sin it) O) rrcu 2_G3T^,c3T uxTamu 

<5j irG GUT, 

You gave sidelong glances to a flower- 
coiffured dame; at the same time, 
you let your heart wander to another 
dame; you gave word to yet another and 
misled an innocent other one, then 
stood embracing a coiffured maiden 
elsewhere. O Lord who broke the 
Arjuna trees! As you grow, your tricks 
also grow with you, alas! ( 3 ) 

£,ruu(ipG<ncvju unc^cO <^(y>$(2)*>a>5> 

2,GuiprbgiJ £Gff(TfE > Gini_uS1iL(^1<g : GflGjrp 
Guiij(ipCir>6VJ GUfTlUGinGD^jgj rb(6T)GIT)<7 2_6ff3T@ 

iS1a>5>G3T gigstGo) lSI rr)(i gjo r9orrr>rTiu; 

^ilh 61(2) 5>a5,G6UfT0 lurTGOT g0UU, 

ujrTGTfT 6fi1i_ 6 hit>5> ctgjjt gji£lGujrrCi_ 

l 6)0 GlJfTdh^GiD^j 5s65T(£) 2_<3>ji>^>fTlLJ; 
^gjIGijib 2_G3i G^rrrjibi_|a>(£) GjfT)(<j>)ib 
c^cjiGrr). 

When there was milk enough in Yasoda’s 
breasts, you crawled and toddled and 
made your way to the ogress’ poisoned 
breast, earning ignominy front passers- 
by. I sent my girl-friend to you with a 
message, and waited there with rising 
expectation. You kept her back and 
enjoyed her union immensely. All this 
fits well into your evil designs. ( 4 ) 
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ifitmClawtag, gjsrarssjflcnLiunsnsna Q&irsrajQ 
5 ®(5«frsumij srdiT2,6ji sS^Iu^Cl. 
GIuitswOotitss ^j,cni_ (£)i.an.Lg51C0u 
Cuir^Krr) Cuira^, 2)n«jr a.ss5T0 

fSldrGnjCTrj 

fl>«rtOTiij)r)eu«incn' ig aGOTCTjirroSlilQs, 

cna rflsiflffi,^lsjT©giiib ftcrciGu^ldtGjjd;; 

STcSrgyag) ^sucncri «filC0 sujbamij? 

gcarrarii &rsiCs, ©u, (j>ii>iSl! igCiu. 

I saw you go as you made through the 
street in the cover of darkness with 
your arm over the shoulders of a thin- 
waisted dame, both covered over the 
head with your yellow upper-cloth. 
Seeing another dame, you spoke to 
her with your eyes and made signs 
with your hand. I saw that also. Now, 
you leave her too and come here. 
What for? Continue going that way, 
O Complete Lord! ( 5 ) 

LDij) Qu(T0 Gg>neb a_aiL aifraGgsuir! 

cu cfil cjtC tu or gj uSl cu Q ft trcOT 1 l. 6u nC rrj 
J^rb©r>(T) crsiT^cyr 

giOTOTcneirsTCiDsu 

Gufriij, 

Supeoip g?'* iStj)® n !D S> 

^rflcinffuujG<7n0ii> &{<snGS&Tb&)i cujB^nij; 
irrj)r^a,(2) $ CTrir u>0fsi$su ai^>g>ndj? 
cnbC1u0uirTrar! $ ct^ j,g0Csrr, 

O Lord Vasudeva, with arms that took 
on the wrestlers! The moment this 
sinful self fell asleep, you slipped away 
in the middle of the night, leaving me 
alone on the settee. That night and all 
of the next day you spent embracing 
girls. Why have you come to hold my 
waist now? My Dear Sir, would you 
please see your way out and leave?(6) 

OTuujrFsfilroi <SH@n«frG uCTTsrfluSlOTrtuj! 

uarsnsni-Giumi) ^eOCeumi £>nu>; £ 
SLM0li 

eaiLDuIrfl epcsn 0,OTTrsnflsJfiT0ii 

<rr<_n Gaftl zuycii rg. 


Qstijuj 2_Knuujii> ^0 (y) « 1 y, l i ) 

Clai^afflflsun-imi) 0y>g,j6 asroQ 
Quai p 0 iTjirar uCuCs, jib: 

M6TT(CTTjGLJLb Gu^nCg, CurT0, fTjLOl?* 

® ^ or< f who prefers the serpent-couch! 
^e are not the girls of those old times, 
nor are we your favoured ones with 
dark eyes that match the bumble-bees. 
Pra\ stop coming to our place at 
odd hours. Infatuated by your beautiful 
clothes, auspicious face, coral lips and 
. k curls, we were taken in by your 
es. One day is enough! No more of 
your stories, Sir, please go! (7) 

ctotcdot su 0o , crana, @(5ls$GQ, 

gfranasuiT (tpsuancuuSlsir u&ajmgiyGO 

lOOTrafl ^^ansnu 4eraTg ^ M a, 0i 

CTeSTClDSJTa, &6TOT0 2_y>rr)fT 

Clfb*£li££>£>fTu.i; 
OundTraflrr) ^onusnuja, ar,a,uSlcu g,nn>£0 
Qumij^aau. *mlm. £ Cum^Cu^. 
©arrarG crri, ^a.iua.a.a, 

SU051GUJCU, CTS5T rflssnb ^ircuesr rs,nC«Jr. 

Having asked me to come there 
under the cover of the blossoming 
Mullai bower, you made love to that 
other one. Startled on seeing me, you 
picked up your yellow vestures, and 
slipped away pretending fear. Even 
then, if ever you fall into my arms 
one day, I shall pour out my anger 
and avenge myself. (g) 

ia(si«,«u 2 ><w sucsnorrcnoj imuTcfisO 

g)wni,a,, imiSIsusonipu i5c6l e>U(j 
Cl I inrsi^igjcn ^snguSlir) sng ,£|, 

ftijfljb 4eraT7 u CluJjgi, 
0 tf5U iTir*CCTrr0 

('5 CT '.^!bgjJ 0Lpau S5r^l sijrbg,mii: 

ZTii'hipj&.Go, spfnjijjiTOT Gurggjj 2®r5> 

a dn ( 9 }g>oSl« 5 T §>( 5 fia GunadirGs,? 


14 C 









KULASEKARA'S WORKS / Perumal Tirumoli 


With an auspicious flower garland 
adorning your chest, wearing the tail- 
feather of a peacock on your head and a 
soft thin cloth on your body, sticking a 
bunch of flowers behind your ear, you 
blend with flower-coiffured dames, and 
come here sweetly playing your 
flute. At least one day, will you not come 
and play your flute solely for us? (9) 

^cupSI iBcuiig, $(rt)Uir£jcna, Ca>srtsussi 
GTcOoSlu GJLOgjgd g.gTlq 

ClanGUG® JgsnjQ ,!Wi_i_rriG<MTiDrTsjT 

(&,6i)Cs0 >rydr S}dT6aflcnau9G0 
OffrrsuoSliu g,iUlip u>rT£r>©.» ug,g,!ib 
Qanciisu cu eucu {jgfGv&iGu 

63t\_i it, ajrkoSST. 

This decad of sweet songs by 
Kulasekaran, Lord of Kolli city and 
King of Kudal, Madurai, on the 
laments of young cowherd dames 
desirous of blending with the lord 
of lotus-dame-Lakshmi in the dead 
of the night, — those who master 
it shall suffer no misery. (10) 

7 / Devaki’s lament 

Alainil | Yamankalyani | Adi 

^CTieii ^OTirareusir ^nCsur! 

^ibmug, asmOTjflejTsjr ^uGo-iit! 

Gsucncu £it f£tfDa,aj ^eaTCSTeiiQT g>rrG6urr! 

Gsuyiu Gungxsiii ^saiOTrsurai a>nGsurr! 
ffjcu cufTfr 0U)6u GTcariD&Gffi -gjnCwn! 

erejirry ocjrtrjj a_63TGnssi stott cufTu9sr>i_ 
f£l^r>fr) uj<j, 

S>neu spoS)a,^10ii @sC,cung, 

g,rruji9<T) a>«rn-_ ^uSlssr £,itGiij. 

“Sleep, Little child, sweet as sugarcane, 
Talelo! Sleep, O Lord of lotus-like eyes, 
Talelo! Sleep, O Lord of ocean-hue, 
Talelo! Sleep, my baby-elephant, Talelo! 


Sleep my child with long fragrant 
hair, Talelo!”: Alas, 1 am not fortunate 
to sing your lullaby thus. Indeed I am 
the lowliest of lowly mothers. (1) 

Gtilq.5> OsarrerT ^(CT^&jtid <rr(Lggj Q^fid 

CO GVJ rTijjj <9j GTiJT 

LD^dil CiDCVJ ^^yrr^lcDciyT 

CofF), 

(ipi_&<^1<9 CifrQJlq L0CU1T5 .^lipj ft^fFj^^fTGTT 

QuiTevSllLlli) j£fT(^)^£lrT) (tfjljXsSlGuj GufTCU, 
^ln}j oSIfjcii 

^rbic^SjGujn^ ,^6<r>GuTiiSlir) 

<£1 L.rt&> 

«5>6irarm_u Qurrjf^GoeST, ^rF>Cg>rr! 
Cftscurr! Qs>(TJlG61J63T, O&^GqjGott! 

O Kesava, I must be the worst of all 
mothers. Alas, I do not have the good 
fortune of seeing you he in the cradle 
like a supine baby elephant, — your sharp 
lotus-eyes lined with coUyrium, your intent 
gaze fixed on something in the ceding, 
your bent knees displaying a dark foot 
and a pink sole, a fist, full of little pink 
fingers inside it, a radiance like a little 
bundle of rain-cloud. (2) 

(^pfjjCTrig, fb63T(ipG<r>fp <31 Sa_G3X_ lD<9i£rflIT 

(tpGff>IT> (^Pemnr> £P,LD (2)JT)f^^65nL_ 

GTjt,eng,GlLj! i&jGU u g,L Gil' 

(ipiilj) *,Grar<jg,i mfleh s,ajiT sjGrr>! 
5)GT)5> ujrrQiear GTGjrrpj a—smguu, 

G 1 <? G i 3 > 

cfilgoSlGpib 6b«!^r>L.<5s/F>OT5TSJijflg)jib 

Ql_JjT)nr)63TG^T; JFjGOeSlGTXJiJT uSlcuisun 
fF>Pil#>uill-e,(& ff (T3T £Ui9tC|!hCl 1631 Gil I IT) f^l G\J C,o G3T . 

Kind and well-bred ladies take you on 
their lap again and again, fondle you 
saying, “O My Master, O Lamp of our 
clan, more beautiful than the rain-cloud, 
O Lion! Show Father, where is Father?”. 
With your little pink fingers and side 
glances you show blessed Nanda. 
Alas my hapless husband Vasudev does 
not enjoy that good fortune. (3) 
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artl-Scurr CHpcu ypa(iptbi 

aememGar! £1 emena unfrafib, 

«. $s53TC£rr«nkJ> 

*©4 m!b 
4L " a *™ 

6>6RTQnjTfT5^ 

u©®C !1J n )(5 $«,«* S(riijeTeir 
&a, tna , tn>a . 
ufrsflCcua, crargj 

O Krishna! I «n only see and enjoy 

your infancy through my m j n d 1 

L°Z7r k } e radlant faCe > y° ur well- 
formed hands, arms and chest, your 

flowers-and-sprig-bedecked-dark-hair 

your crescent-marked forehead and 

your large lotus-eyes. Alas, within the 
span of thinking that I was your 
K I 1 ° St 1 the i ° y 0 f b e g e «ingyou 

° ^ Karma - I fear I shah not live ( 4 ) 
u>©«M<i£l«ir Alll ^ 

<SW«™g>rr, iDarfkumfl,,^ Qpg, S u> 
S>'S&gu6, S-dr & dr » ntn&enujC] C ^ 
aM4ftJ ft "0C) 4 „*0 
-o „ 2 - sit essciflij, 

Qff e 

Cl«u®tfluj.nu rglarrgu s^en,*^ ^ 
AlQCflCft,* **3,* CluMQ"*. 

CTCUCUfTU) 

J * U “ "£—>» OuBB-Csn. 

o Hapless me! I have not enjoyed seeing 
your beautiful forehead-jewel sway over 
> our ace, nor of placing a kiss on your 
beautiful lips, nor of seeing the image of 
your father in your face with a flutter 
in my heart, nor of seeing you put 
your finger into your little red mouth 
and babble in a fit of rage. The godly 
dame Yasoda has received it all! ( 5 ) 


S«5i<Si!b amoon D * ft c?jt sirrCd,! across! 
® Q ’^> 2 >gi) 2 ,ennj,a,C g,nn 

_ fbcni_ turrcu 

SjpsiiCluni^ ^14 suj,^ cTOTg ,® 1 
uxarafluG QubiSICsusSt; 

• ro | 

mrairsjjrft Claigilg, sn*«fil,jeu ^OTsu^gjii) 

ai " eurmjftQaffatjiL amileflejr 
„ • . _ 

C ’ u O^Cc ue jr; CWg, 

g£| 6 ?n gstC UJ C3T! 

CTOTSns,r CWu Qubb^ cnb 
CicnCuj! 

lor i S a ? a ’ W * tb e ^ es fibe the petals of a 

lotus! Alas, I have not enjoyed seeing 

cr? 1 P ^ the mud > then come 
crawling and toddling to embrace my 

bosom with red dust all over you, nor 

savo , 8 g he remainS of sweet-rice 
savoured by you with j, ink 

or what did my mother beget me?(6) 
®*‘ Cai ' "*** u iSIsiicmTuj! 

rrcn ^.aj ^ 

UIT ct$*, acflftGutrsO 

f?(5 «nftiursu «a,^ __ 

T>\Z) CipCff)60(ipftlD 

<OiP«ncu Quid™** @63 , uuSW 

GlirfuSlCcu (ipcncu < § ) l 05>«>, 6T€3T (ipthOjO#) 
CUQAnCTT ^OTjTCJijflcJncOTT 

Cjjjd&ftff) 

2 ,«T«noTuii @jp!bGiSOT, ^jiBGisGesT 1 

O Govinda, adorable tender child of 
mine! With hands of exceeding beauty 
and hue, like freshly sprouted tender 
red leaves, you would have teased the 
teat of my one breast while sucking on 
the other, showing me a sweet tender 
smile in between, seeing my face with 
your soft beautiful eyes while 
I held you in my embrace! Alas, all 
that is lost to me, lost forever! ( 7 ) 
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(ip^gjib GsucmTClemnu ^6 TtGnrbg)} Og>mL(^ 

2_6WT6|!pJlb 
@€rr^ Slir^d? §,rTLDcmij<9i Gr>5>mib, 
STV^CuQ<5>rTCTT 5)fT\i)L4 Q&rT6WT(^ *^l^uu5)lb0 

CTCTT(2) 

(fjlemeuinib, Oeuewr §>uS1<t Cg>nujft>g) 
Oscbojn-mib, 

^cd 5 > 04 ib , 0 <^ Gffjrrft^ib cEN£> 

G fTft LD f 

^CT^QftfTcrr Q$0 ^l^jcumu 

0 rv, erf) u u gjj 614 ib, 
Og,rr<ij)G7i&intb; ^gdgu 5>cs^ti_ ^C^fTcns, 

OgjiTcOcncu ,@£1$ «3>OT3Ti_nCcn. 

Eating up all the butter with your wee 
lotus-like tender hands, then seeing the 
coir rope being shown for beating, you 
cringed in fear, your red lips and little 
mouth, — smeared with white curd, — 
twisted. The look of terror in your eyes, 
your crying face, your pleading hands, 
— all this the good Yasoda alone sees, to 
the limit of her limitless joy. (8) 

(gjMlf^lwi ITCU CIT)I— &) 6 $ih &, 5iI lb . G5»fTCD5> 

(tfjOGDQJ G&n^^gjCYjib, («)l_a)fTll(5)lb, 
5>C5Tf^63TfTCO g61cTT 6L| CTf^l fTj^gjJ lb , AfTCDfTCU 

5»ncrfluj63T §>emGD (y)§>cufl 

QcucifTi^l G^rr iSlcTicncn jt>cu cfilcr>CTTiufTili_ib 
^gngTTgj^l cy! tb crcjr 2 _GTrcmb 

£_6TT06rflg, 

^ilf^jlb <5)fad'ali4.l_lj Clt_jfT)f^G€US3Tj t^it^GuJCST, 
g)rT 6jy)| LP fT0) g>©jfl 2. GSwQ u Cjfl CU , 

^(^,Ggtt. 

Holding up a hill for an umbrella, 
dancing the Kuravai with dames, 
dancing on pots turned upside down, 
knocking down the wood-apples by 
throwing a calf against the tree, dancing 
on Kaliya’s hood, — I have not seen 
a ny of these and the other victorious 
child plays of yours. If there is any way 
that I, this lowly self, can see them now, 
please tell and satisfy me. (9) 


GD051D 6J«fillU GfT>0<5r 2_GT)L-U ClJOJ 5<£1 
ojgaryr^ jbrnT r^rjibn cnj>5> £_<5«5> 

£)05lb 5rlf)(j£GDCU, ^ITjC^fT! 

5r€3>SU5>giJ § ^0crrQ5iijgjj 

GUCTTITITj^fTlu! 

5,05S3T fF)fT€TT <5>6ijn &0Qip<£l6V> CTj^gjITlu! 

&> CD 1_LJ U L_G l_ G5T CUf51G^ (y)C!DCU 

5.lDj,5>J, 

§>09 GlDCU ^>C3Tr5)Gcu63T 2_lU^$0JbG§>G3T; 
§><9>5 jC§, rtjcucu §,fTcmuu GurbfDnGuj! 

As you sucked her poisoned breasts, the 
ogress with deceit in her heart 
shrivelled, her veins and bones popped 
out. O Dark cloud-hued lord, you grew 
up counting Kamsa’s days. Alas, 
carrying these useless breasts, I have 
become the lowliest, with no hope of 
redemption, barely surviving. What a 
good mother you have got! (10) 

id cuemeu lot ^emg)iueij&5T§,G7T6m<?n 

euiTcin Gseyj§>$ eurbgj pr-fh)0 

ID ITUJ 5>5jJ 

cTcucmeuuSIcu iSlcnemctT G<9 iLicli67t 5jnannfT§, 
0§>IU61J§) G§><SU^>) nCUlblSluJ HCUlbuCVJ 
0&ncO®Sl 5>fT<njCU63T iDfTCVJ <^|lq. (Lpiq.GvDGU 
C^rrcuiDfub 0CuG<?5>rjSCT Q 5 n err err 
rbcbeblcn5§5 §,ib1ip iDncmcu cucueufTiTftGTT 

ffyCOTT gygji cunn 6p>cueiDG\j jr^nijewieji 2_coC<9>. 

This decad of sweet Tamil songs 
by Kulasekaran, King of Kolli who 
bears the lord’s feet on his crown, sings 
of the lament of the godly dame 
Devaki on not seeing the acts of the 
infinite wonder-child Krishna who 
killed the tyrant king Kamsa. Those 
who master it shall quickly reach 
Narayana’s world. (H) 

8 / Lullaby for Rama 

Mannupuga! | Nilambari \ Rupukarn 

•oeaTGp Q5>etT5emeu§>6aT iDerafleuuSlfry 

6>jrTuj§,5,eiiGe3T! 
G§>g3t jg6UPhj€m.9>5> C<s>ne3i 

J1r£,g,jGfil§3g,iTuV Q^ibOi irttfjTCfliT 
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5.<3T«fl 4snL(a! J, (MWI4ffjfc4J 

CTgjr &(tT)iDcraf)Cuj! 

trorguanuiu .goronipCo,! ^giraojCar! 

g^GcuGcun! 

Sie ep m y sweet child Raghava, Talelo' 
My Dark-gem-lord of Kannapuram 
sm-rounded by high stone walls inlaid 
with gold! You are the jewel of the 
Precious womb of world-famous 
Kousalya. You severed the heads of 
Lanka s king Ravana. ^ i j 

uxu^Ctow 4CUB fl 

o • n u ® n '-^g,QjCsjr! 

*«--«#* ^ 

^lonaj QjCTisrraantij 1 

. _ CT6 ® ®(thu>rasflCuj! 

£ cmatciu) ^i I (0sn l _ ujrn j J | < g g , TSjC1) Q CII i 

^f^GeuGeurr! 

Ta'S’ ? ° f the ei § ht Q uan ers, 
T lelo! My Dark-gem-lord of 

Kannapuram! You shot an arrow 
hat pierced strong Tataka’s chest, 
you created the worlds on a lotus 
otter, you steal the hearts of 
those who see you! (2) 


06UlD£)CUfTlJu! 

^^<2) Clu0ti> qftljjdoGiJTajCST ^(rtjlD^O.rT! 

<9>rFuar)s>uS)gjjib ^rr5>g,LD®S) a>ereTqfjg>gj dear 
A0ir>6&BflCuj! 

cribiAcn (5jcug)g,i @citTC3TQpG5>! @gn«,suGcsT! 

5>aCcuGGoa! 

Sleep, Sweet nectar, our tutelar deity, 
Raghava, Talelo, my Dark-gem-lord of 
Kannapuram with rivers holier 
than the Ganga! You are the son of 
Dasaratha, son-in-law of Janaka — 
king of lasting fame. You are the 
emancipator of the lineage of fragrant 
dark-coiffured Queen Kousalya. (3) 


SmosnijGmcu ^ujcnsucnGnu ucni_,ag ) <ajC<5n! 

ujg 

fDrUDSjCurruj! ct>ld^1©S)§,G3t ldcsutgu ncnn! 

GU 653765Tfhl £h 

tiithen §}Gn&unQhb 

<5>0lD633flCtU' 

cjiD06ijii) <^snsu qjc\jqjit! ggrTftojCcsT! 

5>fTG6uCcU ,T - 

Sleep, O Wielder-of-the-terrible-bow. 
Raghava, Talelo! O Dark-gem-lord of 
Kannapuram where bumble-bees hum 
s< J n S* ° n * ^ anns ' You are the eldest son 
of the illustrious Dasaratha, you 
created Brahma on a lotus. (4) 

ui_<T QsguojU) ugg, tbibiSl&G^fc 

^«s>i_j)0,suG«f- 
suGDrj uxmurr! &ettTGS 3 ri-irjgj&) 

^ijCe- 

<§cht (yjis^ «T63i jj>nsrrJ5! 

^ItGcuGguIt! 

Sleep, O Illustrious Dasarathi svith 
long hair adorned by a Tulasi .wreath, 
Talelo! O King of Tirukkannapuram 
with a strong mountain-like chest! 
You gave up the wealth of kingship 
to your brother Bharata, and went 
into the forest with your devoted 
brother Lakshmana! (5) 

4*jT)fDii> CTcbcurrii) tSla* Q&rrt_9$ Q^rrcO 

■fMTGJTLD ^16511- jVj^jOjGgJt! 
e^n)n)6ijrTa,il0 «^0U>05>C2>! ^Cuirrgj^) 
fb«,CT«>0 e^^LJ^lGui' 
o»rr)fT)currftCTT mb cuff<$u> &>Gr .ctctt 
«.rff,lfi635flGuj! 

^lj)fDCD6Ug>63T G-SfTJT) O&fTeySTL- grj n{L n i 

g> "G60Geo ft! 

Sleep, O Srirama, Talelo! My Dark 
gem-lord of Kannapuram, where 
learned ones live! Obeying your 
stepmother’s command, you svent 
into the deep forest followed 
by you kith and kin. O Precious 
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medicine for devotees! You are the 
Emperor of Ayodhya city. (6) 

< ^t,G\SlsST^G3^C\JU urTCU5>S3TnUJ 

2—ST3Tl_ GuCgTt! 

CU rTiul^y)UJ<5> Cl^hfTi^fTQj ^CDCTTUJ 

6unc3TiJ5>§i)*(£) 

AfTC$63TlDCJ3fl thGTXJ &)GT>GO&(^Lb Afe3JIl_|gg)^J 
cr^rr a^ldg^jAGuj! 
^©SifbAn5)(£, ^Ciun^iDCor! 

^nGcuGeun! 

Sleep, O King of Ayodhya, Talelo! 
My dark-gem-lord of Kannapuram by 
the seashore, where winds cause waves 
that wash gems! You are the lord of 
Tiruvali city, you are the child who 
swallowed the Universe and slept on a 
fig leaf. You killed the monkey-king 
Vali and gave the kingdom to the 
younger brother Sugriva! (7) 

l£>«r>CUUJg>C3TfTcO ^er>CT3T All 14 lD$<^£gcUfbJGF>a> 
^i^^cuGot! 

^<ST> 6 UAi_«nGUA A«Dl_ 2 )gil ,SHU>gnA( 2 )<^(ipgjJ 
^ (fTj CtVI Q Q 8 IU g> 611G C3T! 
ACT) 6 UC^J 6 UbU(Tg)mi) 6 UfT(l£lb AOTJTLjgtfjgjJ ffTCST 

A 0 lDfifijflGuj! 

GD C\J QJ CU GU <71 G & QJ A G 671! fTlD fl! 

^nGcuGcurr! 

Sleep, my brave bow-wielding 
Srirama, Talelo! O Dark-gem-lord 
of Kannapuram, where master- 
craftsmen reside! You made a bridge 
of rocks across the ocean and 
destroyed the fortified Lanka. You 
churned the Milk Ocean and gave 
ambrosia to t he gods! (8) 

0 «V» LDgjCUfTUj! 

CU<oiDCnUJ6p»(r^ S lfitf'»6UUJ£F)C3TnGU 

^l^fi)5>«jGG3T! 


AfiDGTTA^J^IT LD01^J(g) A£33TL49$g}J 

GTG3T A(TTjUDGJ3flGlij! 

^C7)GlTuj6U<T5>ll(£) c^0€n 2_CD l_ UJ aILi! 

t @gfTA€uGc3T’ 5,fTGcoG6U»T! 

Sleep, O Raghava, benevolent to 
younger brothers, Talelo! My Dark- 
gem-lord of Kannapuram where 
red water-lilies grow everywhere 
in thickets. Your dark fragrant 
coiffure keeps slipping. You are the 
emancipator of Dasaratha’s lineage. 
You destroyed the fortified Lank city 
wielding a matchless bow. (9) 

Cg>GuangiL|U> ^ Agcngmib ^GDffAcmctnutb 
ugt>«_5)5>guGc3t! 
ujfT6U0ii> «u£>g>j < 2Hiq.GUOT3Tnj),s>, ^gr&AfbAirg, 
gJuSlc5T(T)GDG«T! 

AfTefillfl JbcOrb^) uniL|LD AGn5TL|g2>gj| CTC3T 

A(ff)lDCS3flGuJ! 

CJlSUffl QdJ0^l<5nGU GUGUQjn! ^gnAGLlGCTl! 

2,fTG«uGeurr! 

Sleep, O Raghava, wielder of the great 
bow, Talelo! My Dark-gem-lord of 
Kannapuram, where the benevolent 
Kaveri river flows! You created the gods 
and Asuras, devotees and all else. You 
are reclining in Arangam city, giving 
easy access to all for worship. (10) 

A<afT63flfE)G3T iDfl lD$6TT AGnJTqg&j&J 

6TG3T 

5,nGcuGcorT gt<3tjt)j 2—^>g^5> 

LD rrcmcu 

QAfT60fV>cS^gilli) GgUGU €U6USD<3T (#)OT>l_A 

(dJjCoG^AgbST 0^nC3TtSJT 
ljgttctV)ui f^TGV) u<5)g)|Lb cucucurnr LifTfhJAfruj 

U 2> fT A G 6TT. 

This decad of Tamil songs by sharp- 
spear-wielding King Kulasekara in 
the literary genre of Talattu was sung 
for the Kakutstha lord Srirama, 
resident of high stone-walled 
Kannapuram. Those who master it will 
be good devotees of the lord. (11) 
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9 / Dasaratha’s Lament 

Vanralm \ Yadukulakamboji | 
Khancia Chapu 

_ 6J<££,lfl65TGrT6ST ^^GUrrGTT 

*> 1 * 3 ^ 01 , ^flujOTOTST CiD 6 v> ^Jb^rrcnuj, 
O2>0ii 

AfTcuTib ui_gu CunA?j 
er*2)rdT: sru> JggnioiiCairr! a_snBjru UUJ ^ 

®T>«>C«dfl 2 .OT Qjmj C&lQ 

2,63iir,ira siraflcusOTs ^OTsSIg.C.&raT, 

S>«Tu 3 aCs 3 r! a_cirsnsrt j^hGot. 

I had thought I would offer worship 
seat you on lion throne and crown 
you King of the city today. Alas your 
mother Kaikeyi made you roam the 
forest instead! O My Rama! Assenting 
to her wishes, well did I bequeath my 
kingdom to you, my good Son! (1) 


OojsusunCujOT QsusiioiGnrj C^Cgl 

@©!0«ua«i>5> 

GsasiijTLnGa,, cfilengj,^ Qcuot^I 

IDrClsufTJ^jj.gj 6 u«ItCiD Guisfil, 

olfFjlUGunuj GfiUCO Q|30tbl/f,OTiIT GrfjlflGDl^UJLb 
^gJcrnrijGdijfTCUib iSIgStli Gurra,, 
CTSusunjjj a.usg.anOT? srih JgfjrrioitGGinr! 

stu)Qu(J)Umtot! ct«3i QeiuGaGsar! 

Heeding the foul words of your foul 
mother, you instantly set out, without 
any desire for this land. You sent back 
the caparisoned elephant and the horse- 
driven chariot and went into the forest 
barefooed with the sharp-eyed jewelled 
Sita and the younger brother 
Lakshmana following. O My Rama! 
How did you walk? O My Lord! 
What can I do? (2) 


Q&rrco (gHCinGCST CsiJGU GUlfl Or£,0(bJ AGSuT 
Q^hcn^ffrusopjdr ffi^suiXiSjCurruj g&Igu <r;rbgjib 

iD«i)^*ier-OTii|T^t, G'uGiTifjfly^tyicnrt! gvg\i ditancsiGu jctp 
a)OTTii)S£_(rijai(4f)LC> gu€ 1 t> 6 »Guj 5,(T)rr>ruu! 
Ojigv ^HRnG 3 inGii> 6 u /ipOT gjiuSlGiftrrjniij, jg'sirnjj 
imil sfilii tcjr^rr&Ti iDijQ^imr 
0>6U .SMSfflGiJFGtDcb &OT31 gj)uSl6UA ^bfT)fr}G<r>CTTtGujfTV 
Qi<H&)gj$,n r i > Gr.ftlm Ga,nC&>i' 


O Lord, tutelar deity to Kousalya 
with spear-sharp eyes! O Strong-armed 
bow-wielder. O Dark-hued lord, 
scion of the Kakuthstha clan! You 
know to melt this sinner’s heart! You 
who always slept on a soft bed must 
now be learning to sleep on a bed 
of rocks under the shade of a deep 
forest tree, Alas! (3) 

Gan, Guffg), ail, gJsiiOTu) Gujgj sj( 5 a,rTCU 
&OTST0GUIT, LDCOgtTOT «ffl.fr>g,SO 
CsuwCuiTgud) CT^lsoCsnofl asjiClutr^Ci-ii 
dil6(r>i_GiLjgfiirr^63T cfilsucucvja QiFngjpfTaj! 
Cuft(£j Qr5,0fbj sugugSIcdgstGuj^ 7 

ujorii) 2_(5,3>(g!ii> id&Cgst! .gsiip 
^ Guns,. CTeji CljT,(0uii) @(2 j iSlcnojaiiju 

CunarrGg, tQrp^ionGfl)! 

O My Son! Come, come and go, come 
once more to me and go, my heart 
melts for you. You broke the great 
Siva’s bow, and won the hand of 
slender-armed flower-coiffured Sita. 
Today you enter the forest where 
wild elephants roam; would you break 
my heart as well? (4) 

QufT(fTj(T^ 5 rTrr GGVn GcucO^j^lGurrco urjctj unuj, 
Qi£>«ueuiq.a,siT (£)(rt)4? Gang, 
QguuSIcu a_6tr>n)uu r 
GtGULD u41CtT>fTlij «urj, ^sitTp 
Qu^jUHjnGfitGujGST LD0 >Gott' Gl HT^CTTfptTlU . 

Ga,a,ujiTGanOT ius,£nrruju Gurrjrp 
•SHJ/bumefi) Gamr, Gall. 

ersiir QeiuGassT! ^i£,Cg,rT! lunGcur. 

Son! O the terrible sinner that I am! 
On hearing the sinful words of King 
Kekaya’s daughter, you departed, 
desiring the dreaded forest, walking on 
sharp splinter-rocks as your tender 
feet bled, suffering pangs of hunger 
under the scorching Sun. O Hapless 
me! Alas, what can I do? (5) 
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limin' CTCTgu s_3>2>gj ^cng)A(g)ib^yTSuaGlarow 
GsjCTTrrGg,, C^FfT U>rT(T6UU> 

CTOT iDirrraigi^lcni- g>(tg®J n Gg>. 

(y>(ig5nCg,, Cmnsungj 2_dil, 
cnajiiiDrefileir g,eni_ CliDfijicirraiumii 

■5iLDC\JLD CurtGO (ip5>(ipU) fh fTGJraTITgjJ, 

€TLDLDn6iD63T GT<J3T LD^hCiDC^T 

( @0&<^GjfTCfT)GG3T! 

No more will I hear you call me, 
“Father” lovingly, no more will I brace 
your jewelled chest to my bosom 
tightly, no more smell your scalp and 
sink into ecstasy, no more see your 
graceful elephant-gait and lotus-like 
face! Having lost you, my Son, my 
Master, I wonder how I am still 
living? Alas, I must be the lowliest 
among men. (6) 

U30GtJ Ll€3T5CDL_lUfTU 

i_|Gn«STij>gii, eyj> gjaKlcu Csit <5isu0<rj 
&rruMT cti^IgO sSlipcO 

ej ld0 Qg,neb ctot ngiCusurar iliitcst gjantry 
Qobjs>$>3>&> suasnb giroi Gffrrg, 1 ^ 

gjl LDCtT>fT> uSit! e,0,C6>JfT? arU)(i>^ljC63T! 

su^IiIlGcst! QairsuoSii §Gg. 

Transforming his fragrant flower- 
coiffure into matted hair, changing 
from soft silk vestures to grass-belt 
and bark-cloth, robbing his limbs of 
their lustre by removing his jewels, 
my able-bodied son went into the forest 
where I should have gone. O Learned 
Seers, O Sumantra! O Vasishta! You 
tell me, is this proper? (7) 

Ol-JITOTT Cluit)fr>rT[T CTiJ)1g\. Ggu^iLJ 

gjibiSt^nujujii) y,OT>cu GtjfT^yib 
u0)(T)fT njjswrui(rFjf^j(5j6u Qlds0g51uigvj gtgSt 
o0^1s3iuja4Lb «ussrfl,$jb Cuira^l, 
iSlesr LjrT)(T)n r£igSr a>3>G3TCu>suut|? , 

ffT63Tsn<^jriLjib sunsjfleu CuirftA, 

sieir Ourrjrrinuj? em&Ge,^! i$)0 if,l6o3)$6u 


O Kaikeyi! You sent away a son who 
was the very essense of the Vedas, 
along with his brother and my slim 
daughter-in-law into the forest. You 
have earned a lasting blame for your 
son. Now you are despatching 
me to my abode in the sky! What 
have you gained? Alas! You still 
live in sweet pleasure! (8) 

(ipG5TG^(fTjtbfT6T7 ID^GLirTCrfl 

^GLlG3Tg)G)J2,Cn£Fj (jpfpfpjib Q#n)'D IT lU; 
2_G5T6DC5TlHli) 2_£fr^(TT^U>OT>UJU-lli> 2_(SnCu3ITllSlG3T 
6U0£F)g)(ipii> G£63TfT)n<9><5> ClSjITGTTGTnTgjJ 
GTC3TGDG3TU_|lb CT£fflOLDlLllL|6in(JlL|U) OlfiUJUJ(T<S><5> 
Cl<^rTOTST0ajOTnb 

fSlC3T€lD6<nGaJ LD5>63TfT<g>LJ QuJDU^U^jGgDCTI 

GjyuSliDunib. Qrb0jj)Gg)rrGTT GeujbGg)! 

O My Master! Earlier one day, you 
took the bow from the axe-wielder 
and relieved him of his powers. 
Without any consideration for 
yourself, or for your grieving mother 
Kousalya, you have taken me and my 
promises for real, and gone into the 
forest. My Liege! Through seven lives, 
I shall prefer you alone for a son.(9) 

Cg)€3TfJ)0 IDHUIGUITa, 5tfvrbg>jD Cl3>CTr,96ir>GUtHlb 
a,i£l S\ft,<ari{b Gjjirai 

3«6ira_<J^OT03>n(^ij>Qg ! n(ig3^!na>0s«2)G3,i_i- 

Q«,nii*ujeuOT2>£3T QairjjQairtcirar®, 

e.(TS3raiGi£> I00«fil0ibi9 iSgupfes eucwb &et>0£> 
gtlSO^tgtl, <b<i gjjib 
SUITCTRhGlD L03>«fil0LDlSllj Gu ",£1 OTlC JDOT i 

G3.(tGqj! 

O King of all mankind! Listening to 
the words of the cruel Kaikeyi, ill- 
advised by the notorious hunchback 
maid, you gladly went into the forest 
leaving the flower-coiffured Kousalya 
and Sumitra in grief. Today, I too leave 
this city you renounced, and gladly 
enter my abode in heaven. (10) 
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s>© QaQujirei) ggmDatmL ojoni 

L i s>3i ^£bfDfT«, 

arrrr^iri 5 g gLeuanijg CgrTsir gwrjgsjT 
ST* l|«ju>lS1iu geuiutOgrarsnor 
ffo-^irjbg CcueO ojeusuar C*mflujnC*iTe 5 r 
®* nL -* 0 su Ces,tj<m Qerrn} Qeiiie, 
£"<%,"!£>& gifilijuDirancu @«d«u ajcucumT £ 
Cljb^affisnir Qosueunrr girCin. 

This decad of sweel Tamil songs by 
Kulasekara, spear-wielding parasoled 
King of Uraiyur, expresses the anguish 
of King Dasaratha, lamenting over 
the unbearable loss of his dear son, the 
dark lord Rama, sent into exile. Those 
ttho master it shall never tread 
the path of evil. (u) 

10 / Sopanam - an Odyssey 

Anganedu | Kurin;i \ Sopanam 

^liiehessr Qnjg) lo^IgCj qsni_ (g^p ^Cujrr 

CTggT^ILD 

a_6^0 ^cnsjTgjgjja) cfilcn^^o) 

CsfT^l 

Qcidf^l ft^lCgnsST 06U^giJA0 ££1T d))GTT5>S>fTlLJg, 

G^fTGarrp 

C0CWT (ip^gxllb S2_UJ<9 j Qa>rT€OTTL_ cStJ&STSjGSXG^GSrS 
Cl^r&jftafijT (LpdClcnffo 

]§} fj rriD OTTg> 63T 6m 6<jTg> 
^cOonojfbAiT^, i_ j) 2>63 t©pjgtt 

GTn]jdWTT^,cufl (^g^^^^<rni)Qu 0 LDrTS 3 T 5 )G 5 Tt^n<:iri 
crdfT^j Q^rrCcurr! &6WT 06rf]rr«> a,rr^)jii) 

f^rrQen. 

Light of the world shining from the 
good city of Ayodhya surrounded by 
lofty walls! Beacon of the lineage of 
kings of the Solar Race! Hero and 
saviour of all the celestials! Lord of 
lotus eyes and dark frame! Our very 
own lord without a peer! — 
He resides in the good Chitrakuta of 
Tillainagar. When, O When will 
my eyes feast on his form? (1) 


ftiSgijcT^lrTgg girucnggeSr 2_ggen e,& £rgl 
su © ©0$ Outnpgg tucsracncsjr egOTrgi sjsfil 
a>s£)gu)Q* n 6n ussnn) (ipeaflsusj, CsuciTsfl 

sueusugaair a_uSlrr 2 _ 6 ren_ cnuiggeji, 

d) (TC37T ^31 ■ 

deSgsiflirsumu ujcuit e,ar>& Gen Qeiign^eim 

G QIX <ST> cu 5 ? 

^leoGncutjjairg, £lg,«ilg|ij<f Sv i_rj ) 5?<»3T^pj6TT 
^ib5)6jijT(T5,cTT QpsurTuSlfjojrr ejdjff, 

QSGST&Q <@05)5) <^li>lflfTG5T 
ft rrGcjr, 

He killed the ogress Tataka with an 
arrow that split her chest and spewed 
blood, he guarded over the fire sacrifice 
of Viswamitra, killing many Rakshasas. 
See he lives here in the Chitrakuta 
of Tillainagar —surrounded by groves 
that sprout leaves like red lips and 
blossom flowers like pearly smiles, amid 
three thousand Vedic seers who chant 
his praise, — seated on a jewel-studded 
lion-throne! (2) 

QscijGuiflgrr) 

£g,&B 

rflanisfileni-Cujrcji ilaneuuSlpggj, 
u>(igajnen 

Clcusijojiflr&nj dflemcuffljtrmjifD, OsuraTrfJI 

ClanofsiQ, 

CsusOCsugglT U«DS> glg-!£>g> £‘tKJf-rg£3!GditJT f j, 

lj nrhj <£f> rfg, 

CTcucufflQoj^ ^lon^fjnioeyr 

5j65TGncjT 

W) rr) dJi SU fT (T ^ CiD C33T U J iq. G UJ 

gcjnfD^ilGOTGcar. 
For the love of the dark-eyed Sita, 
he broke the Siva-Dhanush, then 
victoriously took the bow from the 
axe-wielder and drove away the sworn 
enemy-of-kings Parasurama. The brave 
Rama with strong arms that wield a 
heavy bow resides in Tillainagar 
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Tiruchitrakutam surrounded by high 
masonry walls that enemies 
fear. I worship the feet of those 
who worship him. (3) 

Qg,no>^ <SlGuit y,ig> cnaGsi^l 

Qarreusu'icu 

Qgjficu fbftfjii) 0J£D!b0J &*i63V&0Gsi®n63ni i 

U0^1 g fill 1 A 0*G3T _ 00 GU63TU) CtJUUJU 

M*(S. 

ug0g}!*0U urr0)*(ipii b mbgd, 

<fl0$ga«.L.0£i nesr 0gStgjigst 

^ld)6sioj2,«.rra) acrrcpsiT 

6T00finG3TUjlil *6G3T0Glflg* *116&aTU Qu(T)(T> 
@0lQcu<50iT<Ta>(g) gaiHDUjaii C^fi 

6^ ci) cu rr(T0 ftC o>. 

He renounced kingship by the words 
of the flower-coiffured Kaikeyi, he 
crossed the Ganga with the help of 
the devoted boatman Guha. In the 
deep forest, he gave his sandals and 
the kingdom to Bharata, and lived 
in Chitrakuta; today he resides 
in Tillainagar Tiruchitrakutam. 
Devotees throng to see and 
enjoy him there. Even the gods are 
no match to them. (4) 

aioSl aj«Hra,(£) Gusng Qg, 0 g,G 0 gdT cfilg itg 310 * 

Cl*gG3Tf£l 

GUGOTT 0t£)lp ton (tpGsfl 0*11000 GUlflcfilcu 

Guntiiil, 

aoncu GuGirera .0 C 5 >g *0 QpaGjis, 

| 

*gCG 3 ig 0 gtgi.GiroT63T0G3T s—uStcaig gugisj^I, 

(■IIcnGU GUGTST*^ lOGCar torfjluj GllU0nGaT0G3TGlnG310 
^)cUG!DGU0aiT0 ^)0«ifl0ga<n.ug> 0G5Tg)|GiT 
0G3 igu GUG53TS>^la, 6 jia*n.ui 9 GJ00GuGUGogn 
if)fl0GogGU 0Guy)CJM_00J0 0gG33fl0irC63t. 

Wielding his strong bow, he killed the 
strong-armed monster Viradha and 
received the bow given to him by the 
Tamil Muni Agastya; he cut off the 
nose of the sensous demoness 
Surpanaka, slew Khara and Dushana, 
an d the golden deer. Those who offer 


him worship with bowed heads 
and folded hands in Tillainagar 
Tiruchitrakutam sanctify the Earth- 
space by treading the Earth. (5) 

gjGJTLD LD^GL) GT>GuGg><£l iStrflujGU £ 2 _rT)©j, 
5>GTTITGL| GTUJ^l S £H_rTlLjGDGU GD GU (&,<£>&> 3) 

€jrb^, 

GUGJTLD LD(TC}GTj AG&UJfJtfGST 5>rT£>6U Q^fTOTUT^l, 
CUftoSIGT>U.I Si QftfTG3T^J, ^6UfbJ6iD«5>l35>n 

^ ij ft <9> rrG <ff> ruj) fT63T 
Jlcmi) LDn^^LUaiT) ^Q^fl^rTGiDCaTg) 

^IcOciDcofb^rr^ ^gstg^jctt 

^0)ITrb5> <^lblDIT6ir>65T 

^ JJ rT ID 63T Oj C3T CD 63T 

Gj&giiainn ^GiDGrsTuju^G uj cjgj^lGcinGGTr. 

My sweet lord Rama then became 
separated from his fond Vaidehi and 
swooned. He sent Jatayu to heaven 
and made friends with the forest¬ 
dwelling monkey-king Sugriva and 
killed Vali. He countered Ravana’s 
anger by having Hanuman burn the 
Lanka City. He resides in Tillainagar 
Tiruchitrakutam. I offer praise to 
those who praise him. (6) 

0GSig *i_cjigu <&il_gO ^ldutou icp* Gmja>i, 
0 GDGU *uig iorrjj*GingGSiuj ^i 0 G 8 tgco GJjSh 

Grrfl Cl 00 Ggugu ^ig**Clgg0ii> ^GumiGm* 

CgI) 00631 

^6»T@JuSllT C1*G6G310, ^|6U63T0lX>lS)ft0 

^ig*ib HJjgli 

$ 0 U>*GGtrg 0 SIMnibg) GIsgugugst 

GTTCiDGJT^) 

^lGUGinGU 0 *g 0 S> 0G31@|Gil 

^ga,^iDiT2i0nGjT (g,0ii <B\<)Gna 

^IGugurgu, 

^g a, gtot 3 iGgj 3 tg!(t u>j)!pi ^iga 0 nCcjr. 
My sw'eet lord Rama shot an arrow' 
that parted the sea. He built a bridge 
and made it to the other shore and 
took the lives of the terrible demons 
and their King Ravana, then gave the 
kingdom to his younger brother 
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Vibhishana and reunited with his 
consort Sita. He resides in Tillainagar 
Ttruchitrakutam. Other than the 
soverign rule of his sacred feet, I do 
not recognise any kingdom. (7) 

Qurrar C1 S Q ^Cunr^ 

& t ' !s ' Sf&ib^ujeisrainihs, o>nan ypesr 

Q 0>rTC5Tn) ngsT 

a>ar Qu^jbClg,™ *80® GftilQ, iflrfjcnsus 

ClsciiGfj) 

SL.OJOJ^ $0 GUU% ClifTUJ^ 

lDft0>€Tr 

Maui ucumj ^atsumus, a* arfl^g 

CailLircsr: 

Alojantug,*,!!® gorg^ 

criaClu^uma, gotafl^g QasfiWw, 

fh 533T 63157 (T £\J j 

fj^^Cojfni); iD^IGujrrii) 

^CSTCrr). 

My sweet lord Rama returned to 
Ayodhya, city of tall mansions, and 
took the throne. Sage Agastya 
chronicled the whole story of the 
destruction of Ravana; the lord heard 
his own exploits from the coral lips 
of the twin-children Lava and Kusa 
that Mithila’s daughter bore for the 
emancipation of the worlds. (8) 

£)€)j£ <5lbu<9>63Tg)6S T 6?n®JT<5 OflcjTrpj 

rpj y 

0<f(l£ tD 637 05 G U J fT 63T a_u9lT 

&}GUg>(Z&,n6S T PFJfjU, 

r^)«n0> LDGsaftu 0,633* Q^fTcirarQ, 

@GU«JCTiJT65T 2>G»T«r)CTTg) 
g,lblS)uJfTC'J GllfTOTT CJJDjSb (l-PCjfltJUOTT G«UOT3TL-4> 
$fT)6U ClSl 6TT fbJ {&) li> @ G\J ^ (<f>) ID 637 63T ill 

iSIffljbgjfTGifT g t GsrGr>GST& 3 

i*£>l6V)63>GvJf£)<Ebf7<S j!& Oi Q | 5*>~t i JT) 63T 6CP)| (JTT 

2*_ CiDfT)6U rT63T>63T 10fT)6>J fT£F) S?—GTT61Tnj}<£F)Cj3l637CUT 
s_6y>i Gujnii); iDfbg)J a^.f^jgjjujgtxi fi_.c3H_Gujni£> 

r^<arGo). 


My sweet lord Rama went and slew 
Jambuka of terrible penance, gave life 
to the dead Vedic seer and wore the 
jewelled garland given by Sage 
Agastya. He sent his brother 
Shatrughna to slay the Asura 
Lavana. By the curse of Durvasa, 
he parted from his valiant brother 
Lakshmana. He resides in Tillainagar 
Tiruchitrakutam. We remember 
him always in our hearts, are we not 
saved from all harm? (9) 


<516irnji arfrrarnbjasnsir ansugjjTjgggji «j<bj5b 

cH 1 —cu uenaCturSI, ^a.gfr®ih«sno 

Gojcjrgj, @cuni(g)U)«nsfl QibQibCgn-ciT 

£)iTeST(a>ii> GgnsjrjD 

sfilswr yp^gjih cr^reuijg gdr gmtub CiOsfib 
Gadrgj ^asflgi sSrbjfi^ij,® ^irMDrTGirgsinonsnS’ 
<9sufflr><su<jv9>iig gsirg^dr 

CTC3T(r)]ii> tQGhrrrjnan ,s>(guc 3 t gu Qcgtcarr^J 

j£)«ir>fT)(CT)5Tl£lGG5TfT CTuOutT^gjlb , 

G®fTGTr5TuH.rr! j^Go- 

My sweet lord Rama then elevated all 
creatures, — moving and non¬ 
moving, — to Vaikunta, mounted 
his Garuda Vahana, destroyed the 
Asuras, took his glorious four-armed 
form, entered his abode in the sky to 
the tumultuous welcome of gods in 
throngs, and ascended his eternal 
throne. He resides in Tillainagar 
Tiruchitrakutam. Devotees come 
to praise and worship him there 
saying “that’s him”. (iq) 

^leuonsujba.rr® £l<5«rfl®(j« n .,_£ ) gaJjgjjgti 

cfilcm&Q LDrT ( n^lCujrT(J) 

&, 63T 637 G37 

6TCV>6<T>GU @6VJ find, GyU.JfJ&jGZT&ydyt U)0,63Ul\ijfr 

G <3> fT G3T f§l |T) ffjl 

rSHSp QP&Gutlg, gdfT a_o.iAlb i |&A§jj rr-rpn, 
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Qa>fT6U gJlUGyjlb U«T>L-g) 5)(T65yiOTT«!j> O&fifbjD 

6p)CTT6D fTCTT 

Cftm^lujnC^rTSST (£)GuC<5 £hfJGfl Q«5fT(T) 

OstUg) 

IT^GV ^ LU GV) §^C8T Ip LO <T€^> 6V> U^>gJLD 

6U6UCU fTfT 

2,suj) £la,Lp jjrrrrsratOT 

fTjCTOTGgjpjsu rrCfl. 

This decad of sweet Tamil songs by 
well-armed well-protected Kulasekara, 
Commander and King of Uraiyur, set 
in the good style of Sopanam, sings of 
the lord who resides in Tillainagar 

Tiruchitrakutam with his strong aide 

Maruti, beginning with his Avatara as 
Dasaratha’s son until his return to the 
glorious abode. Those who master 
it will attain the blessed feet of 
Narayana. 

Alvar’s Lotus Feet our Refuge 

The Easy Canter Chant 

Tirucchanda Viruttam of 
Tirumalisai Piran 

Invocation 

(b(*)00fbfbCj Quru£)co £>(igci4 j&rrrjGrafluSIcaT 

gjliurr^rj 

G(9oj <£l(fT}lDl£)GD5u 

urjG3T6U(ff)QpiT 

<9>(rt)<90li>giJib ^fTtr^giltb Atfiijp CdJjfTrhi^tb 

fPi rr n^i th 

$00$ £>2, $>£]!_ 637 iD06ii ^0tDt^«n5 

euembu^CtLi. 

Tirumalisai Piran sang the Tirucchanda 
Viruttam to rid the Kalpaka-and-Sandal- 
grove-filled Earth of its misery. He was 
born in the prosperous town of 
Tirumalisai favoured by the goddess Sri, 
w here the dark smoke of the fire-altar 
spreads the fragrance of Sandal, Akil 
a nd Kongu incense-wood. (1) 


•D G\j 0 li) LD 1^1 CD <£T LCJ LD 2_ CTT CTOT IT JT> gjJ 

gjibifileu 

t_|COfiUlT l_j<£fetp«5> Gft fTGVJ T6U Qfl&s&s * 

g>._ CVJ Q) G3T CiD 63T 
U 0 >fl> 2 >g)JLl) LDfT^IT 

iDt^l cn^Guj 

Imagine putting the whole world of 
poets on one side of a fame-weighing 
balance and Tirumalisai alone on the 
other. See, the Tirumalisai-side is 
weightier than the world side! (2) 

The Mystic Poem 

Bilabari / Tisragati / Adi 

l 4 j r^lc\j rruj ggfbgiJiDn'uj, t_|G3Tfb«5>67iJT crifD 

(T) rrcTT 0 ld niu , 

$ r£lcuiruj (tpOT^jiDadj, 5>fT6u 

^rjerorQiDniij, 

d) i0cufTiug,i 6p>63Tpib Ccurpj Ccurr^j 

«9) 63T 4>i55 LD UJ fT IL), 

£ f^CUfTUJ 6LlfeJ0T6ff3TlD ff^GTTCinGTT UJIT1T r£lCT>63T#><9> 

€UCUGt>CfJ? 

The five Gunas of dainty Earth, 
the four Gunas of waters all, 
The three Gunas in holy fire, 

the two Gunas in air around, 
The one Guna in space above 
are all thy manifestations. 

The way you stand apart from all, 

who can fathom thee, O Lord ? (1) 
< 54,3110 < 54,3110 < 54,31 icmri, g 32 >giHi> 

ffgfjjglJlb ^JbgjllTMTlU , 

sjirji /it ,@r7crin0ib cy> s ’ I 0 |li Olt ?40 <54,3110 
ctl!(P ld mu, 

Coign G«u®i ©itostu) <54,/!, OixniiuSlCrarngl 
OurrimqiDruLi, 

aisrGrDfT© ^cm^turruj 3^ <^>uj 

ID ITU iGsWT* 

You became the Six, the Six, 

the Six and Five, the Five, the Five; 
O, the Two and Three and Seven 
and the Six and Eight delights. 
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You became the schools of thought 
and lru th and untruth all in one. 
U Wond er Lord now you became 
the taste and sound and sensatioas 
( 2 ) ‘ 

S * 4 ' U) gsgju) gi.gjti, ^tOwsujbo, 

2_OTrriL|uDfTaj. 

SE>Si GP^SUIO «?S37SJtb <54,^1, .glfflTp 

Coj QJ G C3T! 

S5gUli S*®* 

^SnOTljigjJ r£t«jrfr)j, 
gi>gs/4i gs^ni) crtjii j rgleircnncsr ujitcuit arassr 
ojeiieoQrj? 

You became the Five, the Five, 
the Five in all, the indweller. 
The Five the Three, the Wonder-lord, 
the origin of all that is; 

Then the Five, the Five, the Five, 
you stand in high Heaven above. 
The Five, the Five that you became, 
who can solve the mystery? (3) 


(npcsmj (ipuu&i ^ySlGomrQ gjbgjib 
82 =giHi gibgniuimu, 

ttPOTip opirggi 3 ^, QpOTp 

Qp<SfT2)J Lomu, 

Cg,rrciip Gangl (jpongjinmij, gjena.au) ^eii 
sfilcrn&^LDfTixj^ 

GtsSinneTOT ^j,6fflu4OT M(S! i )S g J craiQanGtvir? 

irriLFF.gGffffT? 

The three and thirty consonants, 

the five and six and five vowels, 

The five diphthongs and twelve letters 
of Rig, Yajur and Santan, O! 

The three-syllable AUM that shines, 
a spotless, source of all the light. 

The way it mixes in my soul 

and makes me sing thy glorv. Ixird! 

(4) 


'f.wgj ujtbi(0)ti> e^sirnru ^46uns_(n,aaeh 

Ggjnjrjju) ^MjSiilujffiij 
6p>Gsrrf>t snaeua,gj j^ldnir) (fjeirCTr a.e3re4r>U) 

g,'S3te!!lgj CTsjTgj, 


u.an**©* erenn fijofc* 

jSeir a_n,^ieijmij 
JE><tdt(y>»0 umg^ ^C^aidi 

<^€OCir>6uGuJ ? 

The Soul of all the sentient 

and Form of all the transient, 

Blending into each and every 
body in the world around! 

Eternally evading all the 

sages and the seekers, O! 

You bore the four-head Maker on your 
lotus-navel in the past. (5) 


ID SOTT CFJTI GD Go 7 

u>raib S72>gjih ^a,! unraio ion-sub sjibgj) 

Qj rTfTU| C3T6U 

U)ns,u, GJJbgj g gur ^ 

dtCOlDJTigJ, g,rT0g)h 

<I * U) !0GjT!D rgncnio jglsSr&G.OT 

^UJ63TlT)GO)- 

The mountain Meru on the serpent 
and the Earth on elephant-heads,- 
My Lord on serpent couch, Aho! — 
-T-i the waters from the sky so high! 
The clouds above the world and fire, 
i le winds that animate all life! 
You alone support them all 

and you alone can do this feat! (6) 
©<*Eu s^bA^Cumt® 

£_ S5TT /7 & uj rr f 

S?^SJ @a«nrr0 Caicneo 

(CTjUGuir. ^i,u51csnniij! 

gJoinrarQ $mih .^yusir^ii > 


mrTujGffir 1 

s^siinjj ggijsmQ asOToraflan-n^.j, 

a_ OT«j)ajTsjg,g, sue vgvCot? 

You became the One and Two, 

then you became the sleep and sease. 

You became the past, present and 

future in the Ocean-Earth. 

You became the three fires 

and took a birth in Gokulam. 
Words of praise do fail for even 

Lord Siva who has three eyes.(7) 
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«uneReu,To>{gju> .giGOTi-Lb.^yij 

aJ'jM'DS'giJ 
ajrrsircima.0ii) <^$5! 

6yrtS3T fflJfTC3T5T(T <£Jlt)g,.£F,ncULD <§ 

i 

AITGMU) f£)OTTCT>63T Ujnojlt&rtGyST 

GLIsOcuClj! 

The first of all celestials, 

the world and all that lies 
beyond, The cause of all celestials, 

the cause of cause is you my Lord! 
The lord of all celestials 

is bound by time that you decree. 
O Lord of time of timelessness, 

now who can claim to fathom thee? 

(8) 

g.ngjg currgLj Q rrffjTcar rrjurrT gist 6u gytcgrgni 

Q0(Cj,<563>l_a <flffiUG3T 
fi$U.MTCU Gl» GOTT f^j (#> UfT£>! ffjl GOT ID <*U H * 

r£lc\JfTUJ ^tT 

G6U 0 y cufTG«nyT it £&, CGUGrTcfTl in itsst 

Gdbcinrfj) tun it 
Si. §tg5ilD '^Isyr^c^n 

<9 sarrr>CI a> - 

The pollen-dusted Konrai garland- 
wearing mat-hair lord Siva, 
Does offer worship at thy feet, 

O Lord of spotless, lasting fame! 
The Veda-learned Saman songs 

and sacrifice of proper chants, 
Do go to thee and thee alone, 

O Lord of worship-worthy feet! 

(9)' 

<f,OTg)rC.t,-rT £lw>ij5,gdcT(ynD e,rjrii&, Qsusrer 

l_ I^J &\ i_ 6Vi 

ft*®)'!**” 

G5T GUT 1 IT Ce l i H Go , 

'SlriTgjlCcn iSljj2>g)li5;!D!bgiP flnjusnii 

ffl U €L| U5 

©«l@jCcTT (^1^^16311© f^lTOTHD &3T0>GiTST 

_ffi) GUT(T) Cp <2). 

The tide that rises in the deep 

amid the foam and lashing waves, 
Is tide that subsides in the deep 

amid the foam and lashing waves. 


The standing and the moving ones 
are born and live and die in you, 

The way you keep them all within 
your corpus, O The Only God! 

( 10 ) 

Q<5rrs06o!«3TrrGu j§, G.9(Tcoiju(v?ii> 

QufT^lOFjli) 

QtffTGuoSWnGU Q#ITQJUUl_fTgj G^rTGTPT^J^CTTn} 

C<sfT$ jS; 

Q^n6uoS)fiBTrr<aJ uottl_<5>5> j£ uoil&a <^Jbgil 

0} IT G5T if)) G3T IT H 

(a) dJ n GO CO) GIFT fT GU Gr(rh ) Vtii&> ffjlcfr (£j6?7Tril5»GTT 

0<9fTGUG\J GfiGDGVjCjJ? 

The sweet delight of Vedic chants, 
the substance of the Vedas too; 

The radiance beyond the word 
are all thy manifestations. 

The great creator, lotus-born, — 

the four-head faced Brahma too, 

Can hardly speak a word or two 

in praise of all thy glory-ways. (11) 

Rustic o>;0, 

g aigjfl.targr'iCsn iS'jDad? , ej>flc-#«n2> 

^GUGcT>G\.i LU ITGO ; 

s_su0 j£l«jiO«inn(j}! epibtffttQ&h GaigijBibifil; 

^.^CUITGV 

S-Cy^Elcu ({JototisJ! a_6n«n(fi=,|-p«u lurTani 

a^Gncn GiicocuCjj? 

You created all the worlds, 

then you did swallow all the worlds. 

Then you did permeate the worlds 
without a place of exception. 

Now all the worlds are borne in you, 
yet you remain aloof of them. 

The way you hold the worlds around, 
who can contemplate this all? (12) 

,(£lC3T£ir>GffT 6TG3TfQ| GffrTCOCOGU ^GTJgi) ^GVJGITXbY' 

UJITjftllO, ^L.U)CT1LU 

LSlsjicarcaT G<$. shcri gut crcjujira_G5T 

£> GSUTITjTiflj Qlllp^lGujniT; 
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CmwCu),, 0 Cu©u, 

iQcnairaiQCGu? 

Nothing can be spoken of 

as this is you”, and yet you are 

The slender wasted Pinnai’s spouse, 
so all the knowing ones do say. 

Then all the temples beautiful, 
with name and place and origin, 

° s P ea K in easy terms about 

your glory on this Earth, Aho' 

( 13 ) 


Gujrftli> 

LD fTCiD GU lij fTiU | 

4b# 1 OjiuStdrn) 

2><TU>C&UJlb ®er«Tgj GTOTTG5T ftMUOJU) 

amj5 Csu* £s,amiu oarruircnfl ^ 

^isuRnsoCuj? 

o Lord With sacred Basil wreath, 

O Lord of Yogic purity! 

O Lord-in-ocean deep asleep, 

O Lord who came as turtle here! 

Altough we cannot call you by 

a name as all the mortals have, 

We know you as the discus-lord 

as spoken of in Sama-Ved. (14) 


<3yr>jU> Csu&ib 2>rOT(2,ib ^0 rBOTrry 
^cuajrryGCTT 

|0j fTit C5TIT) Q) 63T CD ID LLI fT lij J jp 

l JbiJtll2)g)65r)G\J 

0 ) 5 fliiACffffT 1. OtfJGUQJLD 

idgu(<^ < l frfl6ffirriu! 

StiCSSTGFStlD 67TC7TT Gl£><nifl (5rTfTni)^f 1 | j#T«SrJs51 
^GVI6D6uGuj! 

The truth in all the Vedas-four, 

the truth in all the six Angas! 
(3, Truth hidden, you chose to live 
in ocean-deep in Yoga-sleep. 


The hooded snake with ruby eyes 
is couch for you, O Lord of wealth! 
Your frame is white as conch at first, 
svhen Sarnga bow is held by you. 

( 15 ) 

S.«r>cuMonj guaeh ACa^gl 


Gg,rTrf>rr)i£)iTiij 

!0OTift J a 1 a, 6OT ^ ftsf , ftrTOW jgljnjglCujguii) - 
*«nsu**«jni l * e h QambQurT^m 

£0 6T> GUTaCl a fT633T fT 

ticneua aemriash Cutrsb s.CTam^j, uwCtf 
<fl63Ta,OTT UHTll^lCuJ. 


The Devas and the sentient, 

transient and all the forms 
Earth in all the beings here, 
you dwell as a radiant spirit. 

I he substance of the permanent, 
the Vedas cannot say it all,’—- 
he heaps of glory mountain-like, 
the glories of thy holy feet.(16) 


V*Qpf'2>&, cpsirrpj opirs^, Jbffgu Qpfr^gl, 
fb®JT6JT>LO C<9<T 

urrajQpiTgj^ MGWTGffijflui^j^caT Qpir<j^£| # ctcoVi 
'b-ro.QprTft^l auionoini,, J!>6U ft, a>l _.b 

<^L_rT,g,|, Gldgo 

afcS. ctfing,6} ^t,uj«Jcraiaanb ciOTCUrrsu? 

G Qj 6D G 63T! 

o Single-form, the Three-fold form, 
the Four-fold form, benevolent 1 
I he joyous form, the holy form, 
the countless forms, O First cause lord! 
he serpent form in foaming seas 
is couch for you to lie and be. 
The way you come for all to see 

as forms in temples, Glory-he! (17) 


cfiV-as, «»{. S^uSljtb, ^ 

r\„ r\ • Qfb n 8>6> <£rr 

-* r *)8>§i J» sfil^nsimDrTuj Qucneurgir 

, ^1 [J fT GU GtD Cm 57JT l J 

■ >W&5> umueo , -dmflCWd^g,, CTS «l ftfret , 

GiT>CVjQj G&TGTOtGott! 
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The poison-spitting thousand hoods 
with fire-emitting eyes on each, 
In endless joy of union, 

the radiance so beautiful! 

The hoods do form a canopy, 

the body forms a couch to lie, 

O Lord of ocean-hue, do tell, 

why do you lie thus in the sea?(18) 

qOTSffgj Gsufbth f£,rT63T(£)ii> , 

^OTStflsirainiij iSlcm^gj) L|il Gla>mq.u iStu^giB, 

i£1ot Garten G(T,i£iujfTuj! 
'-JCTrcifliaiClifiuJC' u«r>*Aflii_cu i3t_g>3>Gu 

thng>G&2)g,Cg> r ? 

You became the Hamsa bird 

and gave the world the Vedas- 
four, You did kill the demon bird, 

then you did hold a banner bird. 
You did drive a Garuda bird 

and you do lie on foe-to-bird, 
But why the love to lie alone 

in ocean-deep, O Discus-lord? (19) 

0^0 J}6^>6TrfT}|lb j£)<,-jFTrt)l UJfT3r63UTli> I t 

Gojciy'coj^n 

Gu^fQciTrr) Gg>euiT >gjj urri_ ^p«jT 

^L- !b£bgiJ'-0, 

urT0LO(£)63TfD (^rflcG OjrT^lb <£^Gr>LDUJfTC3T 

C 0,0611 rr| 

*7.5^OTTO)} ^L_Ib2,GUfT^j &e\. IT}j C&fpCsU. 

Without a care you lie alone 

on Serpent-bed in Ocean-deep, 
Where gods in hordes do come to thee 
with praise and lasting Glory-be. 
O Kesava, the lord of all, 

you came as turtle in the deep. 
Pray make it clear to us the way, 

you rose without a blame to thee? 

( 20 ) 

-=M(Jf*i!<9>CG3T! 0,ev.inii0» c§Hcyrjil r 

^Tf^j^CTTG^u >, innrPcuib 'OfTSrOTuni) 


<5>cr>L_5)2>GurTgij, f^Gjrrjp (^,(jrr 
crrearr OtfiiigimT? 
s>_ 0 >fj> 0 ) 6Tjb<Sin<3)! 0«3-fpj G< 3 >rr> 
CCUQI ^gC®. 

O, Ranga Lord pray tell me how 

the ocean-deep was churned about, 

With Vasuki the snake around 

the mountain Meru Mandaram. 

The ocean turned and all the Earth 
was shaking, breaking u-ees around. 

O Monkey-lord, the brave that stood 
were watchingyou without a role!(21) 

uewr^uJ^OTrtjjiit Gutsyiusnuj e^rt utTGueetrTdkl 

(gjacDii) 

g> gjiuSl^rfD 

^^G^giiGcst! 

e)J6T3T(5^OT5T(9 5)^ g)Jipnuj^€VJ^Js‘}>CumLl! 

a>Gufbflj ^iiu 

fth urrcyuni G^^ld lditityj! i-i > ii>l'b fT 5 >G<Mn! 

O Past, Present and Future tense, 

O child who took the seven worlds, 

Who swallowed all and fell asleep 

on fig leaf, O The Primal Lord! 

O W earer-of-t he-T ul asi-wreat h 

with bumble bees that sip the sap! 

O Lord with lotus-lady on 

the chest, O Husband of Dame 
Earth! (22) 

GUfrcufQn^gjj fjpiT ^iLUornij 6ijC3'»6rTrf-»0> 

G> i rr err ct u9 fb £P ^ 

acnOTTfQrD^gjj 2_<£l«T0>0><s\jib 

s?__ go rru i S'n 

tj,rreu!0!D&2> Geu2>!btTGUit GiutriOcsrrrcu 

CU«33TfbJ(2> 

t ifTG0ff^fD«9> AL.euefli-ibgj urnunsnuefr ^ 

^gOgdcdGili? 

O Lord who took the form of white 
lion and caught the wicked king. 

And tore his chest with claws alone, 
that all the world did rave about! 

O Lord who wins the praise of all 

and worship of the Vedic seers! 

O Lord with lotus in the navel, 

O sleeping-in-the-Milky-Deep! (23) 
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£ii uwibs, un0u<i 1 & u js, &) mi 

<o”iWi GuotG c\>! 

^yfl 0*51(2, SCOT© Gfiltugum 

QjrT^ib cjt^^lcirrrTuj! 

' 1Wu3ITaj CfcaiC®*.! C a m *_*,«*, 

CllDCCT 10 SUIT 

ccmofl ang* uM7.ru! ^ Cu>af) 
uhtujCot! 

° m y Lord with lotus feet, 
the origin of the Ganga-ji! 

The mace and conch and dagger and 

the bow and discus are your Five 

° , d of § ods * y° u came as mighty 
Lon to save the wicked’s son 
The lotus dame with bees around 
does live forever on your chest! (24) 


oi^oflrb mrrrirmfitjbrs), 


ID IT) rD€I! GOT 
j>GOTg> 

. GOT f/)l GOT T UJ J 

£> GTGOTGOT Qumi/? ^(J/bS) LDGJOT 

GO U.S) IT) rpj C GTT 

s_got &05)€?n5> lurTGurr ^rrcOTiT cucucoiv? 

#> GiTOT GOTtGcot! 


The great Asura Hiranya 

was puffed with pride of boons 
he had. 

You placed your hands on his bowels 
and sank your hard nails into him. 

You came to beg for three land steps 
and took the worlds in two by trick! 

You ate the worlds and hid them all, 
now who can fathom this by 
mind? (25) 


Cl. jcgarsgg)J.b c ‘'mA' ^.cucuGcim® 

IT) 60 6U 6lJ IT UJ , 

asCWngl fperut afiSgJJib <£^&\ , fj>6OTir,| 

^IfforT^j lorronujujrTuj, 
.jGOTlflC' J<3Tpli> ^U.IGOT rQ\j£\, Qu rrUJuSiCoffllQ 
CliniL'tgmauj t 

thnesiMQi iDiwawfl turnup 0 »(rg,g)| G^gotoj 

&. GIT Gj i G GOT * 


The male, female and genderless 
the gentle beings all, in all. 

The taste, the sound and all the five 
the sensations in sentients! 

'i ou came as grazing cowherd lad, 
a blend of truth and falsity. 

To save the lotus world, you took 

the form of stealthy manikin! (26) 

dilraiTftLijjO. Corral ujrrici! sff«rr^j(2, (gjrrcjT 

(tpf72)^£luJfUu! 

UGTOT&L-fb^, C$0lb ClDGlJ UfTCDI^ndT f^n^CGOT! 

6T67OT.9>l_IT)g, GujrT^G6nrT0l fTjgiJ CltSFGOTipj 
iDfTsraflujrruj , 

LDCTOT^Lfb^, GUGOTHGOTHli) iQgOTGDGOT UJITIT W<£\fr{h 

GUGOGuCfJ ? 

O Lord effulgent way beyond 

the sky, O Form of consciousness! 

A radiance beyond all words 

of praise, O Hell-destroyer-lord! 

With qualities uncountable 

you came to beg as manikin, 

The way you took the Earth and all - 
now who can fathom thee, 
O Lord! (27) 

I JStiuas UmVgi-i-gj, ^srrjbgd. e_ott® 

2—l£Uprbg)J # OuGTTGU f§(7 

U6iT>L<^6T>L 2>gi|, <£l|_jT,gtJ, (ipOT 

■9>GOTVi_ fPjg, QLJfT)r5lGlUfTLu! 
inrrcvSl 10 IT ID ft GOT 6&6ur£l(g) 

3t IT GO COT1M2 ft M ^ 

UGDL Si^hCOlb Gfil^gjgjLJCO V_J«D«_£>S>1— 6>GS)fh 

uinu.iCm 1 

You made the Earth, you lifted it, 

then ate and brought it out again. 

You made the ocean, churned the ocean, 
lay on it, and made a bridge 

You made the angry Mali and 
Sumah go to Hell below, 

° Lord w 'th arms of strength and build, 
that wield the mighty five 
weapons! (28) 
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u<jg,4)a yib Oucttsu 

< £X<ZT)GSST& ^L_2jgjJ, 

gt^qft^l gy nh c^Ch£$gb tf 3 pT ® r,Gi,T cmo^gji 2 —^Cog^)» 
^gjj ^63Tr$U4ii> 

'M5>$jiyiib iSlff)g>$; *b a 8>i 

j^uSl efrrrtu! 

•S£02>&0U> f9cymg>l CTCTTcrj1 

GUCUGVjCg? 

You became the sentient O 

Lord, you lie on waterbed! 

You bear the lady-of-the-lotus 

on your manly chest always. 

You came in mortal form O Lord 

and showed the world the path 
of love. 

There’s no one who can speak about ^ 
vour Qualities as this and this . 

(29) 

«jrrejT*(ipii> u>@OTGraT.s>(ipii> Osurjmib crip 

ft L . CD ft (GTf) t_b 

Cun&3Tftlh OtfUJjgil. <S>l > C$GnCU5> 

L| ittfifT l . f^ftCfedl! 
^ft^QstU 5 j 673T fr,n)!li tnGOlT^) flllpniu 

fTjear uorrciDCuujnuj! 
ftrj. ftiij n0>&>C\g,&$>2> QftfTfbrr)d^euG^ 

GV> 6iT> GO G UJ ? 

The Earth and sky and all seven — 
the oceans and the mountains high, 
You swallowed all and lay asleep 
a-float on fig leaf, Lotus-lord! 
You wear a garland of the nectar¬ 
laden sacred Basil leaf, 

You shot an arrow toyfully, 

bending Kurd's humpy back! (30) 

ftrTGuCfbJil ftrTCuCciJT! ftcroTft(£) ^cung) 

^ITa,^UJfTUj! 

(gjrrcvMD C7(iptb a 6 TOt(^ i uncock 

i.ifiwri-jGcin'! 

CgiiQ-iCuCgUGU 6^6U 61 ifijnCTT^igj OciJCU.'flGilTSjg) 

ursun^uj 0»iuiL|ib 

rtp"4)$Cui! 


O Lord of countless qualities, 

O Kalanemi-killer Lord! 

O Lord who swallowed all the worlds, 

O Child asleep on Banyan leaf! 

In anger, Lord, you shot the bow 

whose arrow dried the ocean-deep. 
You make devotees come to you 

with love and sing your praise 
in joy! (31) 

I ICTtL O-9,lt0, (£)G5>rj &L©S1 s3T 
ifigj Gurtuj, 

^rjaArr 

£; 

rAa, iccott Glan02>5isuj)(2) @ijA0»u> 

sgeSrnjiiD gjOTjpCuj, 
ui)6>0> srwi)®f5i ^trnjjg] CWtctoil_ unxiurr.-s,ssT 

You took the monkey-army over 
foaming sea to battle-field, 

Lord you fought with arrows and you 
put the Rakshasas to flight. 

You sought a gift of land and then 
you mercilessly took the Earth. 
O Lord of lotus feet, you grew 

and straddled over all the 
worlds. (32) 

iflcjT;9;Dg,£) siuSljbirsi ^rhiasi 5 «%* OoJlgjf rnh 

gsHI't’gs) 

i9ffl(TOTS!jj)0 

Ountjf'Ciuniu! 

jbrirafl<?A ©diCW"" «*"iP ‘ S ' 6iTeI,c!T 

CftOTSu! (DOT®! ^Itu 
Qum* |9 <ds>s> euemewan dft" M<OTi fcesr 

cu cm cuC uj ? 

The demon-king with flashing teeth, 

— you 

felled hint with your dart and bow, 
Then gave the kingdom to his own, 
the younger kin benevolent. 
The fair and lovely Pinnai Dame 

is bride to you, she’s soft of speech. 
O Lord with lasting radiance 

and hue of lotus everywhere! (33) 
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<Si.it ig; gxr ^«OT Ll i ^il; 

Cairilujn-a, 

/o . _ sSstriiiiloifruj 

OJ2,l ° ^ GajShs51 <3afi s£lcm63!lflGs!Tn0 

O LDCTJT gjyii LD fTlL 

^ <%*>, <51.01533 ^ u,^ CT5iTOT 

UJrrujGifl? 

1 he Caiisc-of-causes lord above, 

T|,„ r y P U b /. ca ™ e th e Earth and all. 
The hght-of-hght revealed in all 

the Vedas of the truthful word! 
i ou became the Vedic Earth 
and Vedic Sacrifice above 
Then you became the cowherd-lord, 
the wonder-child of Gokulam! ( 34 ) 

<S ' U>M a - SU ' TftJ dt-RDlO 

n. • <5(gd <S)«3rn61ic|ii) 

ID M Sn "«t| gJGrarm^r^sO ^ajnunTgjiT 
. q <Slsit«inciiujiTii), 

cni FToCosr! 

You became the fish at first 

and turtle in the water next. 

You became the wielder of 

a discus and a conch so dear. 

You became the son of serpent- 

slender-waisted cowherd-dame. 
You became my lord as well, 

and master over all the world! (35) 

,2*4,1 fhfbQ) L4,GiT!n(i.pGff>6U lilffl/jrTGiD#, 

l5) €TT S'iT) 677 uj f7 u*J , 

1, Gpr\ i_|crrcngji ftenen 

5>nuj Ci jajiDi9,6n 
a/ji Q«muu. ’ • W> g>u.i uttcO 

Gtr>/h cvndj^^pf^d) q ann* gjj 

ctottQ fh rcC c\j rt ? 

You became the child of golden¬ 
breasted cowherd-lady, O! 

You broke a cart and caught the 

flighty 

ogress Putana the foe: 


You set your lips on both her breasts .and 
sucked her milk and sucked her 
life. O Wonder-lord you took a kiss, 
a sweetheart of the bangled dames. 

(36) 

0>fTicii§> cfilcTTPij&Gotl . ciil nn-iOt 

3 JmL» 0 >gjj, tort < SI cn i, 0, (sn< 3 , 4 , 33 ,cu 4 . 33 , 33,63375331533 

<TG3ii jgfTGU: 

urrcncu 2_6 cT3t(^i, LDOTjrsiDCijtfT a r^rr^l. 

Cca 1 G)J GTTJtO 6^n iIj SL_6OTt(T^ , l9c33 

Cui6a<n urrcnoi a_s33rgl, ucotQ g>rr ejemi 

^,UJ 61J fT LD 63T fT \ 

V ou shook the apples on the tree; 

you felled the two-some Arjunas. 
You tore the jaws of Kesin horse, 

they call you Krishna, lord of all. 
You drank the milk of cowherdess, 
vou ate the earth, and ate butter! 
You drank the breast of Putana, 

O Manikin, O Boar, my Lord! (37) 


Ac cvj acuibgi curaraifl iD(iijUn 6j'3flo>gji, 

Oumucinaevinaj 

sfilLii /heu&o, umi 61 sir Cmei &L u, 

(h rt Oy C ciirf! 

(5) L .«^j6).I67!ITCT3t! 

^ 63Tjt gjj tp rr LLJ 

ACVJfbg, L0I76D6U IDfTCTu! 0,ncvjCrp>iia 

«3> IT6U G (SffT! 

You plucked a tusk of rutted male 
elephant in a rage, O Lord! 

You trampled and you danced on 

hoods of 

five-head snake in water deep. 
You dance with pots above your head, 
O Lord of pleasing cloudy-hue! 
You wear a fragrant Tulasi wreath 

O Death-to-Kalanemi-king! (3g) 


acarbM SrQig, 

n . . &*§>! 63Trf)7 IL, <i) 

* * U ® M "fr 1 ** &■»**«* 5,, 7 6 M fhC u, 

, G CU 53) Giy (33,,<11 

1 ^>10)41 [*,lp ^'5,3^153I3J, 

«li £ 

alej/rfu | mf ..is.g,, f.rrrfl ang,a, Cjjo.sussjrcsjrsj’ 
^Msiiar.suCu, ? 
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You pulled a rocky mountain high 
to churn the Milky Ocean-deep. 

You built a rocky moutain bridge 
across the Lanka, ocean-deep. 

You crossed a rocky mountain wall 
surrounded by the ocean-deep. 

You held a rocky mountain high 

O Lord of hue like ocean-deep! (39) 

^sa-xHi ^onssi QairsirQi, 

^Ksrrfjl, ^ujni9CTisDCnuirTiij 
^Qssnu sc 63331%; 

(2)63TrT>ii> 6j>6iirf)lGnnGu 
3MTg>gd, CfiiD^^A (hem LDn&onrr 
$pS>g>l 

^OTirry Qffsjig) <S)L3g>2> mrru.ui 

3T63T63T lOflujClIl! 

You saved an elephant in distress, 

you killed an elephant in the rut. 

You came as grazing cowherd lad 

and ate the stolen white butter. 

You lifted high the mountain and 

you stopped the foaming rains 
above. 

You killed the bulls in contest for 

the dark-eyed lady Nappinnai! (40) 

<St,uj63T ^,<£1 ^ijUjrtiDcbjeina Csvuj Cgjircn 
sfil(ft)U)iSl<sirnuj; 

4?63T6316»1 UKT61MT CDlCVJCwj ^LDU!1^Q^(T0I 
1 @lbutJ'TUj? 

jjimj' ifliruj uincnui CW«G? ^jjrjSI £ 
SU (<5> & g^l cb 

ij)nuj toaujii) ^H,d,<Qs3TiTuj; s_«ji uinujib 

((pjijjjii iDiriuCio! 

You came as cowherd-lad and sought 
the bamboo-shoulder-Nappinnai, 

O Lord now who can fathom you 
on Earth, in all the sky above? 

L) Maya Lord, O Wonder-lord 

O Wonder of the wonderous! 

The world you made and filled in it, 
is Maya-filled and Maya-made! 

(41) 


Ccurnj,^)£31^(635, Qa&a>iiClD«fl i^jrjj ,£H633flit,g> 

HGffT<563^L_ A 

GTXSUgjgjGUGTT 653^CinCU5)5)61J63T 
ftLJffco 

gen Q a rbj uj rr€u j£l crmfr)5)5) 

<9, fT rj 6731 f?) &> 67> tfjr, 

6J2J|Q<5OTT(Ty ftTvtfLD 

^cW^GlU. 

The Lord Siva has countenance 

of red hue, ashes and the mat; 
He wears a crescent-moon and bears 
a skull for begging bowl in hand. 
You filled the skull with lotus blood 
and rid him of his long despair. 
O Lord who battled seven bulls, 

pray tell me why you did this 
act? (42) 

GcaupOajcinst iD(%)Ui_| £p>T4,g>i , 
SL (fTj;ff) ffj id n 

ft0067>63Tft <fclq.{b£j, ED 6331 ^GTTrbgjl^^rTGJffU- 

ft rTGuCOTT! 

611006312)#,) <fiJfb £1 Cu\bM LiHGy)#! 

6unrbJdJ>lc3TrTUJ! 

^0^6715)5> 0)6731633163T ^UJ Gg> O 

^gogdgoGuj ? 

O Lord with feet that took the Earth, 
O Lord who broke the tusker 
tooth! 

O Lord who killed the angry king, — 
the Kamsa-lord who meant you 
harm! 

O Lord who sucked the poison breast 
of Putana and took her life! 

O Lord who came as cowherd lad, 

O Lord of gods of darkest hue! 

(43) 

LmcSleif 1 jgitcnui, O/KbdunQT (gircnio, un41uSl63’ 

u L ‘f, till .j trnb 

Gun^ljub Qunj)i I &-6SH #> ££>L £>glJ 

6U673l(^ d)l6J3T(f)l&- €VJfTlb 
§60 §1167)10; iTTC3Tn)j ^CiPQl §l67WT)[b0, ftfTGULD 
rbfTG7T(ft,if)rraj, 

inms^leTT J&itamo emoujftLO i067>rr) #>#>#>) 

fcT 67T GUT § fT 67s | nCw? 
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The white colour of milk at first, 
the red colour of glowing gold, 
The yellow hue of glossy moss, 
the dark colour of Kaya hue, 
The four Yugas are filled with all 

the four colours aforesaid, Lord! 
Your form and features he hidden 

in all the lasting world you made. 

(44) 

a>«™@)j6nmu GW? sfieOT^OTmij CUmsO? 

iDGSuaspCcn LDujfaj^l 

erafeigpub ctgsst ^ucu-fruj CWcii? CTSUTImIT 
LDfTcniu! rf^l ctt gjinn 

amr^erttnu 0*^?C^uj CWcO? 

CTlD 

qsrrarafW casro^ipifiu .SMtu^eu £|'ii, 
H&sflgjCcffr! 

Are you here on Eanh, O Lord 
or are you in the sky so far? 

Are you in the countless counts 

of earthy mortals’wonder-fare? 

Are you in the eyes of all 

the dear devoted holy ones? 

Are you far from all of this, 

O Lord reclining in the sea? (45) 

''2n0Clu(i>rri 0 , 633 t gjiymii ^curiia,in'j ,^0 
OflsjTssflujmi) 1 

OfcrrQurbiSI «r£b$ i_|6n 

©5H.rr^l uj ncu; 

!br0Q fTj <s ijr<nrito G3»rrijj 

^CUGTtCuOui^pjlI) , f£>fTuS1C65TS3T 
66001.111)5)1, @<DuClLllt0li lSljDUL| 

O^rrGcu. 

O Lord who wears the Tulasi wreath 
with nectar-flowing floral beads! 
O Lord who holds a conch and discus, 
Lord who rides the king of birds! 
O Lord, what though this lowly self 
has not the gain of worldly wealth. 
Pray tell me how to reach your feet 
and cut the bonds of birth and 
death. (46) 


arrClgn 0 Giacijfl £,ri' 0 , 6 n 0,63316331! 

cfilcyyrcssflcar r6,n<j,C63i! 
$jfr ,^rIfTGH65n,D,)lft ££ll_dj,d£) CT633UIT) 

<5l63I<f)l IL|LD 

S’" @eg)Ci)«, ^M6UOT>GU, cteixsnsu ^eianaj 
^acuirju, 

Gairaj ( gi l _ 3 ,sin® ^rruSlCswOT Qarfljjfljl, 

@ 633 n)i 6 T,s,[))tr Q^nGcu. 

O Lord the hue of laden cloud, 

O Lord of gods and dear to us! 
Though they say you lie in there 
on snake in ocean-deep alone, 
You defy the thoughts of all 

and all the bounds of space and 
time. So tell me where I am to see 
you, Lord so dear as eyes to me! 

(47) 


(g)6ji^l«u j£l63Tir)i, currsar §cn *u p 

6Qi_ji>g,j, insiuT 

3?®rg)J Qdtcjigj, gig)! 6£G3iG3vr) &_G33i0, 

giOTg)] ^l_2)g|, LJOT^lujmu 
frjOTTTa Gt063Tir> fr,actTcuff)jpjcrr rr>cvjffi_uStiT 

LJ6331_g>g}|, ,^lffljrr0»(0) 

.Sira 1 ©) C®61) cgt^G^tuaT 

rSH GO 631 6U G UJ 9 

You stand on hill, you sit in sky, 

you sleep in sea and walk the Earth, 
O Lord who came as boar in time 

and lifted Dame Eanh like a clod! 
O Lord who swallowed all the Eanh 
and brings them .til out once again. 
O Lord who made the Maker too 

and watches over all the gods! (48) 


22. _ C\J rr 6Y| i‘taT-631! <961 Gif 
2* OTiJT©F) l_ Q.9><TGOTT© <^4 0 PaJ <9i 6^J I _ t q (JTT 

Jt>no,6jr m.. 

fbcwanu E_G 53 i 0 ffjnsjuj Cuj, 6 u<tcosn u<t ui 
mansion. Oarrorai0 C^eAts*,, GuiujJ) 

S’ 5 ” 1 

Delighting in the dame who wore 
a bee-humming flower-set hair, - 
Site gave him sandal paste and got hin 
straight her curve-d humpy 
back, — 
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He resides in Rangam-oor 

where waters of the Ponni flow, 
With crane and crab and Kayal-fish 
and Kendai, with the lotus blue. 

(49) 

Ocuerar.'SIcnrte, <floift,gdGsusu, 

(ipG3T Spff fb ncrr 

rflOTCua.Gna.sun«fl sfiluuefiflft 

C50ii) 52fflT-ir: 

ffTt-wr &>faTjnib 

$ftg>a, if.ft, 

euanQi&jntisjb CeirePCuGojciS), u,sjig,i<fn 
^H9(bl0>Gl£>. 

The white of foam and black of sea 
became the red of arrows hot; 
The mighty bow that he did wield, 
did make him hero of the world. 
He resides in Rangam-oor 

where pilgrims take a holy dip, 
In waters of the Kaveri which 

flows through groves and fertile 
fields. (50) 

0{J<lij<3jC3TGTT2> gilQfbgjJ cBcU , 

CO Pu tnO i LD GUT faiST CTU bdl 
•fTlarbl^dr UgjgjJ &\<£i£b{h\ a_^IT<2>g) Q<560Glirr 
lDG3Tg)| QufTG5T^L-li) J 
uQ]bgxjQunc3 T r9n2>giJ £*!;£>$ cufbgil 

GUfTIT q GUT GO 

«^HJfbiftii)GTG3TLm rE,rrGaT(Lpa>5>gjj <^ujcct 

i lerufiijjg, C^fTuSlCcu. 

The wealthy lord so dear to us, 

through rain of arrows from 
the bow. 

He cut the heads of Ravana 

the king of Lanka demon-haunt. 
He resides amid the stream 

that lashes waves of gold in heaps. 
In Brahma-worshipped temple of 

the famous town of Rangam-oor. (51) 

'olurrjbginfl) suiqit) (^pftjiTjiaJ umcJisn Gi inft 
CT^jlfnjjgi) Gui£.5>Gingbu 
jfT>rf)1 S2_ [firry iDjpn^j t i£(tT)UM 

Un/hGUT ffiSIMT: 


ilri)Gl 2 )uSl!i>!D) CiPS)!D«v ijprai©) 

<2>GU51l_n e^GUTff^GUrfl, 

^ft>p uft)n)ft, <aHT(igii> &ijb8>Gm £" 

rwftCvn. 

When the rutted battle-cry- 

elephant came against the lord, 
He held it tightly in his clasp 

and quickly pulled a tasker-tooth. 
The pure, devoted, passion-free, — 

the three-staff-holding mendicants,- 
Do live with him in Rangam-oor, 
the island in the Kaveri. (52) 

GoMTiqCujir© ,@«\joot*uj(tu) onoib cniirf,), 

(ip &> 0} GiKfT (T 63* 

5ffi_(^lC^GlD€3T lD<5>ftGGnTT0 GAITGifjTQ IDGT&TU* 
Q6U0<51-D5)gy 

sjlsuitcwoti ^i,uSlgd) «,rjrii fti^OiO, < 3 ^ 

UJ acu 

^0Ga,auSI«O, iwi-© £ft CT « T » 

Gua^s?* 

The curse of shame, the three-eyed lord 
had given to goddess Parvati, 

She took her sons and host-of-gods 
and ran against calamity!, — 
They ran while all the thousand arms 
of Bana fell on all the sides. 

The lord who wields a discus lives 

in cool Arangam-oor today. (53) 

ggenc u< 2 >o,cjisuo arid) gtfgjigd jgwniiOT'O, 

aGujPfiigiG'jcir; 

vBOTicuffjaisnaiu i51n>2)g>) snibgj 

gjg,l oft> 2 >eaii> 

( 0 >cn a.ig,g,j ^iana>3,gjl .gJSJjSgft 

^ijiunSGcjiiry 

o-tisfilfl Jwnniio,ii> Guhli 
aiancuo,o,i spiip© * nem " . 

GJ3T (mTUTvoGM • 

The lord who rained his arrows on 

the Lanka fort and broke n down, 

_He lives in Rangam-oor amid 

the lashing waves of Kavei u 
Her course begins in hills above, 

she falls with fury down the slopes, 
And washes Sandal trees along 

the path with red and tawny soil. 
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UOTgU Wn 

a . . 6 f>u> 2 >&®CTmu 1 

6ot © ub 3^17 ,51*0)car Cartft 
L|COTIT|j ) g ( |, ,£|g| 

a-OTOT u „ aib CTcarcrr 

,~i , snsuagl 5>«0^)simuj; 

tlurrorafl ^ ClflllJ Mojitl _f asir 

dtcuansuCiu? 

You became the Lord of Sri 

and you became the Lord of 
Bhu, 

You became the bridegroom of 

the cowherd-Pinnai lady too! 

You did place your lotus-feet 

v for e v e r in my thoughts, O Lord! 
You reside in Ponni-fed 

Arangam-oor, O Lotus-lord' 

( 55 ) 


uWdr gsCVQ ^ 
® r>u 5>aonsu ^suaai £_« 

efiU r£ ■ n ^^>n-CJRTTt_ 6 §IjCot 

su ''“® S*™ C^a &**>* 

- ^ • r\ CaCTTcfiluJIT 

^ GW * (^w^dr itujba u.ngp. 


, <^|«UOT)ttjCuj? 

t he five and five the heads of Lanka- 
W/L Kln S of Rakshasas did roll, 
nen you did wage a battle there 
an£ f came away with victory, 
he learned Vedic chanters and 
the truthful Vedic worshippers, 
1 ney come around with folded hands 
around Kudandai temple, O! ( 56 ) 


ypaiTcna, Q anrt|0r)a 

5>^ftCVJ S_fi}fr)6UC5T, 
<^*01 CW(Q, r*M I 

r .^iflujnGzrr; 

ol^nnuf^j fbriifOy Gunn (£)ipcO ldi .jbongjtDrm 

0gt>i 

»•' 0i .facing,iqerr «*Cli_| b$> 

L | crfST t . ifftC <*tfl . 

The Rakshasa King Ravana — 

he sought the breast of Sita- 
dame !, — 


Was killed in battle by the Lord 

who hit an arrow with his bow. 

O Lotus-lord reclining in 

the waters of Kudandai-oor, 

Where fragrant long-hair coiffure-dames 
do bathe and frolic in the stream! 

( 57 ) 

IDOU) Clo,l_ ibLiai <54t-"2>gJi I0ag> UJTCTXOT 

£-!ab Qauu MCTiuag,,, cg.iV Oa,mi>L| 

a_s>5a 9 - 3 > 2 > u>rr! 

gliljdl&li) CUfTlij iSlcnjj^J U)G53 t <£iGnjV,g, U^a* 

Gsv^liun 

cuaiiClAnstia, (gjLtbsJ'&uicti ^)i_ij,a inirgyuj 
<31 eu emeu Gw? 

You crawled between the Arjunas and 
felled them like two blades of grass. 

You hit the rutted tusker on 

the head and broke his tusk with 
ease. 

You ripped the jaws of Ilesin-horse, 
you took the Earth in single stride. 

You lie in cool repose, — a boon 

to Vedic seers in Kudandai. ( 58 ) 

ffncvi CcuoS) £>sxn guujcu fbJ(^ 

L4,ti>Guntf)cu 

C^rrcu iom_ ib g>cwr 0i. Clduj 

CAfTcuoja! 

0>fTCuCfbi£l G)ia>0>ijan fhtjdsr ^tprj«n £)ijd> ^oncu 

0>ncv/C63m(^ atvL 

r TG«^JT l 

O Cowherd-lord reclining in 

Kudandai over cool waters 

Surrounded by the fields and groves 
and richly laid-out mansion-homes. 
°u ro ^ e d the head of Kalanemi, 
sent him down the path of Hell. 

You felled the heads of Vakradanta, 
and the horrible Mura. (59) 
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Go^fhl Qdbn^gLD Clu(JT)lbu6^ Qu^lplb^l- 
<p uifflTift Ccuiu 
a_cunj)g)j crr^rb^j qcni_A(0)U> 

^giicn $<&<£}, 
tfT (ig£>$02>g» C^cn Qun0»bgil UjibOurnpcu 
£,gt>ij>a Gah^U) 

5)1-^! (£)»_5j63>fi)lM6TT iDn^Jlb 

^CUGDCuCuj? 

You stand in Venkatam the hill where 
bamboo shoots know how to pray: 
They drop to ground by dew of night 
and rise again by heat of Sun. 
You he in cool Kudandai plains where 
bees in blossoms fill the bow'er; 
They fly so high and drop again 

to drink the nectar of the Lord. 

(60) 

JbLJbg) AncuAcir Glrt,mV>g>Ccuir f ? gj(^r6fl» 

(CT,rTC\jd) CJWUDfTUJ 

@u<t>2> Oidiu (JjgU'is.Csun? g)cuiii<3) 
o>ncu cuaritjA 
<m_ 5>g> ftirsu ud!b& aiTsfilrfl* aenir* 

i>lb<nj"\Bi e*[iQ!b£l(2?ii>g>> Ouo.; sur^t, 
Co-oCar! 

Is it because your feet are hurt, 

is it because your body aches, — 
Through feat of lifting Lady Earth, 
through feat of traversing the 
Earth, 

You lie amid the Kaveri 

that fans out in Kudandai plains? 
Pray rise O Lord and speak a word, 
O Kesava, mv Wonder Boar! 

(61) 

<*n«r5TL CWjnujcnAiL*cn A^ib i_jC3igjtTj 

Qu^ib i tipin 

« lOCWT® cfiip currcncn unuj 

^IHCWTl ^CSJTfbl CIaoctt 

^i,Alb 6^) tjrCT'fT) LL) lb 

J^IJSJPJTf ITJI Gtfuigjl a. A j> 0 ) ^lr&IAib 

a cin gstGuj’ 


O Lord in old Kurungudi 

beside a lake with Valai-tish. 

The water-birds do stand-on-one, 

the Palmyra does roll its fruit. 

The strongly built Hiraniya with 
rage that filled up all his frame, 

Was torn to two by Man-lion, 

O Lord do tell me, wasn’t it you? 

(62) 

sdrrr,j @($£>§>1 ?>& ^SCTgunjirftftsh 

<nii>cna>c|sii 

ClocjTjji @0ibg>l, ^ e ® OT ' aT,!f ’ i: ^ 

Qt}> 611 Gg> 61J G 631! 

0631QJI ®03>2> loitlu) um_a>ag>ub 

2»fi!(JA-3)gj)lb 

f£lcSTn)| > ClcUo°oA<«r)6!f3TA 

CTC3TC3T ^fTOmoCliJ? 

You reside in thoughts of all 

who take the Yoga path to you. 

O Lord of gods, you go to them 

and clear the path to come to 
you. 

O Lord you stand in Padakam, 
you sit in ancient Urakam, 

You recline in Vehkanai 

with mansions all around, 
O Lord! ( 63 ) 

r9«ji©g)l CT<j>«3ig> ssi!J*@g>li @02>5>@>l 

CTjj,ong) UHL 0>g>S>U 

^sjrrpi Q<aj.".a>«ir>a3Ta> 5>S>g >h CT5 ’ 1 

^^6u(T<3> ti/s®rrco mb J 

^cniT)) a,nai iSljDIbjSIGcuciit; iSt<D<E>S> ‘S' 6 ’ 1 

injj) 

(glfflirDgnib @0ib»<g>) | i> ^<-S>S>»l u> CTOT 

When I was naught in days of yore, 
the lord reclined in Vehkanai, — 

The lord who stands in Padakam, 
the lord who sits in Urakam. 

Then the Self was not yet born, 

but once it was, it ne’er forget; 

His standing, sitting, reclining — 

all the acts are in my heart.(64) 
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^ U&|Lb $>" sfils*;; 

• n • o ^Luu&jii 

^Qu m 

(y)€3lQ63T€UrTib : 

<SM ® 4S,WT «®&**«u«r«ir 

r_j. *^!b©*Csn. 

His standing on the hill so high 
his sitting in the sky above, 

His sleeping m the ocean-deep, 

was all before the s elf was born. 

1 he w ° n der-lord the first-cause lord, 
the lord who sleeps eternally, 
His standing, sitting, reclining — 
all the acts are in my heart. (65) 

«Ta*, -gkimy s,re,cO, 

^ @^rrri^ 

U "" uafcu^r^l 

n. ■ r\ . ^JfTGuflsiTClBC'j 

& SS!r ®l &E,«ugrTuj 

siiCTOTOTnCiD? 

Perhaps today or not today 

ut some day, yes, we all must die. 
No one here is permanent 

T1 i °j ^ art ^> * c ' s a certainty. 
le ‘ or d who strode the Earth in yore, 
his lotus feet are company, 

To those who go and worship him 
with gods and all celestials. (66) 


soiPL i/icron cu4>iSlssr aet(5l Qadrrpj, eS0 
Qufr)rr)j, Cldgu 
ffiersr0 dr0 urra, a.n<i,60g)OTuu) j.aigjii) 

rrTajs^cfjrr! 

1 |StfjTL ifaurras i_i( oSo*uj^rrg>^l r^jii) Ctacfil 

soGagii 

S—STOT0, f?j|ib .it) icfil£.7)OTTa, g^uj^Gn 

s_ linb 1 $ G Gain. 

Coursing through the Sun above 

and entering the highest state, — 
Those of you who wish to love 
and live in joy eternally, — 


Drink with ears the nectar of 
the holy praise of lotus-feet. 

Then rid yourself of Karmas old 
and find a levate of spirit. (67) 

ap2>$!Dg,£i sunsraflaj^gsi ^gGjjTiqcO s^raTrrgLO 

jjb&nthGV 

IDS2,J"IU U>u,r90<£l <%,§,, 

... _ £!!D!b&l Ci_.ir 5 >gu; 

2 _UjnjgJ ££IT LJfTUlLD ^Soe-DGU, 

s_iii(£>;f>lGv; 
a>SWrajipai6 r^tjjr umcDGV 
GnmJ>2><£l QjrTipifilCcsTn. 

Of three Gunas, the one of two 

that lowly men do take to live, 

It makes them love the life of pain 
till death alone is saviour. 

There is no easy way to cross 

the sea of Karma; cross you must. 

Then praise the lord who wears a wreath 
of Tulasi on his radiant chest. (68) 


anareflgyjtD a_ ( n ,0 CluTCumr Clasfil^g, 

(‘germs, ^iig,^lujrriT 

Cuarflguu, Qjgtbag iflQ |*0 ,@.suns, 

G<5jQJ€7TIJ 

ai,cwrm cxsirgi cur^tf, ^nanch! 

gtld c^^lLjfrcu 

CuGrotl l9256 m CTgjju, 61crorA(S, 

c§h ©j a .£) fi) rf)) G n. 

O People of the world you seek 

a lowl T godling for refuge, — 

w hose form and fame have no repute, 
who has no power to give tire fruits. 

But if you wish to bDHa the cords 
of birth and death repeatedly, 

Then come to worship Adi Lord, 

he gives a life in hereafter. (69) 

©iaCrorr® 0 ^ Coni** C*™,*.* 

£h ^dt)• Gurr^rr 

'liaititim Cs,<ajiis,Grr ugjjsj euirsiTs,ii) s._rri, 
QJaarar«iir irc5)g ( CT ) g ) g ! r ) | Csj'tGns.crjsng, 
gjeirflajg, fbrTGn 

•SWbgi <£Hlbg> ^t,(Sgojii> ^iDgCg 
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The godlings wielding lancet, axe, 
trident, spear and dagger, club, 

Ran away from battle scene 

and sought refuge in sky above. 

The thousand-handed Bana had 

to lose his arms and shoulders then. 

The havoc that the discus played, 

the gods above were witness to! (70) 

'Iftisr-a, on l&a 

O 6U t 

vVjoti . QirrsTTTCTT rr.gir>ri^gjfT^j C^n-Gfr&gmcTT^, 

§fDe^ 10 Ocuui-I Ctorn^ 

a«*r(5> jbrrarafl, «urw@|S.<2> g)iJ(5>it®nn«T 
<rub lDfTUjC63T. 

For the sake of bee-hovering- 

garland-daughter’s safety keep, 

The angry Bana came to war with 

thousand arms that laid from scene. 

The mat-hair ash-ridden Siva, 

the children and his wife, and Fire, 

They all escaped the discus' wrath 

of cowherd-lord who showed 
mercy. (71) 

Cun^ci) inib)cy><s> CgjGbl; 

^ 65Tf§l IL} ID 

CufTjgjJ fljHilg) fFjfT63T(LpftC3T LD<1FG3T; ^QJG3T 
U)fl>63T QtfrrG&ldj, 

u-ngj ffjnjgsj sjsinfl; 

CaClJflj fjyjl 60 

^gjj^iearirjgji 2_s5JJTcmD, ^cocogj ^gOadod 
i>0f^j 2_ firifjfl>^QC6o. 

The lotus-lady on his chest 

and Earthy lady at his feet, 

Are spouses for the lotus-lord 

whose navel bears the Maker-lord. 

The lord with lady-half-his-self, — 
rider of the bull, — Siva 

Is son of Brahma, Vedas quoth, 

now all the rest is falsity. (72) 


lorjd) Qu<T5,5 cTQU) 5jl0?b&\t Care'S! djip (Lp63* 

t rFjnciT 

£i_rjii> Qun^jS sgih &j0fb2> 2 _iburr^Ctfl 

6TlblSi«JfT67T 

frurflb (£>I$i1mS 60 <rMGUfT«gjJ, 

6UlTC7Tli> ^Grfl^yj LD 
fglfjibq £0 CufTfttb cr$ > $fr)2>g i ib tumra^ib 
SjGV>6JT>GoCoJ. 

The lord of gods my lord, in yore, 

he pierced an arrow' through 
the trees 

And sent an arrow through the chest 
of Vali, king of monkey clan. 
For those who do not set their aim 
on him alone, who rules the sky, 
The joy of fullness can be knowm 

bv no one and by no means here. 

(73) 

-Sir/ilrTjg,! «£H'$!5>5,I QlfTU5G3163T mu5lG31<«S3T 
6i.i<OTrrhi^lcifTrrcu, 
Ctaf^lfV,g,i <TT(L§j)2> ^ir«aiCiDiT0 Q/y€V)CU(Tpib 
<;iiliT)£,$0ib; 

6T(J§5)^ ^GT>giqCTI 0)63Tg)l 

iDfTADGU SJJfTip0>$63llTGU , 

1 CT(lg£)gl ^6^ViD6in*6TT UjDJPi 

u fTCTTCPloCu.l. 

For those who worship V amana through 
knowledge and through learning 
him, 

The wisdom of a wakened one 

and wealth of all the world betide. 
For those who praise the lord above 
who lies reclining in the sea, 
The bondage of the Karmic past will 
break with ease and leave the 
soul. (74) 

GgG3Tn51<9® T !Pl> <5,!bD«i"i> Claiugl sanf 1 

S3Cl£)C$rTf0I GT60fTlfa , 

r£l63Trrui£)63Tn3) (^CSJTtolAGTT fi_6YTArfl, 

S2_6nSTTlb g,rULHTrULI<5 

Q^ 63 TiT^\<n^ 63 i 0 ), Cg>6uC#><ajn tt_tburria_ibufl 

2_ii)ugniij 

^ , |<^rrrbl ,GTThJ5jGTT UJfTQjn&flCTiJ 1 

SUGUGuCfJ? 
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Steady the heart and set the mind 
on him through time and time 

Contemplate his qualities who ^ 

hves through age and countless aee 

Repeat his name again, again, 8 

A 'A ^ rea oh the lord, the god-of-gods 
Aside from this there is no°way § 
t° see the lord our Senkanmal 
(75) 

_ • « 

3-LiTQarrsTfjSt 

^ ® oj neunanam 

Sl)«0cuCg? 

Subdue the senses, seal the paths 
with sealing wax and branding seals 
Throw the portal doors of open ' 

“d l^ 1 a lamp,nit. 

With shaking body, melting heart 
and quaking vojce q{ ^ wisdom< 

e ove that surging rises high, 
alone is way to see the lord. (76) 

tCOamii, ^ ^ 

. Cj|i^uDrriu, 

* r ‘ - © U> W^SUID 

c=M>$ C 2, cu CD OTT 
^UJ Gu-sCinrrgl < giSDr D( CT ) il rgrirgy, 

egrtOJOTT QljUJIT 

GTllgl U>g)|QjnP^(STT GUGUGUP 

CDiPffiJTLb ^CTtGgU . 

The twenty four — the Principles, 
the twenty one — the Principal’s, 

The first cause lord is all of these 
and twelve, — the Adityas as well. 
The dear devoted worshippers 
who prostrate at his lotus feet, 

And learn his name in eight letters 
are rulers of the sky above. (77) 

G<3fTfT<^ ^GurTeT, tftngjGurTeii Q<£,iTi_j>0 ^n-jp 
U5bdi^,£,rjrTiu 1 

J> n aumcucnsOTo, £Ii_*,£ tSejruicuOT rj,suii 

a,ipev 

•SyhaiCtoirQ ^org,, 

Gun CTllQl lD 

CL) ITfRO g)gtjOjrTIT5,6TT 6UCU6UIT CUmSTUI) 

^GTlCffD . 

A steadfast love that fills the heart, 
a tireless heart that fills with love. 
For lotus feet oflord reclining 
on a serpent bed at sea, 

By those who stand and chant aloud 
the name of his with eight letters. 
The lord he grants security 

and rule of all the sky as well. (78) 

ua^lCdrrrQ «_,*$, icmi,, *-,* sjjjjlCranr® 

££>IT 6p>6JTL rTLU f 

>JSgJ2>rreu ^anaaaem t0«Trs> Q u pp 

jb<J3TG<r>uDujnuj • 

us>£)an C 2 , rt 00Cu>ngl g>n 

LJ S>S>V' ni > <SH aievugj, (IP00CC. 

<^W2)Cu)- 

The lord who rules the Quarters eight, 
above, below' and sixteen too, 

He rules the cosmos all around 

the four directions of the space. 
His ten Avataras on Earth 

are symbols of his love for us. 
The service to his feet above 

will surely set the spirit free. (79) 

*<>”& ayfl, CjbfliD gjOTrgt sujjga CT^lniba, 

OTT 

^ jbneh asircHfl Car 

ifi’tfifTjba Carsrflar ^Aariso 

cSMj^jxf^leuTntu ; <5)fpn)(^) 
^€UITA0 ^fGvnOj ^LDQfi g^thGU 

«^,(g)Cl £*? 
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The loveless hated Dhenukan, 

the ass who came against a hill, 

You swirled and let him hit against 
a tree with fruiting Palmyra. 

O Lord with golden lotus feet, 

you killed the Asuras in hordes. 
By pouring heart with love to you, 
a mortal too can be a god! (80) 

than L-j^b unjiftL gu i, ffiTOjGjjiflcniiia 

SL_63U_fb5> «jrroS^ £)G3T £>67T<9»(g) 

^ gmoggnTOJ 
«7.9 crujgjj, 

G 6)J fb> <5> l_ li) 

<^IGm_Ib3> 't>' r5u uirg,Gu5 tbrnsr^vi 

g> lij to t51 G cin ft. 

O Lord in Milky Ocean-white, 

O Kalanemi-vanquisher! 

You came on Earth as Bow-Rama, 

you gave your word to Sugriva, 
And shot an arrow through the trees, 
O Lord who lives in Venkatam! 
O People of the dainty Earth! 

Come, love the lord and live 
again. (81) 

<n<2>$rr)gjgjjijb f£l63irr)j 2_nmfbg*] 

2_uj nrjjgj GunrjrfjlGujrTUj! 
(ip^j$fQ2)g>j (nptfl r^n ^gfT€usn<ss3Tg> 

uSl 63T rr) rQ 63i 

4ig:i ?flfF 1 G7)<> J Gujn0 j063Tgj ufiffib 

g 51 ll 6U 11 <S> 

6ig>,£l !D ^ 

CTrbJ ^(tfjGtD. 

O Lord present in all the forms, 

O Lord transcending all the forms! 
O Lord who sleeps in ocean-deep 
on serpent-bed in Yogic ease! 
For those who count on you alone 
and sacrifice their fixations, 

A life of joy untold awaits them 

here and there and hereafter. (82) 


aulQ S_GU(T6l| g,«R!T gjyimij^SUl'i&GUinu! 

OurrCUGFT <£hlpGU 
djltL0 d)GTTQ-| ^)6UfTg) CufT<3E>Lb 6fi) 6731670^60 
£,6771637^ CTflSl 65)1 ID . 
6Tllu).G65m0 ,@0^0 6167)1 ID ,9>uSln)f$67TrTCb 
LQ 67T <3> 67> t><31 &> 

ftlluv, d?0 (@GOngjl G7>6U£>5j 5>fl^>60 J^CTTUlb 

^0GlD. 

O Lord of nectar-Tulasi wreath, 

O Lord of lovely lotus-feet! 

What though the joy of permanence 
in high heaven betide the soul, 
The joy that only Bhakti brings 

through thinking of you 
constantly, 

Through binding heart with cords of love 
is far superior for me. (83) 

iSIctt tSIpa.* isncu,4g,rai«5i Qaitso? 

(glOTlTD g,G3T ftjpirxg) 
2_cnp9as, oriGiigjg, ibirsir 

Off,ncu? ^iPuJirfflT 
S,sSt $ir)2>gii ,S)«»n9euiT .St'S'G't §!<*><'£> 
r?s IT uSl G (JUT 63T 

CTG5T $!Dg,$GU CTG5rQff>IT«U ffTliMS\rjnOT 

(giflilnSGO «y>QJg>2)G0? 

The lord who holds the wheel of Time, - 
does he intend another birth 
For me to go through in this svorld, 
a loveless lowly dog-begone? 

Or does the lord intend for me 
the sendee to his lotus feet 
In Vaikuntha his radiant home? 

I wonder what he has in store. 

(84) 

5,5 0 ,^ 1 !!it ^cn®3TS>i0u|i>aj fiirg,! 

LJfTffjGuIT^ 63 ^^ 

67>QJ££) 6Uffft»>(g)6Dl^>g) 

QiDUJg)5j<SW G1I6VJ6WGo; ^grOjfTGij, ^|f^l(b^,63TS311 
(£l67T IDfTUjGlD 

f063T ID UJ & 4>U 

CT63T63163T, lAfTUjGeol! 

O Lord reclining on a snake, 

O Lord with lotus-flowery feet! 
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You have the power to make my 

. thoughts 

you have the power to break my 

You are above my consciousness, ^ 

I know you now, O Maya Lord' 
1 ray do not trap me once again 
in web of sense-illusion, O! (85) 


5 "0 uirsCrar! sum s,uj b{b 
„ £luniu®n«,ajmij 


50 Qsmv 

« _ _ _ fir erfI stt iTffu 

l_ 63 TrT 0 , 0 LDLuQ^UjfT^j <^^ 051 ^)^ 6310 , 5,^9 


A COT 03T G Of! 

° Lorci ’ >' ou broke the laden can, 

n ? L ° rd y ° U Went int0 the lake, 
U Lor “> y° u put your lotus-feet 

and danced on hoods of snake in it! 
U Lorcl y° u bold a conch in hand, 
f think about you constantly, 

' nd y« you do not make me free, 
now how come this O Kanna- 
lord! (86) 


=l(E)ri)^| Qujjijj fteratarerraT sfitejjtejjfljj, 

fbfT2)G<S3TfT0 Gun^l63 tGlD6u 

5>/D2>4iigjgjj fb n 5)CoTrT0 lDfT}f^Jlb a_CTT6TT 

C)J fT 63T 6X1 (7 

«9>rofT) Qunjrglujrrcu u it#,! r^n#! 

Ccug)! <£lc^ 

U ^D©| «£lCuncv> 6£>IT UfDJQj 2— 0)£$CcuCBT f 

2_.snrj<!j><£lCcu. 

O Lord of Vedas, feet adored 

by Lord Siva with extra eye, 

The king-celestial Indra and 

the lotus-seated Brahma too, 

And all the gods in high Heaven 

who bow and offer praise to you! 

To tell the truth I have no Love 

apan from you to touch my hean. 

(87) 


QoitfreneirCaiensu Osuerr 

eiuSljbirjj 

^4SiiSTTffjtTs,a.oiH_j > a, tjHWTBy 


m £* u>0!&ai nirsneure,® 

<9t«afl4>2> nib 

susirsnsuiranij ^arrgl, magy QpjjGHB 

2 )rT 63 T ID<£)uuCg 3 T? 

I praise the lord benevolent, — 
he came as tunic in the yore 

1 ° bear the burden of a rock, 

\\r l w ch “ rn an ocean full of milk. 

With Vasuki the serpent as 

a churning rope on Mem mount. 

Me gave ambrosia to the gods,_ 

now how can I, another’god? (88) 


onn i£l0a a u „ 5i 

. ^0O*OTT63T 

2>n uvnnib jPotitjj QaaesTTry 

OqjC 3T f^C^lT 

u>"Og,fiA & cunor CWQ^gj, cnojujib gcu-r 

uireu^mh 

n '“(S)S>S fleiT <aic\jncG sj>it O&iosuii) 2jfT63T 
ID^IuuGcJT? 

To rid the world of tyrant kings, 
you came as chariot-driver 
For Arjuna the valiant, 

and fought a war of wondrous 

v deeds. 

You gave the sky to Hundred sons, 

and kingdom ofthe Earth to Five. 

Apan from you, O Glory-god, 

now how to praise another one? 

(89) 

©cunis.OTBu, mflrnararmsO sjejTjg),^ 

ibev-biaarnu. a, 6> a an us, eh gyrcSl^m 

[b efjl OTTr§l C eu GST j 

pz&m Cloj«Tj51C<!U«jl, 
QubjSIuSIGcucti, laratig,! igiOT 
ung,uj ^eirrSI mm & ej.fr ufrjg, 
^Gc 063T 6Tlb FT-^GcaT’ 
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Alas, I am not fortunate 

to hail from well-bred families. 
O Lord, I am not well-read in 

the culture of the Vedas-four 
I have not won over my Five, 

the sense-pleasures, O Holy One! 
The only source of life I have 

is life of service to your feet! (90) 

USEft S_SUfT6H UCDUg) 

g)l_ISlif>S33TnpT OulT(^)u(pl 

stcsjj g'oin ^cjae.anrj 02>(«>ui9.sTnej 

0 f^^rFjA^lcjTn'uj; 
ihiXZT ^Ccvt^T; ftwlt-,g, 

A ajjbfll @Ctv«T; 

C1573T LD(Tiu! rQc3T6T>(-3T CTGSTgjjGtl 

CTC3Tf£jCli). 

For love of Sita, sweet-of-speech, 
with looks of sharpened battle- 
sword, 

You killed the Rakshasas by score 
with shots of fiery arrow-heads. 
You alone are in my thoughts, 

I have no kith or kin besides. 

O Lord of countless wonder deeds, 
now swear vou will not forsake me! 

(91) 

(®j«u(i 0 ,cir cry? .sil rrggj Ocurarifjl 

CeufT)0>GHT LOfTgj^irn 

a, iq* ®>cuj> 3 > Cgireir LiEnTmbg, Oi'roSt ^u,! 

0 GUGneo£ n 

UGDLjSgJ (5M®^L.g,g| r Sn£lGV a>gjj ^IpOTT 

SiOTiLijjg, j0Gitgj6sTe>(ai 
U(0)<bg> CT€3TOT)C31 

STCJ3T63T C '"’ll W*JI 0. 

O Cowherd-lord, you fought the bulls 
in contest for the Pinnai-dame, 
You came along with victory 

and took the lady in your brace. 
O Lord you made and churned the ocean, 
slept on it and made a bridge! 

I seek refuge in you alone, 

assure me safety, sav “No fear”. 

(92) 


,^fjrbj(dFj g&rvT gjiprTUj gxlGJ>2>2>giJ 

^Qjiinbg, urrgjGm 

s61(ff)j5iSl rgtcirgxi gjenptgfjaCeuptg) .gjuriig), 

^ rj Ibl eh 6V n C73T C GJT! 

@( 50 j S> ftiliqCiu! ai_c0 

ffiCjireOTCiOT! 

Clcu^sijib gj)!J!£>g> sPsw 
@ij(ticCsJt! 

O Lord with lovely lotus-feet 

and fragrant nectar-Tulasi wreath, 

O Sweetness of the cane-sugar, 
Dear-to-eyes in ocean-deep! 

O The mighty bow-wielder 

who fired a rain of speeding darts! 

O Lord of Rangam-oor, I pray 

you heed the call of devotees. (93) 

&£T£sflcuClAUJ S_)T)a>i3,Cu)[T(t}) 

J?_bJOl f\G cil fh ■ 

^fflflsuCuiuj gglbgjltbiS; <S)6U!i>©)S" c£lC3Trr> 
gjnuaniD |S; 

sunssflCcarngt ingraTgnitiiift: ajcnffi ftuj 
uujgpjiiJ S; 

turr^jiD^; CTir»i9(jiT^iib 

^rjirujCoii! 

You are the sleep and waking states, 
the life within the body-case, 

The five-delights of cow is you, 
the purity in them is you. 

The Earth and sky and ocean-deep 
are you and all their wealth is you. 

My soul is you, my Master too 

is you my Lord O Sita-Ram. (94) 

^n_a>(g) c$t(3a> L)«j«To,6n ggjigi 

^t,csisujnii .^(crxaj 

Qgjm_*g) tSi 5 )]S>gii cun>&i J 0 sjr Clg,nifl(t)fl,(srai 

l£l i,^T(TJ CT6BT«r>63T 

s£V_A *( 5 ^ CluiiiiQauingj i 6 la>(») jJjit ,#»y 5 r >0 

Ah iftbjr ^euueu e^n ^csrarcraflCevx^, 
CTLO 6sRnG3iyrC#C\.*! 

I tamed the senses, haughty five, — 

my heart was full of base desires. 
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I weeded out them by the root, 

and came to serve your feet alone. 

If you decide to let me go, 

and fill my heart with more 
desires, 

O Lord who lies in ocean-deep, 

I have no one to seek, but you. (95) 

ffurjibu u)nuj turruj einojujii) cj^ld 

Ou>iuii)cimi)Cuj 

OJUIDM $60 GJ^gULD SUfJtbLj @6UfTg> 

UJ fTlL)! 

QJdii>L| $Gorr 2 > ucu iSlrouq OJ/bgjj 

{£)GffT0>y)€O 

Ourr^fjjgjjujfr £ cugibQatij, 

L) <ST3Tl_(f.9iCcTT! 

O Wonder-lord of endless feats, 

O Lord in all, above, below! 

O Lord of endless glory meet, through 
endless ages praised in yore! 

Cutting the pall of endless births, 

O Lotus-lord do take to me, 

And bind me to your holy feet, 

I pray to you for this alone.(96) 

Oeuiiiiu alii® asnrg) ^guio 

®T£b{2jl /Fro* 

Q(5Ujuj CurT^lGo iDrrgj G<ff(fT)«i> lomru! 

ITjITgjGcaT! 

gmlco ^uj ^^on&GfTjfTuj 

fglOTT fbgd 

S-lLIQjgjj 6J,fT 2_| JfTQJLD CTC5T^|(2) 

Gqjg^G'Gld. 

O Lord with hands that wield the bow, 
the discus, dagger, conch and mace, 

With Lady-on-the-lotus-Peeth, 

a perfect match to manly chest! 

Pray tell me how to break the cords 
of birth and death in body-flesh, 

And come to you with folded hands 
to serve your lotus feet alone. (97) 

ijjfDib <su(G^)0ix> -nrrrbr# |COOTT<9>6rf 

U_| III 

g)itnfb&L f ^IjC'TicGijj 0«g>ni ftyftg)irfJg8TiTi 

fT uSl G on 65 TT ; 


iSpjbgj ,@s>2)gi) Gurrg)i_rr5 

j§raj(5)U>n 

LDJDEU CTC3T&(0) IDITUj! (T>GU0> 

CsuerarQCiri. 

Forsaking anger and deceit 

and weaning from the senses five, 

I seek to see your feet alone, 

I have no vaulting ambitions. 

This life of cyclic birth-and-death, you 
must remove me from the snare, 
And take me to your lotus feet, 

O Lord of countless wonder deeds! 

(98) 

0>fnllq. fF>fTG3T Qsiij GWCOcfllCT>63TLJ UUJC5Tg>63TFT6U 
ID SJTfVjgjCJTCtfT 

r^niluj. «ncug>g)j, fbcoco^cocu CI^ujuj 

CTSWTGSJJ^OTTrTfT CTCJTtf) 
C^>L_LgjJ , ffTGJTffSTgjj ^cfil , iS^GidCiDGST 

C^chco! (glcarQGSTrTglib 

t CJTCD 0)Q) CT 65T CD CiJT f£|)gjl 67)1 6TT &)&>&>GO 

LdjCiTI CYJ fflJ ib'jTtnJJI GfiT3T * 

O Lord of Kaya blossom-hue 
and spouse of Lady Nappinnai! 

By grace of showing me my Self, 
you made my heart to come to you. 
The things I heard the lord of Death 
will do to damage me are wrong, 
For you do hold me in your heart, 

1 pray you do not leave me now. (99) 

i51fDo*SlCG5TfT(Jl Gurr^ii-iia 0,i£la»a»«r3T 
r£l63i^|ib 

^JtDuu GTiGii&gj (CT,rTG3T Gj/iGnnth ,s>«nrja>Os,rT(,^ 
QufDfb(^) urrg>ug,*£l 

U fT^CUTti) 

Clujjjxa) uvtuiGgit! ctots^s, <j,Gua, 

GsucrarlVjlGio. 

Standing in the vortex of 

a painful life of birth and death. 
The feeble minded suffering souls 

can find a way to reach the shore. 
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By holding on to Holy Feet 

with cords of faith unshakeable. 
O Lord in high and hard to get, 

you must begin to help me now. 

( 100 ) 

Jgrj&gij E_OT 5 UU 0 | a_«OT®, cutnfl! eju> jS'T 
$<DSb& <5)U>n! 

cu rjii> w 

GU , LDS5Tg)l St< 

uijg)21 ^lgjcnSi cj>G3Tri5l carnji ^Isnsst 

un0uisi*ujm 

igrjijjgjriij) fQ«n®nuuo>tTO> § rQon«3TS>s> 

Gsil6J3T0Ou). 

Hail to you, O Lord of hue like 
ocean-deep, pray hear me speak! 

If you intend to grant a boon, 
then here is what I seek of thee: 

My thoughts are scattered all around, pray 
gather them and make them one. 
Direct them to thy lotus feet, 

eternally adorable. (101) 

cfilsnn .1 @«u"2> *n®«uncu dilsnisi© 

ufTg)Cun^U\j ar)Gi>g>£\ 

tf. <ji(€rt)Ccnjtfing*i asncn Cfj>niij 

Clg>^0>(£) §nu 

UCTTCrfl LOfTUj! LiC3Tj5l 

^C3Tj^63TfT6VJ 

gjicn^TTji^iT curjibn Oatijg> Gfbacjripcvj! 

Q^rrcOoSlGi . 

Eternally adoring you, my 

thoughts are on your lotus-feet. 

O Lord in sea-of-turbulence, 

O Boar who came to lift the Earth! 
O Lord who built a bridge across 
the mighty ocean deep, and how! 
Pray speak a word to me about 

your saving me from life-in-flesh. (102) 

*cuf£>gji lorriiu! 

GdiCuCcw' 

j$J(Tt)6» <9>CYj(b0) G<n»fl) <£^£1 fi»lGi3trr> 

ff?6yuDGun! 


&cufb5> 0>fTGnCio<9j Cmcufl 

OuUJfT 

2i_(ffjA 5>GVe^L^C^GVirrg)! 2_6T>rja>0iiinrn)j 
2_€T>ljQ^GuJ. 

O Lord with Lady-Sri on chest, 

O Lord of gods, O god of gods! 

O Lord of spotless hue that is 
bespoken of in Vedas-four! 

O Lord with hue the dark of cloud 
and aura of the golden sky! 

Pray make me prate your name and form 
without an end for all my life. (103) 

/>,g1 r^j 0>curb2>£3T GU(9>a>as3T fh[ J63T (ipaCJT 
dflgio 

3 ft.jp) Gfllilg, UGO UGDUjSb ^K-O^fh 

ld itujCsst 1 

<Elt (Sg>i @©2>®] ©cnjji Cun^iib, 

J0OTS3T CluirjbaipGu 
Qg,m_r|ig ) i cflsnsu ^cviirgjg,! e^n Q^nuno^l 

ITjCU.3, GcilCff9T®GlO. 

O Wonder-lord with mighty arms 
that bear weapons in many forms! 
You killed and rolled the heads of all 
Kabanda, Vakradant, Mura. 

Your golden lotus feet I see 

in standing, sitting, sleeping pose. 
Pray make my thoughts to flow without 
a break on thee and thee alone! 

(104) 

nciransrxsrai a_-OHT® s2_.d)ly>!bg 1 i. eSldr SJaiBgii 

O/mtswt® , iossjt 

/hafoi CTni cn ^cOcugjj @cufflns\j ffidrrpj ClQic-vnirt 
a,iTcuu) ,9j,u!il rarnuj! 
'^53T^S33T OoJCTTfD OTtOtf fTG\J lDtolGf)/h 

CliKnujlGniF, a,»Tjl0 UPbJ&UJA 
.’j.GJuiL-TsaT 1 igtsiifflU ciicainGBmb ,^4Gu<sug,i 

<?T£r3T<jSjQ)ir> suarai«niiGin. 

You made the Earth and ate the Earth, 
you sought the Earth and strode 
the Earth, 

Then seeing that the Earth cannot 
exist without, you came as Time. 
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O Lotus-lord with dainty-breasted- 
lady sweet-of-speech with you! 

To see your form in mind’s image 
alone is way to think of you. (105) 

3.0J2, CT£lmj# ATOjQblfl ftITSuCtOTI0 iWLL, 

ai^Jg) acsirg. efil6Yi^>jii> 

surijjib cjjji^lcitrruj! 

«'arrgua, asurba, affiami 

<=H e «S)i gjsjipib ey>S3T 

GlurtiT),^ rglci7 L\e,ya, & ^cuirsO, g,* Cjbffih 

^GVGTIGU, Cl ffjlSTjaClIl! 

To kill the angry Kalanemi 

you did wield your discus sharp. 

You bear the good weapons —the conch, 
the discus, dagger, mace and bow. 

To save the cows in dire distress, 

you held a mountain lofty-high. 

My heart is only hankering 

to hear the wonders of your 
ways. (106) 

thniu Slangg, anil UJ( j Isn ^ tj ajAagai, 

1—1CLJ CittIT U 4 IJ C3T , 

ejrirflisirrj.g, m rr®Sl, iDirdr »u)ir«5l, Co>4), 
C»5»@i aott: 

fbrr^iij a_rrjjy sffjp, r^ndr acuftf?>£> j0ott 
•9>vp<b(2> ^icurrcu, 
Ufratb erg, «T>o/j,^l(!i_eirr eni 

rr.aCoi! 

The terrible angry Kasiraja, 
Vakradanta, Poundraka, 

The raging ones Sumali-Mali, 

Kesin and one Dhenuka, — 

You took their lives and rid the world 
of fear and formidability. 

My heart is set on you alone, 

your feet the only Love 1 know! 

(107) 

Ga>0 g)su Sir Qa,0ii> suq&&i 

^5Mujc4i ^ucii 

njm^Gcjrrr^ £(Il.l Lb^uSlrjajOiSST £,"0 

(b feoufi wji tjj, 


c^4,<?37 Gun&li <JTUJ ^1 

Gurr^gy,i>, 

**-©“> <£U,«T>0 ^fijrjrjj ClailT(3nCijGc3TTT? 

(£jn^l u iS) G tot-' 

The world of wealthy Brahma or 

the wiped-out world of Lord Siva, 

The kingdom of the thousand eyes 
that Indra rules in sky above, — 

If all this and the joy of life 

in free Heaven be granted me, 

I still will crave for thee alone, — 

my only aim, to be with you. (108) 

S’(2)*(£)iaj( T ej>!j ^anrSlGuj «r0iiiAlujunij, 
a.0riid!lujib 

Clu00,0GuiTemg J§ottt 51 Guj Clioiuajji 

GurprfilGujffiij! 

Cla0fl,0cijrt([o,siT $&0CTsrrSiA,«n £ng,g, 

Gg^iG&susjr cnrattp) 

fS(2>*i£> cwrib (yjiafl* aairniiAcit 

ujrrgjub 57 ®ilGffJT« 5 i. 

Without a means of growing small 
you shrunk yourself to manikin. 

Without a means of growing tall, you 
blew yourself beyond the world. 

The evil of oppressors all, — 

you rid the world,O Lord of gods. 

Since Vedic seers are full of praise, 

I too did sing in praise of you. 

(109) 

^nujcaiftiuib ^icifrt^atib, ^(rr,ii>ui SL.cvjfrCM 
g,OTiiT g,|tpiruj 

umtuj! fQcinsnffiyT jTjnuSlGcajicar ojffratrjjdO 

eiimp&^iib wQ^cunii 

(Bujib jgltji 0jfilu 61 satin) Oi m©i2,g!l £sO0, 

GojsmsujSitu 

uninG«un0 ufafrn M&gnh Cinui Gqicitisv 

Si i ..an saa'Oc-.TT 1 

O Lord who wears a Tulasi wreath, 

O Lord of hue like ocean-deep! 

O Lord who lies in Ocean and 

the hearts of all the serving meek! 
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O Lord the service, good or bad, 
by lowly-self this dog-begone, 
Pray take a note through gaze of love 
for those who seek your feet 
alone. (110) 

GTxajg.1 rfjlcstcmcjr cniciicucun ui£lg>2iCiiiT3,0ib , 
U>rrif)lcu Gunrr 

Gaujgi) rPcaTOTCWfbfD# Clcuns«9)ffliiT^(£)a), 
<nj(bg)J fiL_«r>6®T 

CTUJfijGV) ctcttuit; e^bcuiTcO, <mb i/>au»! 

JV,fTuSlC53T53T 

Q^uj 5> (j)fbfDii rf>jbfD»Xin<AC6U n<rn, 

(CTjfTCV'l^fT^jCcJT! 

Even those who called you names, 
and even those who fought with you, 
Were fortunate to find in you 
a lord of grace and forgiveness. 

And so the faults that I have made 
this lowly-self, the dog-begone, 
Now you must take as quality, 
as praise uttered in purity. (Ill) 

ci.iacna,crr^>t,d.l n»(Tch&cri Ggguctj CrbrtujGtmD 

(djjiiTjf)) (npuL| <nuj*£l 

LDn^ii) f^rTcn , cu«.TnnibJ<:f,) 

CTOTT Qjf>(gl)ACu)! 
rk«TW)itt crcififru rbcjT^coJiiTjbgji, 
«^CTir§)iMib 

iKchcn^conj^ Cuff Alb jbCviA C«jeircT@tb 
lOfTGu ufT£>CiO. 

Our days are passing like a saw 
with illness and infirmity. 

The day of death is hanging low, 

so offer praise and bow, O Heart! 
Know the only good there is, 
is service to the holy feet. 

The Lord will grant the permanent — 
a life on Earth without return. 

( 112 ) 

^Gv.ijjAGurr^i G*(CT).3«ni A d»>fr)i^,5> <s>63im tan 
06u<nr3T<3)ca^6ou 

L-jGU6ffT5>G\jn£j<9> 22_CTffTl IJrTg>3><5>£>OTT QKPTT 


^CGfiildhGU LOrTiTsfillJU GUff# Gtfhrr^gjgjGlJGTT 

(TjGUr&jQftrrGiT tDfT6«nCvj fn67gr gg)H 0 GuGtfiPS3iITlO 
euni^), GnF,(6T><9GiD ! 

The Ganga-bearing matted-hair 

Siva with blue throat and a skull, 
The senses-tamed mendicant, — 
he came to rid himself of ills. 

The Lord of fragrant-Tulasi chest, —he 
filled the skull with sap-of-heart. 
Now think, O Heart the way to 
seek the feet of Lord who’s 
god in deeds. (113) 

prariDITUJ CTC.0LD j£.S>d>l, ,@S5T<5l 

uEgjCu mu 

«in«ui> ^t^cit sxisbcmcuCiucu, cyciniTrsj^ 

surTip4>g>l, sreir QjTj(g,aGui! 
0nc.mii ©nuSlirji 0ncu 

(ipjjjnjub, git C(iiSln)©J 

qaiiDitiij <§)i-<t3g)<jpn,2)$ et<i>cii>0,un,2>Lb 

m cant cmflC u i. 

If you wish to cut the cords and 
reach the sky to rule the Earth, 
Then come to worship him O Heart, 
and offer praise to Holy Feet. 

The Lord he came as knowledge-Sun 
and took the Earth on tusker-teeth, 
In form of Boar that all could see 
and contemplate in deep-of-heart. 

(114) 

^o>o,dn^i,iSl ^iciicincjT ,^<0, sun 

iH n it armpit ill. 

gag)ig6iiOJng) ucO 61puL| gifilagy Jbiicimn 
,ayl G a, it sn cun sit, 

(ipa,affiiTiTii (ip(e)2>2i«nit | ' ‘U&>£>Sii Ibtn^pcn 
Ciocfilcmnn; 

cij,<£icsin6b ^Juna.«,L.cii crongi 

GlnjICtjaGlO*? 

Like father and like mother too, the 
lord who lives in all our hearts,— 
He cuts the cords of countless births 
and takes us into his reserve. 
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He is free, he makes us free, 

TL enters us and fills our soul, 
The One by which, O Lowly heart, 
we cross the ocean-misery. (115) 

•ongjOffiiijS b nd, a_a,Ou, 

■SoiClauigj, CVtjnjH CWwrrrji, CWjgl 
Cl <5 j n GVUT 1 — cSuCTTfTIT 
CsunjiQaiug,) ajiiiyjOT ctottoogjt 

«ir>sijg 1 ^li_rtcm.Dujncu, 5 ,u>ot 

afi-OlOauj^, CWottQ gjojjjg, 

STfrrrerjT cfjcu cuGott? 

For the wrong of separating 
the consort Sita from her lord, 

I he terrible mighty Ravana 
did face the wrath of Rama-brave. 
He lost his kingdom and his life, 
now let the lord of death, Yama 
Think what may befall on him 
if he does take my life away! (116) 

•swosii) CjbnCWgl uc o iSljjuq 

dicurruj (jpu!_| @an«u; 

eneu 3® %«>*, cnsu^g, umjbjfil, 

surrfljf) c{) sj0) (T63 t; 

^JcOcucuott; 

!b0tir ^l_ rV>^, r&ngjdn; Ccu# 

ftOiG^n. 

Fear, disease and despondence, 

birth and death and infirm age, 
The bonds of body and of heart, 

he cuts and takes us in the sky. 
The faultless one of endless fame 
without an end or origin, 

The Lord on poison serpent-bed 

is sung in all the Vedas-four. (117) 

os tola,fT})>tGlgifn a>(a, 
SWD"gi rSlsmiSlgyib 
,.2>iG\jGyjin arisen i jftefilCCTTn^ib lorrcmcu 

/hn€ff>Gvimb 


c^cuoSl tb»rsniD6U(T<^ <£lLp0>$ Jbrr^j! ufT5j 

CurT^lcmOTTu 

q gO ©SI a_ enema cfjienen ^eurrgjj 

i£©raTi_g 1 j ^gcboncuGuj. 

In every deed and every word, 

in every thought of constant 

tl • love, 

The morning after every night 

and evening after every day, 
Worship the lord of lotus feet 

with Lady-on-the-lotus chest. 
When heart is set on him alone, 

there’s no return-to on this 
Earth. (118) 

Cluncnsufliaj^p ^rjrsja,ib Giouj y,Gr>«uojGnrtinraT! 

uxtuj! Ga,sn : 

CTS3TC3Tgl]'^<»6) ^OTT^llb CUSUfifilgguaTU 1 ?) GUI L 
QainiijjbgU <rnig2>g>) 

&_ G3T63Tu fTg, LD 6T63TCCT f£)c3TfQ 6^»6TOTAl_ITA 

Cl^rHL^l/>6VJ«T 

incjrcjTGurTjgj cjimluib ^etfrfjl crri^jii) 

r£l«rm)Cg>. 

O Wonder-lord of Kaya-hue of 

Rangam-oor, pray hear this tale: 
From the dirt of my spirit 

a creeper called devotion sprouts, 
It winds and climbs a tree of strength, 
— your holy feet of radiance. 
It’s found a place to spread and form 
a canopy above your head! (119) 

^|(T)rT£, ucu l51(J)ujiS)cv; CTsarcincaT 
umrpjSb 

SL- UJ^iQ^rTCTT Gin<9»C»JCOTTCiraTC^ jTjCjfiTTGwfl 

cicflicaflcurruj (brinQiClcu 
imu^^lcamcjT g>cin toeing)) Qon^l ; ^gjconcu, 

^,ncrr 

CT6urnb < gdm i d?g) 

ClurbjTjGg,- 

Pursuing through my countless births, 
the lord has caught up with me now. 
1 he lotus-lord of cloud-like hue 
has come to stay within my heart. 
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He revealed his glory form, 
so now my soul indeed is blest. 

The Karmic bonds are cut away, 
the soul has found its joyous home. 

( 120 ) 

Alvar's Lotus Feel our Refuge 

The Song-Garland 

Tirumalai of Tondaradip- 
Podi 

Invocation 

injbOiDnOTgjii Gciicotlit loenGin 

lX>^lGTT(J(blA(T 

GlOUJOjg, 5,gJ0SlcnS53T5» 

$(fTjLDiTGncu unQ\h£njb 0&Tw®ii_(juvu 
GuiriqOiuu) 

eruOuiTi^gjiii) Guo.. 

Seek nothing else, O Heart! Always 
speak of our Master Tondaradippodi, 
who sang the glorious Tirumalai, 
at the feet of Tiruvarangan the lord, 
who came to graze the cows. 

Natakurinji \ Adi 

<5>rrcuc61rb Ljcuonoit cm. &> c\Sl<2 )ctat an wrSi 

dhl—A&U UfTUJibgjJ, 
5>rrcuoSlL.(^ SJuiP^^^cjiTCfDfui) |bi.DcirT2>LDiT 
5>C3~)GU£jCTT 

rip^CM(df, a_CT3T(^ (y)0>GUC\l! f063T 

Jbmx>ti> aprj) 

c§K,cu®S)uq sa_6mi_cmiD acwTurruj, 

iDfT ^^(fTjGnrTCGyr' 

O First-lord who makes and swallows 
the three worlds! By the impetus of 
learning your names, freed of senses, 
overcoming the pall, we exult, stepping 
on the heads of Yama’s agents. (1) 

. »5CiT)5 IDfT i06iT>60 Cl JfTCU ClDcufl, I ICUCTTGuniLJ, 
<%LD6U<9 Q<9fhJ<9>CT5T 
cr^O" cjCitj! ^4,ujn jO,ii) 

<»T <S5T ffTii cO 


^dj^GDQj 0>d})g, ujncjr Cumij <{§}£>$ gGcon&ib 

^(GTTjlb 

<2x6 SiGTiGU Cluj5^@Jlb GffU6TmCl_63T, ^grbJtflj 

ion itCgoi ! 

“O Lord of Arangama-nagar, with 
the hue of a huge green mountain! 
Lord of coral lips, lotus-red eyes, 
Achyuta! Lord of Eternals, 
O Cowherd-lord”, — denying the joy 
of praising you thus, if I were given to 
rule Indra's kingdom, — even if you 
gave it, — I shall not want it. (2) 

Ceng, &np iSlrjnwii) gjjrrry iDfflflsir ®nii> 
L|(a)«ljCag!JU), 

urr^mib a-JDiii^lu Cuirjgjiij; t£lrairr)$<j> 
u $ cyi 63T m it (ijt 

Cueing, utco3,C3t ^yajib; iStcrafl udfl 
(jpuqg, gyeiruib; 
c^g,cvjncu, iSln^cS) CeueesiC. cart; ^rrisio, ion 
rba>0ennGein! 

O Lord of Arangama-nagar! Even if 
one were to attain the lifespan of one 
hundred years granted by the Vedas, 
half of that is spent in sleeping. The 
remaining fifty years are frittered 
away in childhood, disease, hunger 
and old age, and so I do not desire 
another birth. (3) 

Clioiriiiaa ciJGVjGiSLmaTujar rglcjrrpj, (yicitrgi 
®-«r>i-iu Gi jo(161. 

s>fi>$!J L/ !bg>lii> <£>l«jrCiT) urjnnjtf,.® 

LI <9> IT bio I L_ 1T63T j 

,@g>g>«nffisT ^iqujiT .^yanniia.gi) @rji£i(3>ih n,i b 

^uj 

i9a,0ar>anj ClujTjrgjib. ^S)GB,n! iSlrr>Gfilu_|di 
i9«)ira)0U)irGjD. 

Standing in deep sin, singing the three 
syllabled name ‘Govinda', the fabled 
Khattirabandu attained the highest state. 
Despite the easy reach of a mad lord 
called Ranga who melts for his devotees, 
how people suffer rebirth! (4) 
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eariadr suuiuuitsSt Ourflujg, 

a? 1 * @S' L ° Sir>U y,®OT©, 
2_S*7® Ha^i, ^uCuirgu 

a_L_g^jaGa c^ibjbgii, 

SCOT ^ipriujncnsu uimrusir $ujiT«smTiuLl 

Ufll4 <^1^. 

G®-t«ot@ y,«*0 dicpaib s_OTTOTir2, 
ClsniigiburiGffirg)) a.aag, uhiC®! 

Low ly ones take birth in misery hoping to 
enjoy the pleasures of women, and go to 
sleep after supper, lamenting for their 
bodies. Become devotees of the lord of 
Tulasi-chest, sing and dance in ecstasy, 
enjoy the nectar of service. Wonder 

how the others enjoy food? (5) 

iDJDiiaojir ujjgleu ergl^g, mjr)|oniD*C* 

ClajEUffinuj y,s35T0, 
MtDU)*«UIT «5>LKr>L. lOITLlb CuiTgj 

d(f5luJ LDITlllEIT; 

^rDii^Guri- ^£1 jgl^ ^dri/^OTmiag, 

c^ll OsiiiujrTCgj, 
MBfSSajira C&nsugj, QaOigj L|«iiQ*«n<n.|A 
,£ll_S>£lOTf5Grj. 

You build a facade of illusion, always worry 
about the next act, live in a frail shell-like 
body, and never realise it will give way. 
Instead of serving the lord Ranga, the 
fortress of Dharma, you tend to dress this 
outer wall, then fall prey to vultures. (6) 

laonsu^joui . gyQ rgleirro ng,Gg>n© SLDcnnii) 

tncvj gvj mb 

«ff>GT>GVJ ^IT)«5> <ff>rt)fD LDfr<T)2>n <ff»rTStf3TuGfjrT9 
CatluGrjrr g>rrib9 
g)CdbCVj ^pUL) E_OnJT(5)lb <ffnCiff>G3T, ffg^UJlD, 
AfTGyffTiblcjr ogiun! 
.»fWiftGL>uSl6iTTrT60 ^COfbJGiTtA Q«f&JT) G«ff)6uG6&T 
Gg>Q»<3H c^GUfTOTT. 

The tenets of all the lowly, heretic cults 
— will the learned men of Sastras 
hear or see these? See, O Sirs! Even if 
you cut my head, I will not die, I swear. 


The lord who destroyed Lanka with 
a bow, alone is lord of all. (7) 

GsugiuGun© aiDarorii (y)cratt_iT ^jsu 

a'ra.iOujisjasit {0sjtu , 'Gv 

GunrruCi-| ^flujOTrs,€fi Guiflcu, Gun-ffuC® 

GsmjJffj 

@^uq (rrQTft/^j ^ghl. llild <^<£1^0, 

-JhtlQGldc'.j, g,cj)fivicmu ^r&G^ 
=^£DJUuG<g> 5>0ix>ib «9,crori_rruj, in" 

jb<$>( f hCTTrrG63 T ! 

O Lord in Arangama-nagar! The 
hate-filled hereties, Mundas, and the 
godless Sakhyas speak irresponsibly 
about you, that itself will be their 
doom. If the opportunity arises, 
chopping off their heads right there 
is the rDHa Karma for me. (8) 

iDfT}ft)jibc£>iT Qg>iL*«uib 2 _ctotCi_? ld^I^cuit 

UDrTC3^i_rrj5)fTSTT! 
2_fDfT)GurT£) <^63TT$ jSrfcjftGTT €£0QJ65T GTOTfpl 
a_£ff3TIJ 

cSHJDfP'-D GlOCO €^><S3TfpJ ^ guOTT 

c^|6UCUfT(?L) Q^jLUQub 60CHT>&J I 

ftjbrfjWiJTLb Glduj^j^, (rrr^Gino, «9>ip <?$gijtjt 

u6»raftiijl«^T £>Gfl. 

Can there be another god? O Foolish 
men on Earth! Unless there is a 
calamity, you will never realise the 
truth. Nor do you know the Sastras, — 
other than him, there is no god. 
Worship the feet of my lord who 
walked on Earth grazing cows! ( 9 ) 

fbn'L-iq.^arns'aT Q^ujguld 6rr^j(2)ib; ir,Gb6ugij f£>n 

<5H(fk}6n <ff) G>ji GO! itG GU 

#> n t_ irp cot a ccn ^l(ffjcnirrrbj(5>Lb, 2_ luuctuit.9>0 

2—UJ U_jtb ClJSOTTSsnn-ti, ; 

CailqCrj jbibiSlignATCTr! Qs, ( rr ) i_ eulT ,5 >CTT g )i ,i 

•otfUCDl jJFiSTT LD<q.LU'(ff>5)g J j^ OscOsmD IJfTfTg,^ 
( @05i*£)s3Tn(>GrT* 

He planted gods everywhere, then 
out of goodness and grace, he revealed 
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himself in Tiru-Arangam, as a means 
for those who seek devotion. Listen 
to me, O Gracious People! When the 
lord with Garuda-mount is here, 
you go and seek the lowly gods, for 
favours and fortunes! (10) 

«j >(5 sfilcLsuncu (Lp|bj£rr 

s^iinua 

Os(rpsffGcu ^M(ia>a,nGa>n*;is!iTa Qagjnt 2>a“ 
C5cua,ffiiirrfi 

LD 0 sfiliu Gluifluj G*m 6 !so uwfitaj $(ft)Cu!J< 4 j 0 >Lb 

ST <J3T CUT ft, 

^(r^sfilGsu gcufT^iT ^rTGugjGn^^ 

dj,ipl5>4QsSTn5Grr. 

With a mighty bow he parted the 
ocean. For the world’s relief he killed 
the Rakshasa chief in battle. He is 
our Saviour. The fortressed temple 
of Tiru-Arangam is the place he has 
chosen to live in. O ill-fortuned- 
birth-ones! You idle your time without 
chanting his names. (11) 

IbfOglJ ID (ip <T)-£F) GU lb ClJ -ff , Jbfr^GO 

ri,lsjT > 0rnT<5,stT G^ildi., 
(bfJ^Gio ^r«uiT5>a>ib c5^0ib rbmnf^i^sn a_sini_uu 

I&loiSI ; 

«£WQjffTTg,| aein CTsjr^nn^i, ^ujit^^ 

sS’iPjZjgjJ crWStfluJ LDHlTj^n- 
<^su6<ncuiHCTT u(^^S3TiT)niT; crsirrrQj 

A qj gu ein G rr) Gsut . 

The inmates of Hell overheard the 
words exchanged by Yama and 
Mudgala, and immediately Hell became 
Heaven, — such is the posver of your 
name, O Lord. Learned men fail and 
falter, forget that you reside in 
Arangam, and tall into deep worries. 
That worries me immensely. (12) 

srjiilujLnign QoirfilLWdr Gsiicincu lortigloiftoji 
J2_ uSl ITdbSTT GTSVJSUrJlb 

lolSUrfjIval&rTGTT L^fFjgjjGTTGb ID (TS3TSL1 

sol otfoisjnnojfiCoifhnsn 


iDStifl^n STsOsumi), <^rjnij&ib 
STsar^j ^GTOLpuurrrT^Qsb 
QumfiluSlcu surnp (bdaib GTCusurnii i_jgvj st^it^jj 

Sp)L^U4LD ^OtG IT). 

All the creatures on the Earth 
surrounded by the fragrant ocean 
worship the lord of celestials who wears 
a fragrant Tulasi garland. If only the 
foolish men here were to call “Aranga!”, 
the Hell of life-in-body will grow 
weeds and disappear. (13) 

GU633Tl4G3TLb (Lft f7Cyi lb G<£FfTOTCVJ , U) u516^1 GST ID 

G<f»rrsncu, 

QArT«ini_Gu liigd ^ Gaston ib G^aGmco. 

(2>uS1oS1g5ti£) &n GL|Lb CflrrGjTGu, 
^G3STl_irC<3>rTG3T <^1X1010 CsTGUTGu, ^gMGTdfl 
^^GUfjfajiftib tTOTifaTJTn 
i^lcwTi.nun-ujiT)^ £i_gf3TQWiiib CarnbGnrr) 

t5blcu<5><iQ rb,mus>(& ) £,Grj. 

The beautiful Tiru-Arangam lies amid 
groves where bumble bees hum songs, 
— groves where peacocks dance, groves 
where clouds gather in embrace, groves 
where cuckoos coo with love! Remove 
the food from the gorging ungrateful 
ones and throw- it to the dogs. (14) 

CiLnuju"i<9,G<9> QiniLujear ^e,jn 

£TGJ16»T*GSTLJ GunGV>U 
OumuunT4,Ca> Quitojui^St i_|ilQa-Tuj 

a_6yie uj G&auifTfa-jr 
Si. iu ijCijcub e_ eraiT«fii«siSp>0Q.ar 

CT6inn)| S_i.Jol ITiV.it,ill65^671 (jlfT 

gnjui_in(_ij) c^iruagnij Garrrainjjibj ^ipairir 
astir ^igmiaib ^|cjrGn;i. 

For the truthful ones he is the truth, 
for the false ones he is a falsity. For 
the lowly ones like me, he is the king 
who bears a Garuda crest. For those 
who seek the elevation through 
consciousness, he dispels doubts 
and reveals himself. He is the beautiful 
lord of Tiru-Arangam. (15) 
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(g,.5<3TrTuj£ 

<3,n-cuu) 

lorr^grrir s>iuib<5>G33T GTeircpii) GucncvjiqeTT 

UllQ <^^Lg 2 >gjG€U«nGJTu 
Gurrg>Ga a«jr^) CWsGcSIu n^^liqdr H 0 iT)£j, 

5>ottu rrcO 

Qu0ft 6316Ug,0> ^ip&€5T 2S2I7 

c^g^iaih ^gstGit). 

O, the days when I was a thief and 
rogue, keeping company with wicked 
ones! Alas, I was caught in the net of 
fish-eyed beautiful dames! The beautiful 
lord of Arangam entered into my heart 
and said, “Come to me”, and made my 

heart surge with love for him. ( 16 ) 

ilasrrru sj^g, idriIClsst, gSI£I 
gjGcueirr, id£) ^cjrr^gJcOcjnco; 
®(5U>MCurT6Vj cuwSliu QfT)(gy3ib jJ^rorp^onrr) 

2-(2>(£)ib cu^nnOTTrii) 
*(0lbl_) <2^11)11 G^rTGDGU (dfc,ipfb2> LDfT 

G&huSIgu Q^rr6T3Ti_ 

&(Tf}li>lS)c3'>GTT ( 9> S>63OT(^Q*hrT633T(T^, CTG7T 

AcroiaaflcinaaiT <9>c^l<9>(2)iDfTGrr)! 

I never bowed in worship, never 
contemplated, never served. My heart 
was hard as steel, but slowly, bit by 
bit, he made me melt. The lord lives 
in the temple of Arangam surrounded 
by bee-humming groves. On seeing 
my sweet-as-sugarcane lord, O how 
my eyes rejoice! (17) 

£)<&> [J5> <£|qJ€ST> 60 GlDHg) g)6TiJT 

ugcncu i_BCg> 

£\\ (bgjl Q^UJiMib 5>rTuD6ir)g<j> 

&> feifdT63T 6 T ID IT> fTC3T ) 
gft(ryjb@etoanu 'ol«cijiaunuj^> 5j67?fTOTinG3)60i5i 
fh CjdVl I 60 <J I fh 6 T 1 

uOT^r^( 0 ii)i 4 s> ^l( 0 iDnCcvjn! ctgztt Q^u’jGactt. 

u rTfffi)GujGcjT? 

On the waves of the cool Kaveri 
which lashes sprays of sweet nectar, 
my Krishna reclines without a peer in 


Arangam, with lotus eyes and coral 
lips ripe like a berry. O, What can 
I do? On seeing him thus, my eyes 
rains tears, alas! (18) 

(g)i_$cns ^piqcmu ensug,gja (gestr/glcntf 
ung>ib 

aju^lcns iSlsiiq arnli^g, Q^sir^lcnff 

g}su(sj«r>.5> G(j,iTS>i£l* 
a>i_Gvr£l<D^> <s>c Gmstt criSjcng, <^ijcu63sewT£> 
gjJuSlg^JlDtr GiGSSlQ 

E-i-Su a_0(g)U)rTGcvn! stsst 

ClsiuGasjr s_cu«,gi^Gri? 
The lord of ocean hue, my master, 
reclines on a serpent in Arangam, 
with his crown resting in the East, 
his feet stretched to the West, his 
back to the North, his eyes looking 
South towards Lanka. O People of 
the world! What can I do? Alas, my 
body melts to see him. (19) 

i miqii) »£rr ^rjnii&fv, .ftggT cry crt umbui^CiDCffinu 
u ctt 6 tfl O &> ffcaiji t- 

iDfTuiCITfTrf Hb63T LDrT<T6L4lb LntJfh0)S> 

gjfiuj ^nuicingft 5>GfftfT<g>(6n)ib ^Gunr^^jtpLj 

ucuerT^jrTiq lD 

£rr (iputujii) Ca>a>ib ^iqujGgrTfT5>(^) 

^ fh GO <a\J ffG LD ? 

In the flowing waters of Arangam, 
the cowherd-lord reclines on a snake. 
Can devotees afford to lose sight of 
his auspicious Sri-chest, his emerald 
frame and arms, his pure lotus eyes, 
his red petal-like lips, his radiance and 
his ancient crown? (20) 

l jGJIjflGU16J1 fTG\J li)63TiDgj 6£>63Tff))u U6b6TT61l fTlij 
jrh)0>G&n 

g)jGJ3fl6fi)63TrTG0 CufHp iDntlL.rrg, Gg>fTCUCDGU 
QrbtffcC*’ (btancucumij 
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^it Q^ibQurrcjT ^uj ^(T^GuG^fj 
^cjdcjtuj GftrruSlcvj 
tosrafl ^ciTniT &\\_% } sbGunpGr>(r) iDGfl&^Gsmd) 
fglGnCJTSxffcCVJ ^Gld? 

Pray tell, O Faithful heart of mine! 
Without a life of service, without a 
heart of devotion, is it possible to 
contemplate the coral-lipped lord of 
Arangam? The beautiiul gold-plated 
temple rises like a mountain, with a 
gem-hued form reclining in it. (21) 

Gu 41 fi)Grr) Gus&v ^cucuitgu, 

6^65TfpJ 2_633lfJGU J 

<£H,0JT)rT)rTIT <g>fhJ0)ll(£) cSHGOeufTSU , ^ r51 UJ6\J 

^cungyib ^guguot; 

u>rr^fT)fr>rnT iDOTTgjgjjcnrT&jnGyi GOGTJTr^j<£l fFjrTii) 
^dTjUU^I ^CUCOfTCU, 
ClJ 05 > 2 >'T«fT .aZMjGilgjJ S2 l_CTOtGi_ fT? Gt_J6D0) 

ClfbigjG^! ft) CldJfTGuGunuj. 

Talking the same things again and 
again, nobody realises the truly 
worthy. The lord does not reveal 
himself except to those of desire-free 
heart. Other than worshipping him, 
— who resides in the hearts of the 
pure, — what use talking, O Frail heart? 
You tell me. (22) 

0>r^j6ffi0,uSln) i_j eafl g> ib <34,nJ Ansfilifl 

0u 

urjjiigjj ufTiqib y^ibCluni^lcu 

(JpC#,^ ff,cjr gr)i GTT 

6Tr4j0,6TT LOfTCU @Gr»lT)€llCr FF0G3T <£) t_ 

wp5 H •'$>11 0i 6tT> A &> 63<JI 0>1 lb 

CTPijrfuCJTlb U)n)Q>g|l GTOTHpCuidn, 

cr«nipGu Ccw! 

Our lord and master reclines in 
the midst of the Kaveri, holier than 
the Ganga, whose gushing waters 
flow over fragrant bowers in 
Arangam. Having seen his beautiful 
form, how can I forget him and live? 
O Powerless, hopeless me! (23) 


GcuGrrcrn^ir urjjisgiJ ufTie|Lr> Gfilifl Gurn£l60 

«g t gST gg)| 6TT 

5»cn€ut3TmT^i_5>5)ajn(^jib &ilqj £>G3rr (ip&(iptb 

8> Oddi ^^1 ii> 

a-GncrrCiX)! QjoSIciOuj Currcynb! 

CTCTTn^i £l_OT 3T(J iDfrili_rruj; 

ACTrcnCib ff»iTg>Gvj Cl^iugjj e_QT ^xdTsrr^Gg) 

0, Lp 0j ,£163T rr) irG uj ! 

The lord with lotus eyes that steal the 
heart reclines in Arangam where the 
waters of the river Kaveri flow wide in 
fragrant blossoming bowers. O Heart, 
you are indeed hard, you do not realise 
the lord. Playing false love games, 
you pass your life in falsity. (24) 

06rf]g)g>l (jvp«fT£)J eZHOTTGT>CV 6j>lbl_|lD 0f£lQ0»fT6n 
fP><2>£TTT 63">ID0)6iHCiTl63T 

^ 6lf1 Q} t_ G1_63T , f! sjl ft odd I ^ 60 6tT> CVJ J 

fk)£grg, Gsr>i Li3 najgjdn ^guGg^cst; 
AClftuUgjlCTC^GafTERn^? a,L-GU«UG73TG^n«! 

fhQi ipj 4? cirG ns csn i 

CT63TA(£j <^!(T»}6nO0lJU, A6iSJTL_JTlij, 
^fj(bj3>u>n r^aj^CTmCssr. 

I have forfeited the rights of priesthood; 
the acts of feeding the three fires are no 
more mine. Nor am I your devoted 
Bhakta. Alas, what do I have to rave 
about? Ocean-hued Lord, O Lord of 
Arangama-nagar, I can only scream, 
pray grant me your grace. (25) 

GuaQg,6u6ufTii> Currgd Q<9»rT6ifjrQ) SL_CTt 

Cl UnGTTfiTTlq 1_JC5D63TUI LDfTlLGl_63T J 

^£kon Qu>m£t<9,6iT CWtoctQ ^< 0^(^631311 i> 
Qfluu idctiIGlctt; 
ftn^i^jncb Clfbfgj^ib <$m63th 0»GUji>$ CgocSt; 

^1^,1 ^otgotoGgo 

67^1G6VJ63T &11J ; CTGuCcu! 6T 63T 

Cl 0 UJ 60 0 65T G 03 o 634 G 63 t( o 634 ? 
1 do not worship your golden feet 
thrice a day with flowers. I do not sing 
your glories with faultless words of 
praise. 1 do not melt with over-flowing 
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love for you in my heart. I do not 
have anything for you, Ranga! Alas, 

I wonder why I was bora! (26) 

(£)!J^(g)ftGTT ID6DGU6DUJ 

gtlTib L)rj6J3Tiq.il 01 ££. 19 .^ 

IT 2_fT)rr) <?6Uli> ^CUfT 

^sraflc^jib GunGcussr; 

ogr^jftSTT Currcu GuaSltu Off)0c? 6U00C«rrcw, 

gjfcdllnJI fTCU 

<$4(P*>&<amrra(0) ^il Q^LuujnGgj ^srrflujgjGgjCTT 
^ UJ IT5> «^) 63tG fD C 6tfT. 

Nor am I like the humble squirrel which 
rolled in the sand and helped, when the 
monkeys pushed big rocks to build a 
bridge in the ocean. With a heart full of 
vice, a heart as hard as wood, infamously 
I labour, without a single service to 
the Arangam Lord. (27) 

a^ibuijfTGu ^rfjlojeu g^ffrfliqcrrrnT, 

^6JjGJT 5>0 ^ftU 
£Wii> L}6'jrr«u a_GffgT0) Gun^igib (tpajCDGuGioeu 

6U^3,mr; 

Jbii) urjib 2 _gdtCl_? rbmuftCciTrub 

ilrrjjCDiD 6£>rjrT 

<rnbiS)rjrT(T)0 Q^ujujnGg> ctctt OtfLUGurrsTr 

G rr G3Tcf)l G 6?tG 63T ? 

Even gods cannot understand the 
radiant lord. Heeding an elephant, he 
came rushing against a flesh-eating 
crocodile. Need we carry our burden! 
Meaner than dogs, yet we are cared 
for by him. If I am not to serve him, 

for what was I born? ( 28 ' 

<®Ccuott, s.nerafl 

LDfblPJ ^cucr»cu, 

uirifl* jglcsT urr#> Qpeo* u^Ceoar; * *W> 

(npng>$! 

ftfTQgrTeifl €U©T3T«iraTG6ST! AGTJTGWtGgSt! 

ft Oj J 65tG JT) 63T J 

^.rr s^ crrrr? dj 3 OTtGTT,5>6DT ^libtAir! il>rr 

rbftf^STTfrG^Tt! 


O Great lord, I have no town to call 
mine, no rights to claim, no relatives 
or friends in this wide world. O Dark 
Radiant One, I have not secured 
your feet. Mv Krishna, I scream and 
call. Who is there to protect me? 
O Lord of Arangama-nagar! (29) 

LD63Tftd£)co 6£>IT AJTUJCDlD £5^60CD6U, •n.’TuSlCD 

6£>rr gT^rQ^rrcO @606D q.)1 
63Tg>^lcvnrcu Q^rpiTjib G^fT^^A 

Gfilcrfloj^ST; OJfTfflTfT 
iDfT6DcuujnG63T! OufTcircafl 

CTC3T5)0 A$ CT65T Q<9fTCuCV»nuj? CTGTTGDC^ 

^(06Dl_UJ CftflGciJ- 

O Fresh Tulasi-garland lord. Lord of 

Ponni-surrounded-Tiru-Arangam ! 

O King whom I serve! I have no 
purity in my heart, no sweetness in 
my speech. With impotent rage 
and anxious looks, I have uttered 
fiery words. What is going to be my 
fate now? (30) 

g>6U5ig)l«TTfTIT gjLDlfilcU ^cOGcUGOT; O 3 Q ITlD 

ucDi-^bgjfnfleo ^gvjGgvj<S3T; 
2_Qj*T0)g} GUfTCU GTGP5)6Tr 2_JT)fT)5U(Tft(0 

6^G3TrryU) ) 

&jG)jrT3 ) & l Q^GUGTjrTuSlcjmnTftGft gjjcuft(0 

gjjifl^ciT ^Gcarcar; 

^GUgjgjClD lSlrT)cfi) OjJbgjTTUJ, LDff 

fbft(TF)GTTfTGcST! 

O Lord of Arangama-nagar! I am not 
among the austere ones; I am not 
among the wealthy ones. To my 
friends and wellwishers I am as useless 
as seawater. For the red-lipped dames, 
I have become wicked and unreliable. 
Alas, you have given me a useless 
life indeed! (31) 

6U6TOT0 ^ICUlDMli Gsnenoj 

$0 <5UT'iiffitE>©«i!Tfai6* r 
&fr ng> $96tt ^cnesiuj Cu>s4R& ^,cjjiTe53TCG5i! 

a_rar«orat3> o,ir@ptb 
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tDfTfia&u) ^r5!iuu:Tru.t_ff ioeah.siflc\j 

gjflffCTimu 

fipn&&GGjTG3T gujk^i j£lejrC<3G3T; npitAiatGepar. 

IT (h fh G GST G 63*. 

O Gathered-cloud-hue Lord, my 
Krishna, in the temple of Arangam 
surrounded by bee-humming groves! 
I know not how to realise you. 
Most lowly among men, I foolishly 
come and stand before you. O Foolish, 
foolish me! (32) 

CllDlLl6TCUGUfTl£> Gurrs* cfillfl(2}ip6VfTffllT) 

UL_(^LJ 

QuHOJ CT60CO»Tlh QftfTOTTt_ 

G LJ (Tip5)ftCf3T(iJI J fed IG IT) 63T j 

®dujG£jt! 2_63T <^0Gtt gTgngnuh 

3 <7) 63T C3T H GU 

Qi jrTu jujGi3Tcar6U2jg»i ^cjiGrodr: QuhujujCgjt63T, 

Cl U mu UJ G cttG 65T. 
O Lord, Aranga! I am a vagabond 
full of vice, I have no integrity. I was 
caught in the net of coiffured dames. 
Desirous of your grace, I have come 
to you now. O False, false me! I stand 
before you shamelessly. (3 3) 

2_€rrstTg>G5) s-cnipujii) LDrrcncu s_cTT(GTT)«irTC7T 
2_CT3TffGij c^carnjj ^cucurr^, 
0>GrTGYTg>Cg>OT (bfTGpti) Clg,rr6J3TL_ mua> 

Q^,rTciraT05»G«> C^rTcuLi) u^ciingl 

2— 6TT(GT>jffUfTfT £L_ 6TT gtfl (T )01 CTCUCUfTlD 2_I_6ST 

ffTC3Tp 

*JcU6TT^1uGufTlLJ gTggT g^l gfrCcn ff>fTC3T 6f)lcUCL| 

& fD b il 0 > $ il G 1 _ car. 

O Lord, you reside in even." heart. You 
are witness to every thought that 
passes in ever)' mind. I have no means 
to realise you. I am false, I pretend to 
serve you. I stand without shame and 
laugh till my ribs break. (34) 

carnal 2_cu«.ib crcCcufnb 

fh 6iD CV> fifil 6T* fT<9>(c ^ fh fTfaiiiil l_ C3ITi^>ltllJ I 
CaG&lClU<3T 2. S5TCD63T ^GUCUfTCU ^l0>(ol<5>6<5T<9 
j 1 9 rb. 1 lD^tGcV) * 


r^QSlGuj! c^f^pG^j! 

GTrF,2>fToJ 

k incSlGujOTT 2_GJTGT'djr .^cucunso; ufTcfilCiuGarr, 

lj ro cfil ^ UJ G 633 . 

O Lord my Senkanmal! I worship 
none but you. Then you leapt over 
the heads of all the world. My Soul, 
my Ambrosia, my Lord sweet as 
my own life-breath! Other than 
you, I certainly have none, O Woeful, 
woeful me! (35) 

lDGDip<ff>0 «£H<J3Trp] GUCmrr (ip€3T 6J(T)gjjlb 

cr>iD(b2>G63T! iDgiirj ^Gn}! 

2_G?mp<5>£>«33Gfr) GunCLI GfbrT5>£T,lb 2_61T)L_UJ6Un 
61J6iT>6UU^CT7 LJL.0I 

2 6ID Lp Si f]J £37637 GrrjfT<5>ib rrgvj 

S^^GIlCg,! 2_G3T63>63T UJff^Gfp 

c s>^)(\pnr^>^l! «^grbj& id a 

(FA(ITjCn "U SfT. 

O Prince who lifted a mountain against 
a storm! O River of sweetness! I was 
caught in the net of fawn-eyed 
damsels and struggled. Is this fair on 
you not to take notice? I have none 
to call but you! O First lord, Lord 
of Arangama-nagar! (36) 

SjcuiijaciT jRri (*,jp 

6£>fbf(«9)lb 

»^>CTilu^6TTfTiT 2>nCia ujfyrCn) 5>nru^ib 

cSy,Q»fTrr 

CTCTflaigu £^«t ^CTiCrr) ctgw 

67 ID 61 gfT63TfTn 

^6tf1uj63T fFjib «T>UUJ6U 6T£3I£i3TfTIT ; ^ tblDCff)jrr! 

Ga.mq.iucu n G n)! 

The lord of Tiru-Arangam in the 
midst of turbulent waters is the radiant 
lord himself; he is mother and father 
to all, with simplicity and grace. Alas, 
he does not look at me and say, “Aho, 
This is our ward, we must protect 
him”. O, The terrible ways! (37) 
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CuihClijiT^sirCutr* sfililQ, Clui*,ta >u)iBUJ 

. „ ^ A a_^rrrnji,gjj. 

Clar«*,@, Sl b M 0 J 6 j, 
r . !@©2>2>i sumoii 

Qemua "> s-**® Gu^ci, ^ L{ Z 

«=H 0 ni) ft 6 ) 2 , rrC 63T! 

o Lord surrounded by waters! There 
are those who subdue the senses, 
cut attachments, concentrate on the 
spirit, and realise the truth. There are 
others who shave their heads, and live 
at your portals as idlers. Are you not 

pleased with both? ^ 

•SmiGmouSljj, mtniL 

«giluCu$u>niflcu 
® U>enUJ uSI* asm^* uCu 

r, „ tSlfDuuCrjGynb, 

tipuiuSlofloi a.rruu anai e, e>niit l 

,5 ’iPiD(2) diOTg Qaimj) 
*' ,,U<n# *-*** *™V*i art* 

fb*0cnfTCffljr! 

O Tulas.-wreathed Lord with lotus feet! 
Rather than a life of high birth and Vedic 
prohcenq- bereft of the spirit of service, 
you are pleased with a life 

of devotion even if it be from one 

“ ’ 0west '^ngs of the society 
° Lord of Arangama-nagar! (39) 

10(5461 " 

AKiKrtlor, • *®*»eniuCja|jib 

0 . (batjsnnCesr! 

ThoTe who S [ iValSa ° n y° ur chest! 
thoughts, with their hearts d" the ‘ r 

as fc 'Ss; 

‘lung all creatures and destroying 


the world with fire, — they will not 
bear the burden of their acts, such is your 
grace. O Lord of Tiru-Arangam! ( 40 ) 

sungucnirn ^i^lujcv siurs3TSun eTcjn-U* 

^^Isu, 

Oa,@jcufub j^jgttu tenancy^ Gl^cjrffaPujnLU 

ST63IUIT 

aaiciub ^uSIcti&ot Ctaiuju, Oaioiii 

2SE G5T 0, n tj 0, not C CTT gyi & 

Cunotai 0«uj a Co^ii a( tt,m,Cirsv. 

1 icafl a ii) 

What though they be terrible ones, 
engaging others in terrible acts, if they 
only call “O Lord-whom-even- 
gods-can’t comprehend!" and “O Lord- 
with-bee-hutnming-Tulasi-garland* 
'vreath!’, if they give the leftovers 
of what they eat, that becomes 

sanctified food for me. ( 41 ) 


u iyjgsi @cun ^t^aoj ^ybgiu usu 

ogjuCu^lu) hit**"' 

cub ^ 41410 ^ 0 **** 

^atnyi^lcjn jgft, Qanglifileji, 

eiswjD rglciiGssmQib 
®Jj^UL. ^l( 5 «rflc 3 TITUJ ClKTSu: 

u) «u 0 sv d ri a 5 >" 551 ' 

Faultless well-bred ones, well versed in 
the four Vedas, — even if born in poor 


families, — if they are your devotees, 
you treat them on par with yourse , 
worthy of worship, saying. "Severe 
them, give them, take to them • 

Lord of walled Arangama-nagar!(42) 


rgH ld rj ^nrjiib C«j2>ld £? n 

rj>nOTT(^ih 

gaorr^GrflGv ^G-ncueugnuj fjn£) 

^ i>> fb ^ cn gy 1 lO 

H)]!na«jCir>GTnli ujSlui irr <£>4,^5^, ’-Jr^rriq i.u 
U>a ^gttqSIgu 

&Giin3>ar&mb qancuujir CiJfTgyjLb; 

lD n 
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What though they study the six 
Angas, and the four Vedas, rank 
ahead of all, and pride themselves 
in their Andanar lineage, if they but 
speak ill of your devotees, that very 
moment, right there, they become 
worse than the Pulaiyar. O Lord of 
Arangama-nagar! ("13) 

Ouan 2_6\jmi 

2_cjfCiT>€3T0> 0>fT6J3TUfT631 

ctgwt gjGiui) 

Q«J6T1^ f9jbu, 

sfitiOTT 2 _cmiri sSIujuu susgi *(g> 

fr-2>gi 

a.OTTsn'jD'i! a-dicncf cncirtCaTn? a,eiiena,anwa 

The Ganga mat-haired Siva and 
Brahma vie to see you. They perform 
penance, age after age, and stand 
disappointed. Surprising the gods 
above, you came with concern and 
showered your grace on an elephant. 
No wonder the world seeks you for 
benign protection. (44) 

cucttct^lO g>aicn loriL i/>g>jcr>g i.nr»;b*»JCb 

gT)l €TT 

0>6VlCTTLDfTCU OJ rTffjnCTT Cl^fTfiTTIT) &, C33T «33T GT> C3T 

cSH 0 fbJ 5» LD fT CT» C\J £> 

gjiCTTaig. Og.iTCiroT0 Q§)>tcu firr#) 

QgjHGTJUi Qt^u OlJfUq Q^fTCU 
tfiocnun ^cfl«r>5)Cu ig^itD cTibiSlgnrr)^ 
^CJ^ujcurtGa)! 

Krishna, the killer of the rutted 
elephant in the great city of Mathura, 
is the lord of Arangam where beautiful 
mansions rise high. These words 
of the trusted Tulasi-garland-weaver 
Tondaradippodi, even if puerile as 
poetry, are sweet to the Lord. (45) 

Alvar’s Lotus Feet our Refuge 


The Sacred Revellie 

Tiruppalli Elucchi of 
Tondaradip-Podi 

Invocation 

£T>ClD6U lOigjQJfT UfJ6UfT6TD"®Cg)6lHb 
ijr^jCtfxiJUJLb nn^cu&nomOTaPuj .j) 

ugiTCuiTg^ii) C*ujfT<*j>(rf)2> LDrrcvjfTib 

uA>o>nri)A>ft CgOTpib u5>6iJfi>£> lSGl_ 

Thinking constantly of Vasudeva 
alone as his king, the Alvar 
Tondaradipodi sang a revellie for 
the lord of Srirangam. (1) 

LD OT3T l_r»jj(^lqCltUG3Tun ID n LD GT> IT) (p UJ IT IT 

LD<*5T«fluJi‘Pn 

Q^jacjuTt-imu Qurruv * 

d.l CI3T 

raT«i2>g) cuaicu Q^drr<^gto<!h££U)infT^e3Tu 

Ll6TTCrft 

e_G3TrriT^>j3jiii>iS1 a^rc^n- stsn.n. 

They say Mandangudi was blessed 
with many Vedic seers living in it. It is 
the birth place of Tondaradippodi, 
the Alvar who woke the lord of fertile 
Srirangam with his revellie. (2) 

Kadiravan \ Boitli | Adi 

ih 4$ IT QI 671 faiWI 6IH & A <9i IJ (D Jjh) 

cyi t«5\iT rv-, &) n cjn j 

dTiGT'Gin «^5><?SnrT)gj) &iT6Jn«u <^ld 

Gun^^mu; 

id^j G$iflfbg>i ion tocuri fficOeunLb; 

GllfTCTTClin ^IJ 0130,611 <aj£>g)j QJjTvg)! PTOT3T»q 

ct$it$ot 30 j9«njr)!T)5>C3in; ^cijGnnQib 

er,ctflibg)i ffiIl. (jLpii iSi^Qiungl 
(^ipijAib 

<SH«in6U0il_6O CurTff5T2)lCTT^)l 

6 iihj(6)ib; 

c^gr^A^^ibiDn! ucnefl tfr^i<b(5) fi!,n ^ u - 1 * 
The Sun has risen over the Eastern 
peak, dispelling darkness, ushering in 
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ihe morning. Flowers in profusion 
everywhere have blossomed. Kings 
and celestials push their way before 
>our sanctum. Their elephants and 
kettledrums sound like thunder and 
the rolling sea. Pray wake up, O Lord 
otArangam! ^ 

CUiUgiiiCW yicufflnsuuSldr lxieo fr 

^OJTsSls, 

(2,«53T^«no lor^au), g^Gswr! 
ST t!§!5S>®n' locyir ^emasnu uehfiflGWOT 

CtfT GUT LD 

FFriTUaf) *"«"»* Sib iljpg, 

n s -s>r5>; 

(iparocuuSIcir .Sojj, L|an ,j 

r . Cu^cumu 

..m 2~!D. 

C1*0S2> 

dWO^asiiiW uAsfl 

The Eastern wind blows softly over 
blossoms of Mullai wafting their 
fragrance everywhere. The swan pair 
nestling among lotus blossoms have 
wo enup flapping their wings wet with 
thT O Arangam who saved 

he ?'^ l [-. e Cphant Ga ) end ^ from 
the dea h-hke ,aws of the crocodile' 
Pray wake up. 

BHahari/Adi 

u '***” W 

r; ?”' en4 .pbAfiu 

UnZ Uato '^^, &S11 G OT n- 

«jfil 

«n« uaar) . ° r>tnfts n 2> n 2>. 

® rf1 l8f rfl ^ib „ „ 
U6htfl * . & a< ™ > 
msrtl "tSIbfttaarnCtti. 


Twilight spreads all over the horizon. 
The little stars disappear. The tender dew 
Moon is fading. Darkness is dispelled. 
Areca fronds burst spilling their golden 
inflorescence, blown by the wind. O Lord 
ofArangam, pray wake up. (3) 

CiouQ gicn Gio<S&ot gisnsn sSlQiii 

<SHjiu basil 

Cffuuj%(£,g>6v SjjGin^iuib efilcsu_ lossjfl* 

0Ugyii 

n=Ciq.iu ggaio ugib&csr; smugyen 

a.(j)ib' 3 citib; ^.'suniicr>a,u.irr 

Sj ar)&} 

l oDrTlllq.LU (Tjlfl^GiTjCO GUfTGSTGun 6jC«T>! 

LOR (Lpeafl C 6 UGTT<sfiWtf'HU< 9 > 0 >fT< 5 >g>J 

&\Q ^Cujrrg,^) <mb ^{jCs! 

c^UrLj^^^LblDn! UGTTGffl CT^gj^j^KSTTrrCuj. 

The sounds of the cowherd's flute 
and the bells of the cattle blend 
and spread everywheie. In the fields 
the bumble bees are swarming. O Lord 
of celestials who destroyed the 
Lanka clan with a bow and stood 
guard over the seers’ sacrifice! 
O Lord, Ayodhya’s coronated king! 
O Lord oi Arangam, my Liege, 
pray wake up. ('ll 

Savcri/Adi 

LisuduSlon iiL_s,(OT|ii> y,ib liluiuffsv 3 ’ 6 ^' 1 '® 1 

QJ fUU j 

CufruSljb£iJ& &i^j(£)6u; t 

*®U&2>g>) &G5UJO> fh 50 

^ rr 5 >j ib r 

ffiicy 3 T(*i^ li^jprb^ui Afivjibi jau) 

l |GTi«SiSTfj>£> 

^MGUf*jii9»Gb ,£nib Ofljn'Gffii iiicxj QaiWiI h' 

2 )\ 14 ,l 9673 €OTT 

1 ,{£){bg>6dTn; <*tt ) £>6'Stau, 
,{£;CUfb»<anAa 1 rrCfl.nsftr 6iJL^liin^l ( 0 1 /juj 

Ca'tuSIa' 

(TtihO* ifn^inrr^dT! 1 jcfistD - 
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The birds in the groves are chirping, night 
has passed, day has broken, the sea as 
begun to roar with waves. The bum e 
bees are humming. The gods have entered 
with Kadamba garlands to serve you. O 
Lord of Arangam worshipped by Lanka 
King Vibhishana, pray wake up. (5) 

gjijsffliuit uicnfl Oa>@!b CgjOrjnQ^’ 

gjcuCtpi! 

iganjoiusuii ui>lC'®> r ' T 0 Gfi)OTii_uj0U>, 

@«jGrjir! 

u>0cfilw ujuSIgSIotcp «S>iOKiP- BiC * T ' 

^05,00) GuibgJ w6 * Tu t 

ygsfilQoa^Gl 

0^,0<OTL.a. M05>gii «<*"*“' Qsusitsnu3 

^cuCfftr! 

&cjti>a,g,fb<i»Dn\ uetisrfl • 

This here is the Sun god, rider of the 
jewelled chariot. This here is the lord 
of the eleven Adityas. This here is the 
six, faced Subramanya, rider of the 
peacock. These here are the Maruts and 
the Vasus in throngs, dancing and 
singing in delight crowding the great 
hall in front of your sanctum. O, 
Lord of Arangam, pray wake up.(6) 

Malaya Marutam/Adi 

6cx. i_i_ faj&sn , 

^cmffnGujrT 

1 ^0Jbg> 6 > 1 ^*^**0“ iDfrT,g,0fh, g^uGijrr! 
@!b£lij<arr $rr$pii> <?u!bg)i. 

r @e>.jGrirT! 

cubCU i(rh)LnncifT! S-tJtf 7 CffirtuS)G$OT ojit^co 
<9^0,0 it 

LDUjfhi^crtn; ^(ir^Qjiq 

Q^fT^lall fTCTT 

b MfTiT igli lb ,^GV>6iT*0'. ma)p 

-£HfTfhJ^h^^'i)lOfT , • icncifl crT^r^^^errrtGiu. 


This here is a throng of celestials. These 
here are the great Munis and Maruts. 
This here is Indra come riding on his 
elephant in front of your temple. With 
Sundaras crowding and Vidyadharas 
cramping, the Yakshas are lost in 
contemplation of your feet. There is 
no place to stand. O Lord of Arangam, 
pray wake up. (7) 

GuubucfilLp 6 urfGUTQj it 6urra<€5nfD Giiipfbjft, 

LDfTj 9^1 6 ^ 6 Jin 0>GT3TfeiraTrTlq (LpgjGVfT 

CT'LbQu^lDfTOT Utq.L0<!j><9>6Ulb 0>frC33Tl_IT)0 
ejrrjuciJT ^uSIgjt Qdy,rT 6 OTt(^, (Lp^GU" 

g,jihq (3 jbmjgjir uK^ibS) 63 ™'* @©jGg»r! 
G^fTCTTr^GincsT gJtjdSliLjLb g>] 6 ur&i(£) cpeft 

ugu6); 

£6v>£>$63f)6ffTnr>j ^AwAlflifDgii 

^ 06 n Guniu; 

^gr^J5>2j5>d)ii)rr! u^nafl atigjbS^ 017 ^ 11 ^ 

With celestials reciting sonorously, the 
great cow Kapila in front and a 
beautiful mirror held aloft the good 
sages stand on their toes for a glimpse 
of your frame. The celestial bards 
Tumburu and Narada have entered. 
The Sun has made his appearance 
with radiant rays. The darkness of 
the hall has disappeared. O Lord of 
Arangam, pray wake up. (8) 

Madhyamavati/Khanda Chapa 

sjo,ii> a, c ® !T @!® s '' n siftaib ioa> 5 ,<nfl 

ujiyi 0Lpeo (y>ip<njGiBiT@ <£' cr ' a 

^g>iiia,Gtr uni^onr ^OTcrroit Off, 0 i-'iffisn 
* 4 ) 5 ) 0 ®')'’ cS»«un wcOomnbi 

U)ng,ojii ajirffijrsun anncOTfr 

,flg,3,0U> $0«)isi Qjb<m5« ,n «>' , l 

^^gvSIcvi, ^fii)n*0 jj,ncaT^)®'.iAAii) c I >,y rv ) t '" ■ 

ai!l*)S>4)5)'i>u' n cisirsrfl 6 HLp 4 )® 0 «v'L'>'. 
The air is rent with the music of 
beautiful one-stringed instruments, 
drums, lyres, flutes and cymbals. All 
night long the Kinnaras. the Gaiudas and 
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the Gandharvas have be 

'™ Yakd," *T ” 8 “ “ d !h b0 T “ Jrappanalvar, who rode on 

end enjoyed the vision of the lord who 

" Sa ”' Mk '“P- P) '° n >°fKrtvera' S daughter, the over 

1 of the lord from 

root to head unA J-i_ j . > • 


OLord^rA ° W t0 ^ rant them at 

O Lord ofArangam, wake up. 

«^!TOJ<ir ftsoor*, ©raisuGuja! 

SIKhuSltsni mint ©GuCarrr! 

2«* ******* 

otflan,, ^ 

Qs ^ l *««apifc 

Ci ' < “ 9 " =*"“ %--u,»o a C* a 

(WH-itionair . . stfflrgjui, 

"“’S' *©«fl r.* 

•^“©Awnu! uchfirfl „ • • 3 "* UJn ™& 

See the Iotnc u_ 


See the lotus bln T*®"" 0 "’ Z * son §- He entered 

The Sun has t V” Pr ° fusi0n - and sanctu ™ <>" the Muni’s shoulders 
fender-hipped S d e a n m [ r0m . [ he sea - Smll ^ t.^’ vestures, navel, 
pp dan, ' s . .. 1 ch ' s '- n “ k ' 


S] ender-hipped n d en ° m the sea - 
lock. come P om " ,th ™dy 

their hair anrl " e nver ^Ttng 
clothes. OLo rc j ^eeze-drying their 

by Kaveri w^rs i^ SUrrounded 

lowly serf Tond ’ } ,j U ^ aVe 8 race d this 
flowe y r-b 4 et wfth PP ° dl ~ bearer °f 
O Lord wake U p! hSerV ' Cet0dev «tees. 
.. , 0°) 
var s Lotus Feet our R e f uge 

THe Pcrf «t-Fi m -Lord 

A ^nadipiranof 
llru Ppan-Alvar 
Evocation 


r ‘ , , an 8 ot the lord from 

eve.; tC ?i ead and dec l are d that his 

yes will see naught else. (i) 

■SffiluGcu *«**_ un& ^ w(i5nL 

r* • , 

010 ^ u ^>i> 

. . n Clasiisurruj 

LL Cioeafl 

. ugsElCffijrirCtD- 

sTwt P h a i e d he u feet of ^e Panar who 
the sa h ° rd thr ° U8h son §- He entered 

he sanctum on the Muni’s shoulders 
and sanp nf 


eyes and face/ 

AmtUnadipiran \ Devagandban | Adi 

rSfinftjCTT crcirCTfCJr 

«ilu3euOT sfitsraisOTeudCa.r.siFr efilcngw™ 

Gurufilsu Gciji^jausutar 

toGucir flsjnosviOTi evnenreueir 
6tt .girjrhJthtbgi) ^LbiDfran 

(fliinCH) I irrjt . r. ■ f ^g^TIGIijflOTT 2_C»TffnOTT 

^•5)^163TfT}C]»dy». 

The perfect-first-lord is the radiant 
king of the celestials and resident of 
Venkatam surrounded by fragrant 
groves. His golden rule is just and 
blemishless. He made me a slave of 
h.s devotees. He is the lord of 
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2_Ojrr>g, SL-GnGn&j&Gsmuj a_Gu<&ib ^crTjbgxl 
^cyjruLD e_n) 

$OJ<e,£ J^GTT (lplq.UjS3T ^C3T|T>J Gr£,tTfT>5, 

(Q&ntKjcntjd, 

0>G UITjbg, Qcur^j^6y)63UT5> <3>fT(£,2>g>G3T <9>tq.- 

luftrr Qurri^leu ^thinno? <^46tf>gdj 

^GUjbg> ^GDi-uSIcar Gldcu, Q<SG3TfDg)j <£W,ib 

GTGTT <«flrE,3}CT>63lGuj! 

With glee in his heart, he measured the 
Earth, his crown touched the roof of 
the Universe. He is the Kakuthstha 
lord Rama, who rained arrows and killed 
the Rakshasa clan. He is the lord of 
Arangam surrounded by fragrant groves. 
My mind hovers over the red vestures 
on his dark frame! {-) 

urroj oj t_ Go»^j3jl_ id n ldG as go 

QJ fT G5T 6IJ H 6TT 

Cl^iuiu f^GJTfpnsiT 

63S G33TLLI 0 G5T 

«^(E,$ ClJfTGU QtD&g)} U-|LD &&>GST- 

ClDG\J c^LUGnCJTU UG3Sl_2>£)gd G£>IT GTLpffU 
a_2>^l CiDCogjj ,^63TGrr)rT! ^ iqCujffST 

2_6TTGTTg,g,j ^GJTgJJuSIGg! 

He stands in the monkey forest of 
Venkatam hills over the North, 
worshipped by the celestials. He 
reclines on a serpent in Arangam. 
Over his sunset-red vesture, the 
beautiful lotus-seat of Brahma rises 
from his navel, obsessing my heart 
and spirit! (3) 

0 £iO iDrr us$cu 

£^«nfDCi>£5T g,cr>Gu »igjgj 
fg>il tq Gp>li (olGUrbJ^hGiDGiraT S_iijg)g)GJiG51 
tfp> 0) gii bo'iji tool Gin 

i-Dgjjg ion cugzrjt^I uffi ld n lduSI ci> 

<^4 g Pit <9,0, gjj ^LDLDfTGST GUuSlfD©J 

£-0)H U^0)L D. G1G3T SL GTTGfTgjgjjGTT f£)G3T0j 

s>_ GUfT^GffrroGtfJ 

He shot arrows and felled the ten heads 
of Ravana, the king of fortified I.anka. 


He is the ocean-hued lord reclining 
in Arangam where peacocks dance to 
the song of bumble-bees. Aho, the 
cummerbund over his belly remains in 
my heart and haunts me! (4) 

un-gibc^HjiLi uipGSlGincrn urb 0 j< 5 M 0 jg>gii 

ffT 63T 63") G3T 0) £h 6*51 

Gungib^L,^^ Gy)Gug)g,fT63T; cnGu4>«5>g>J 

GTG3T 2_GTTl_) (^ITjgjfTGaT J 

CftfTg iDfTgjGVJU) 0^lLlg>GiJTG3T Q«9>fTGU? 
^f5)CuJG3T «^lblDfTG3T $(TE) 

^g id nnrQ-i ^GSiC/pn 1 . ^tnCuDGiDffji 

_O 0i rTfedoi 1 —G 0 }! 

Relieving me of my load of misdeeds, 
the lord of Arangam made me his 
devotee; and what is more, he entered 
into me. What great penance did I do, 
I do not know. O, His auspicious 
garland-chest has possessed me! (5) 

gjjonni_ OojGTOTiSloDfDUJGin g>i uj ngiffiGuG3T 

^(GE) 6 tD 0)111 

oiGiraT^oimp Quri^Igvj^lp ^graiAfbAiT Glduj 

^luufiir 

^ 4 Gain l. gGSiJTi— u^IomaU— 

lOrT(f>)cOli> GT ^lJ5 10 (TGU QJ GiT) q(lp0 01 lb 

Gain i_ 0 Gain i_ ib a Gain ig it! ^4 iq. G u_j cm Gm 

a_iijuj« 9 > QAiT€jini_Gg)! 

My lord saved the crescent-crested Siva 
from sin. He swallowed the world, 
the people, the space, the Earth, the 
seven mountains and all else. He 
resides in Arangam city surrounded by 
flower groves that hum with bees. O, 
See his neck elevates my spirits! ( 6 ) 

6ttAl£ls7T ^ira.ffl «5lbl(dE><£M63TGurTj£llUlT 

GTTGU cm gGu IT GO 

QlDUJUJGaTrTIT gjjGITU 6 Sl««ngUJfTIT 

^Lf> iq. GUO 

g)UlGSTfT(T cS^GJafl ^4grhJ^GUTfTIT ^g - 
g61g3i ^4GinGaimblGir><9 Gldu.i lorujGarrrn 
(oltSlLHUOJfTlij, < 8 qGu_iIt! GTG31GiTlGiJT^ ^lrEsGjn^ 

0>i£i i ii (TS5'^b! *-^oi * 
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He wields the discus and conch in his 
hands. His body is like a dark mountain. 
He is my master with a tall crown 
wafting the fragrance of Tulasi. He is 
the wonder-lord of Arangam reclining 
on a serpent bed. Aho, his red lips have 
won my heart over! ( 7 ) 

Ulflk)«7 S_l_Su£sii!Tl_ 

cSj^luiSlgrrrar ^udgucot 

(y>s>Sg>ia 

aifiuj L|«nu 

ifjlsiflffjtjgj) ClffSUSDifl ^14 J^GITJ 7 L.erHU 
Oufluj^ruj ffiGTOTe.cn, cTOTenraru Gusingonui 
CI«uj|bOTtG«u! 

The first cause lord, hard to reach even 
for the gods, the perfect lord residing in 
Arangam, is the one who tore into the 
tyrant Hiranya Kasipu s bowels. His face 
is set with dark wide red eyes. Aho, those 
eyes have made me intemperate. ( 8 ) 

^SULDIT LDfJgj^Gjr gjRDGVjClBGU ££,0 

U fT6\J <£h o>o I IT uj 

f0frGu.il GT^ib 2_£WTi_fTGffT 

eSH rjisfil^r ^GrjQWTLU rrcarr 
Garrcuu),, unwfl^yj^iJ, 

Srusypu) (ipu^ sj.rrcr^lcO 

£suCu)«rfl gCui-r! t£lcniDa3,n<OTTi_g 1 i stott 

^rbl0^«SD637Guj ! 

He swallowed the seven worlds and 
lay as a child on a fig leaf. He reclines 
on a serpent in Arangam. He wears 
a beautiful gem-set garland and a 
necklace of pearls on his dark frame. 
Aho. his matchless beauty has stolen 
my heart! ( 9 ) 

rCiTtHl CU l>)J637TG1ITJTGiDGTJT-9> GftfTffWCuGiJTnuj 
(o J GU OT5T ( 0 1 gfftr u'j 

Gunajdn gtcst sl_G h^rrii) ftGjjiT^ne?.^ 
g ctj j.9,657 gtott 

&Mjp£tflrkGiv& 

0-^JTi foGm&GV it) (Tj 


The dark-hucd lord is the lord who 
came as a cowherd-lad and stole butter. 
He is the lord of gods, and the lord of 
Arangam also. He has stolen my heart. 
After seeing my lord of amborsial delight, 
my eyes svill see naught else. ( 10 ) 

Alvar’s Lotus Feet our Refuge 

The Leash of Spinous 
Rope 

Kanninun Siruttambu of 
Madurakavi 

Invocation 

Gfi1^.ujr[V ) <{r ) g < 5^L_nGg: 
2_ur£)o$g>nLD SL. iJftfTfFjLDfr^g CurT^j- : 
c^uSl#(£jGraTGusng, 2,G<g><?> 
tog*)[jdhGpla GVD'fHgjCui if>iDfTG0gGh^i. 

May Madurakavi Alvar reign in my 
heart. He knew naught else, and 
only enjoyed singing Satakopan’s 
Upanishads by which merit. 
Satakopan became his only god.(l) 

GojQpcTOTjjjO) tbirsjrjSlGajcjr Ceug,iii 

OaibiS 

mnjrjan <n_Go,(rucir 

G\tbiOs<& 

eutrijisunClujOTGjDagjib in a ,tjo,«fi UJ nft 

ciLDcsrun 

■Syatsuirn ^hcuGo ^igoOT. 

Madurakavi praised his master Satakopan 
with the words, “1 know nothing else 
but the prince of beautiful Kurugur 
Maran, who rendered the Vedas into 
Tamil. He alone is my life and breath”. 
He is our ruler and refuge. (?) 

Kanninun / Senctmuti / Rupakam 

'SGTOtssafl l^lSOTThjua fl. , . y 

it. jUiji 6,-rar 1 j 

oswsnfluj Q,j0irmuj'S5r eish^uus^'lsu', 
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tFjcjjTsraflg) QaOTgjiji'W'-fr 5>ua6> 

fiT63Tff)^>5>n'G0 

<£(GijTcrafl.s>(2,ib ^(LpgijEa'EU 1 ® 

fft cjtf£> ITffM &■ G fi>. 


Here on a spinous leash of rope 
The wonder-child my lord was held. 
But more, the mouth is nectar-welled 
When Kurugur Nambi's name is 
spelled. 0 ) 


^ITsfilKJtrSVJ JbtfiljDS! 

Cix.sfi'CenCT' eSHajcst CWarenm , 

QlDUJ li>€T>LoCuJ ; 

c*su U.OSu •SH^Cwor; <E>ii>iSI 

Lincfilsir @ejie>fl«anfl um*® jOAsuCon. 

I spelled his name and found my joy, 
I served his feet and found the truth. 
1 do not know an-other god, 

I sing his songs and roam the street. 


Tiridandakilum / ’Nind^TMtiutkyiyn 
Adi 


Nambinen / Yaman Kalyani / Adi 

IbibiSlGaitcii iSInciit jBdiCluir^rirj&diWiomuib, 

(J,lbt5'C«3T63T lfli_GVJ(TCT>rrmii>, (LpOTCTWirU) | 
OsibClunOT Loni_© j£'(2>® (g}© 341 -" 

^i^Gujf^T a 6) iTg}Gg> 6 Sn , 

@S5tCp. 

The days I envied others’ pelf, 

And sought the love of lurid dames! 
Now I have the lord himself, 

Who’s King of Kurugur city fame’d. (5) 

ggdTQJ) O S ITL.0lb ST(lgaHDU|UJ STlblSIffnd! 

rSotiTjj saiqa^i SJ®S> ^0eifl«5riTciT; 

06310 ID1TI —ffj $00, 004F6VIT IT>ii>t5ll 

«T 6110] ID 61631631631 gtUO't 

ftrrcjsni&Cdi. 

The Kurugur mansioned city’s king 
Has made me sing his praise by rote. 
Henceforth through seven lives. 

He shall never fail me, note! (6) 

Kandu Kondu / Punnagavarali / Adi 


<£lifl&jbgil CftSiiSl jrrSJT SL01I ,fl> 

dhffluj C«,a6ugj $06L|03>, A n6331 ,_j<TTTfTbrT&'TT ; 
Oulfilu 6LI6lf3T00a<n-IT £>«■" (I-ilDlS) A0 ct^Sil 
a_rtluj63ifTuj ^iaGidott ClujblD fb63i63UDt.uj. 

I roam but every-where I see, 

Mv Teva-piran, his charming face. 
Through service to the Kurugur King, 
This lowlv-self has found his grace. 

(3) 

5,«jr«junuui6u .Klaa, gjiMtrriDonpujiTerirrfliSfr 
uiefranm ?w,®A ^si^bGiSldr, 

^IfiSTfcM-<»TU Iltlij CT63ff«W>€5T 

.*n,<sra» u*. 0 

^dntnoinillncjn o\ O^MTiiC&f ctcji jj)ibiSlC*ui. 

Worthy scholars full of grace 
Had found me worthless in mv w.i\ s. 
Rui Father, Mother both in one. 
Satakopan now rules my dai s. (4) 


fh eysr 0 Q 3 > it GW 0 <rr cyr <zr> gsi £h 

ih rTrfl id hid u iSI n n tdn 
UOTJTffTlL OJSMGfilcnGiJT LJDIT) ^ ^ 6 TnCTTfTG 5 T! 

sycwTd^cm^iqib <3 h{£>1uj ^g{uJibL|Gt£h6in 
6^6TOTg>lfilip>5 <5l_GdhfTU<jin r^KJTjtoTXJlTCoUJ. 

My Kari-Maran took a note 
Of Karmas of my older days. 

I shall let the Quarters know, 
Satakopan-the-Tamil’s grace. (?) 

^(I^GTT O.JhrT<siKJT» ft0ii) <£ 111411.1611 ft w'CTTl i?-, 
«£l<rK6 1 ifl«JTft6 &F <£w<s{j /Wi.fb id tnr» itv i'll ctt 

Q i ; 

.“^0< 9 -bOt'fcnffriji0 ,^H,u^iJtb 3>ibll0 

i i ii n /rjrnOTT; 

^(D^bTi Ahiryriciri ,(£$<& ffi <svi<Q«i^ev. -KlA/fcGfl'. 

For those w ho worship grace alone. 
Rv grace he sang the thousand songs. 
A bigger grace you cannot show. 

For he did grace the Vedas-foul. (8) 
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Mikka Vediyar / Beltag / Adi 
iflaa Csug^cit ^cOun^sii 

&Z>*U UlTlo OT3T Qibg,** £lpa,$«„iTOT; 

S*a Sire si_CaiTuOTT error rr>ri>i3a(g, q\L- 

qaa an&aj ^ulcjudu ucuror ^cstGjd- 

The deep sense of Vedic thought, 

He sang in song and taught my heart. 
Satakopan my lord is Love, — 

Alone the use of serving him. (9) 

uujot -srrorp gyd> urrr^j(£j ^sufr 

^,^^110 

CW> rb^rofTs^ S(^Su uss^Qsmhoinat 

(gjuSlcu rQ^rn-y 

(tpuiSu^lOTC^sir s^OTjssii GWiii 

sjTOT>|_jGuj. 

The useless and the worthless souls. 
He will take and put to meet. 

O, Kurugur Lord, where cuckoos haunt, 

I only seek to love thy feet. (10) 


Anbandannai / Manirangu / Adi 

^OTTUGTT SyffSTQDGST ^ QT> L_ £> g> 61J IT &, l_ (£j 

CTGUComi) 

^C5TIJ53T QgjSJT £3,(7 ff>UJlSl5>0 

^CTTueuTrnu tDgjjrj.&Gfjl Q^rccaTOTT Qsrroj 
fbii)iH€unrr snQj0fT>5jib <5»rT6y37L61G6yT. 

To those who seek the lord’s refuge, 
Madurakavi who took refuge 
In Ten-Kurugur Nambi’s feet 
Has this to say, “See Vaikunth 
here!” (11) 

Alvar’s Lotus Feet our Refuge 
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The Big Work 

Periya Tirumoli of 
Tirumangai Alvar 

Invocation 

awuiumfl «,s5t(j<a)Lbsmih *rflibCcuna 
ushmj Cfl,iuSt: uoananS: £&&&*>& 

ig\g2)a,ii Jin: 

I bow to Kaliyan the slayer of Kali, 
the poet who shone like the Sun on 
Earth, by whose rays the darkness 

of ignorance is destroyed. (1) 

ajniPu!J3,''Gv6j' ojfriflfl>®S!o>sa’f5l 
sump ^criD'ugill'' aimj> CcuiijbOT-ain^uiGnn 
iunGujirancin Suren cusiWcii u>3,#!JiiiCI*ren 
mmiMsaujiT CaucSt gpiGujtr ot *i_moreBT Csuei, 

Long live Parakala, long live Kalikanri, 
long live the king of Kuraiyalur, 
long live the chief of Tirumangai 
wielding a spear, who took from the 
lord the sacred eight-syllable Mantra 
at dagger point. (-) 

O 5 jigS<*< 9>(«) ^(f»p6TT<sm $ u id: ^l. ibiftn 

fa ifil ip rv> car cm <£>l try a, uh <£* \Q a* £h (g> 
uj ib; ^acmaffga); utfaiotuu 
<bs»T©Sl63T Qunr^; i j f] <!>> n cvi ctt 

u |lf) | Gli co ih f -^ t<rt, 

The poetry of Parakala is a lamp that 
dispeis the darkness ol the heart, it 
is medicine tor the pains of countless 
miserable births, exemplar of the 
five rules of prosody, the substance 
of the Upanishads and tire for the 
rag of heretic thoughts. (M 

cimi/sin *j£lGui! $,'5 it ourup a (ipcatlUu.it 

(olA(^1 fa fi>nt- <p)<»u(jn<>a;- 
Qurrr^j(^ 

i.f^j ctti ft- uj li iT-fT><9} .DcmrnuifTuSlflii) 

,5^1 uricin^s^nb 
iDCJWjj 1^1 (TTCSTtftpfh^'&T. 


O Ramanuja, our refuge, lord of seers 
who clears our doubts, grant that we may 
recite by heart all the thousand songs of 
the famous Mangai-king Kalian. (4) 

1.1 On Narayana Mantra 
Vadinen \ Abiri | Adi 

suruuCciTCT!; Guinq. GU 0 a>ifjlCra'cjr 

ID Gl*fa& • 

Qu 0 js giujii @ 0 iixanuuSlio iSljDDbgil 
acimCraTOTt; a<n.i 4 gancnuiojii 2 ,ii>Cu>rt 0 
^suii 2 > 0 tb ftcucfilCui 
cjhc,Cgsiot; a-uicug)! c?" Qun^cnccu 

S_C53inCV( CT@)Jli> Ou0li> Ug>U> Clg>ifl £>01 

2 ,nuvCcincji; £,mq «i«*f0ClaarannCL <sn 

rtjfffjfTujOTnn ffTQT^iii fb^LD'i 1 * 

I wilted, willing, 

despaired in my heart, 

born in the pain of a dark womb. 

I mingled, mingling 

with lurid young dames, 

seeking the sex they did give me. 

1 ran, and running, 
by grace of Good-lord, 

probed into nature of my mind. 

I sought, and seeking, 
found out for myself, 

Narayana is the good name. (1) 

tSydjtGui! d&((ipCit>! eras' c£lcinOT£>0l e_0<4'’. 

^(,-un^cuii uca^arar g>|w'.r>cttiTii.rrt 

ufTcfilGuj«T a_wy3nn n giJ <n<Sbfi>c‘ 1 * >63T ufl>gyiib 
i nLQgjiCuftu: 6j)i^lfV,<2iC3T 5>nctT/yicn; 
gactll Cait e SMS3TCSTcb 0J 63S cwUl ul n 0 li) 

1. 1 iflfBT l D 

L.rijrcv mOT 

jucfilcmneu j2_ujuj cbitcji ararn0 i^WcsnCi ci' 
T,ntnru'orain cicsiginb £,mfui> 

“My life!". "My nectar!", 

I fondly called them, 

ami sought their round-breast lot 
comfort. 
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Sinner, this self O!, 
how many days passed, 
wastefully spent in this manner. 
Pure-water-swan-pair, 
nestling together, 
in holy town of Kudandai, — 

I offered worship, 
chanting the Mantra, 

Narayana is the good name. (2) 

GaioGia Gsuinf3Ti4g, 

Cl^rflcnsuiDiriT a_0suGu> 
asuoramit aerate. 

JBTCnaeh; 

arrutrarrm sirens, r^^eni. 

a>'j> ^iGDL^iriT ujcnigj ^0uumr 
Jbmuui £,ns5T 2_ti,uj rjjrTOT aoraiQQarcfsiGurai 
<bfTljnu.JOTlTTfT CT GffT |_D J^fTlDU). 

Father-of-Kama, 

our lord the great one, — 
lives in the heart of devotees. 

I found his Mantra, 

Path of redemption, 

Narayana is the good name. 
Seeking my well-being, 
through countless misdeeds, 

I sought the shapely women then. 
Lost are the good days, 
spent in this manner, 

more useless than dreams- 
of-dumb-ones. (3) 

"IfjjjGffutyCu i CcuswriQ cfiijp Ot in^rv, 

t tii i {? i *ri tjd'V' tt n fy, Qi; . i i 

*§ldnjrj«).ir* j$©jGX/rr '-•IfbiCTpd'lmGP S_C5"n Cu./Sip 
eifr.'H ,lflu.. 1/KhT' .' olfF-f'.-.I lb 

W<k' -SH.il ^CijVy r If 
I n>p J I rcTT ^ £.1 I, I 

fyjsurjj s>_ ti iuj . v,kmi <‘h'ZXS'(' kI 0 i.9»n&iraiO sir 

x a^rujOTifin <rnyrtc3))ii> r^rrira, 


Looking for success, 
stooping to low ways, 

I sought to sex with lurid ones. 
My heart went roaming, — 
no one could stop me, — 
alas; O What can I do now? 

The lord of discus, 
who took a boar-form, — 

his grace in store is a might-full- 
Well did he save me, — 

I know the Mantra, — 

Narayana is the good name. (4) 

5,CTT<ajGs3TOTT ^CgjTOTT ; LJ Qj OsLUj^J 

^0uCuS3’; 

&6raTi_GuiT ^’IrflgjJbGgjGcffT^yjd). 

Cl s, err crfl G uj rar .^G error; QscO 

^IGTHDlgCgiaif; 

i3!A>Q.9>6ffTg) 3?06U0Gn OujbCn)G3T; 
a_ch (TTcuriLD syjAgiJ spiprbC® <®" I 

a_L_iiiL| GTSumh asrarGrar igrt Gairrr. 

c^OTCuib i ja£y|iir rr,rrcjr 
5>agfTujGiTiiTn ctott^ilo 2>mmb. 

I was a tyrant, 

my ways were murky, 

I went about as I wdshed to. 

Yet I became clear, 
ready to be led, 

into a new life through God’s grace. 
I melted inside, 

my voice became soft, 

I was covered in my tears. 

All through the nighi and 
day I keep chanting, 

Narayana is the good name. (5) 

GnbiSlgrTcar, (nrt>Gr>tfo <st<s6tG3)i€3^ b ^rbfDiij, 

GTG3T<5,(<5} ^IJ<Sr, CTejT^i&Tji GUrTLprhfTGTT. 
r^HbiScuTn©i -^jf]<9-.3>n VQi(fTy9,i:>l.9ifT6n i.olrV)( r Vfc<£l 
s’ uS)fT ^t,£, ^OTa^'ff-STteb; 

Giitfji ,*■ t;. .mb tfltr»i.rr ij)^lctr 

'1 <5s n oSl C GVJ C)J 6S3T r^j &\, 

,V,l_ni -.l^f.rtSTi! a_UJti ‘T-aToy i9jGlT7r( H|! ' MLIT^ryT 9 l GF 

fVjirgrT-j iOTn crcang^ib it. mi ij.. 
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My Lord, my Father, 

my Kith and my Kin, 
my Leige, my remaining days, O. 
You shot an arrow, 
on Rakshasa-clan, 

and rid the world of a burden. 

I offered worship, 
in Tanjai Mamani, 

temple with walls and flower 
groves. 

O Friends, believe me, — 

I found the Mantra, 

Narayana is the good name. (6) 

lSIidum ® eu " 

§?" STOT0J £-SSJffiT. 

^Uftib mcosu" 

aeroGg.crararu-Cin'JU urrglii) 
QarrsuCluiH^OT '■ Cls"Cu^)Ga»a', 

lb l£) C3T; 

,g,y) M sjt<w (2,i_!i,cn.®Cuj Clfbrt<Lgt£l«3T; 
^yClLirujirii aiiBOTLSGir; umq £n a_iuUHi>'«n 
fTijrruj crnym ib rF> ctlo lq . 

You don’t know their names, 
or where they hail from, 

or what their temperment is like. 
“O Kalpaka tree!”, 

“O Friend-of-poetsl”, — 

you go and praise them in song thus. 
O, Bardic singers, 
come here I tell you, 

worship the lord in Kudandai. 
Know thy good fortune, 
sing and be joyous, 

Narayana is the good name.(7) 

*rrirfllCcui.-iit o>otmwo,ct; g>ii> i«v<* ®>(n)jbiu> 

->,<iTi:2:&jCerT £l(njg,$G«n«F inrar&anjs; 

1, jijjrfSIGsudt Gi iGino-Ciuev (Koranic; 

Qu0 :Qwa>g)i <9*," s_uSlr;o,(Oi CTCV)«v)ini) 

Q O jl n, G' O Ggu ChT 3 T q. O, *£1 ifl 0,0 G 611 60 ; 

GW 2_iuujU) <St,0l oafosrfl, 

S.-sljyar.esiT <?**'-• 

T-nijirmrason 6T«o«pu> finii. 


I had no schooling, 

I let my senses 

rule and to lead my heart everywhere. 

I lost a good life, 

O Fie-to-me wretch, 

I roamed like death on all 
creatures. 

I put an end to 

my roaming everywhere 

seeking a life of redemption. 

I found the perfect 
Mantra for comfort, 

Narayana is the good name!(8) 

0 «jd> Claeosuti 2 >£>$®un m iu mi 

u 0 gi)Ujn crcucumi) 

iglsuib jS 0 vi> GaoJiutb; ijbcnsfilaiiM 

<£((fT)Q61T!T0 GlJ 0 j£l 6 Ulil , 

6 iisvni>o, 0 to: iDjjgiiii &|bi l 0 v , l Guj)(D 
giiruSlgiii Qoojiuic; 

icuih g> 0 ib Qancucncu 5>ira T a,« 5 ST 0 Ga>nsijiCv_ .ar 
jE,iTijnujG!snT osogilii) 2 >niDii). 

It gives a good life, 
of wealth and family, 

and rages to ground all travails, 
facing devotees, 

then grants the rule of 

the sky and Earth with benign grace. 
It gives a man strength, 
and all that there is, 

with love that exceeds a mother’s. 
It gives the pure good, 

I know the Mantra, 

Narayana is the good name. (9) 

10 ( 0 ) 0 , a..6utrib Goncnso susMi^^cn© iom£,n 
io(^i €T>o,iurrn sinrdi 0 , 65 ) 0 , 60 !$ 
Clo^ClonsuncO gt 0 < 5 >o> OojUjoi £b 6 V iDrrrar, 6 u 

jgjraneij Clo>fiffinn0 rfloiOo,®*', 

^)(O,0-(bC, iitoj ^onupiflra'; ftiu" Giiflfti. 

rglfflrunTifilcjr; 

■jjlum^aSa ClonsooSlg^ib Cbcirgjj 

0,161,0, 5,tr<OT o,raTSrten 6fi)s>3i63T0>(O) 

.>nniTUjtfWTn gTy^Tg^iib f^rnovri. 
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Monsoon-filled tanks with 
gardens of nectar, — 

bumble bees hovering in Mangai,— 

Kalikanri sang this 


decad ot pure songs, 
with words of choicest delight pure. 
Call when you go to sleep, 
recall in distress, 
distress will flee, the song will 

.. . remain, 

Medicine for all ills, 

come O Devotees, 

Narayana is the good name.f 10) 


1.2 On Piriti 

Valima | Httseni | Adi 

Guir&un OiAiagj a.L.sOCW 

suifl #l«7ieu ffljanOTcSggj 
sjsuii srrju 2,am S i_ib Clum£l&, 

'% 6 ® dlfln®!!, 

^ia>(5'a_ni). 

■Jojlior lduSIcv) g.i.ibClau^i a,>-0®(5n«ru 
Qs®rgj ^gti i _, 1 

Vali, mighty strong 
fell to the arrow of the 

bow-wielding lord in the yore. 
Bees resounding in the 

lragrance-wafting groves of the 
Resident of Himavan peaks. 
Dark big laden clouds 
rumble in the sky over 
lakes of the mountains high. 
Where the dancing peacock 
caresses the belly over 

Piriti, — O, Go to. my heart! (1) 

ftCufbjft lli (Tft ft t_ 6VJ rfl(£j5oil» UGRjf' . 

'$ Z‘ ^DfT^ftP QumqO/JiuS> jfcrnb 


sSlsUfbiftGU CufTCUCUGST cfil (T) CU g 1 0 lb 

r* . . 

vpGU tpfnJ5)£TT SjJUJfTSSl fj. 

iSlcuai QftJsii surrsh smSl ® ^snaj^lrflg,,^, 

iSlifl^l Clssjrnjj Qg,0Gs! 

Monkeys came to help 
throwing rocks and rubble over 
Ocean to build the bridge, O! 
Burning down the City 

Lanka in the golden past, — he’s 
Resident of Himavan peaks. 
Mountain-like and strong 
elephants do call in rut and 
gather in the forest above, 
Where the roaring lions 
majestically do stalk in 
Piriti, — O, Go to, my heart! (2) 

gliU*.Oe,P6TT 

g»JSTtfbl0 CTu9fb<pJ 
gtcm^OftfTi* ^ujrr 

<@lqQftfT6TT O Cl Jib 0gcO g»GircfilGm_ 

@0!b5> 

& IQ OftfTGTT Coj rbJGnftuS)G3T rTjIT^ LDCU IT 

<B\ iDGrfl u9 CJf 

iDGraf) CffUipib 

l9 q uS)Gs3TfT0 CUCWT0 gjGTltfQtffTGU , 

gjuSlcuQftni^ii) 
Cl^cSrfryi^CDL f Qr?j(0G^! 

Dumb-bell waisted Lady, 
curly-haired and pearly-smiling 
tender Nappinnai Dame, — 
For her sake he subdued 
seven mighty bulls in light, who's 
Resident of Himavan peaks. 
On the flowery cushion 

showered by the fragrant Kongai 
over a gem-rocky bed. 

Making elephant-pairs 

sleep to the hum of bees in 

Piriti, — O, Go to, my heart! (3) 
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mpibGlfttrefi CI«i©«u!I, 

C£>(fTjCU63T£] £{&>& LDiriTOJli) 

Sa>S>& eunGneu" towA «>«■ uasn » ff 
®02>5> 5>* . 

ejesni&^n pjsncmD0uM 

iQujbgsi <©t©(2i «rrR«S®“> 

19)015,(2, iDnmrf ^(njsSGttJfT® @iP>S>(5 

,9*)$ Qsssip G'!b© C5! 


A terrible man-lion 

striking terror in the heart of 
Asura king Hiranya, 

Tore his mighty chest, — was 
worshipped by the gods above, 
is Resident of Himavan peaks. 
Wild variety boars 

dig into the mud and bring out 
rocks of the radiant gems. 
Streams in mountains lash out 
many precious gemstones in that 
Piriti, — O. Go to, my heart! (4) 


uOTiiiadT^yiSItrib 2 _®ni_iu 2 >«J ^W’sraiu 
udraftOenTO 1 ugtDii! crsitrpj 

^sreitbl^l CUfTGJTGUIT lDGnfl(ipi4 USjrflglJ 

@0&g> S>«> @e»usgi)- 
id creubQs-n sir Qtb0'5iG&ni4 

sSlaihg a_)D 

f0iSiro,gii ^i«nsu ($>&<» ujptfi'ij 
i9«53irii0 u,id Oud^lsii g^empBgl cugot© 
^gy>^Qgrr cyu h 

Qssjrgu Gjb©Cs! 

“Thousand-hooded snake- 
recliner of Milky-Ocean, 

Lord in the Vyuha state!”, — 
Gods in hordes do come and 

offer worship with their heads to 
Resident of Himavan peaks! 
Fragrant Madavi 

climbing high to touch the sky and 
playing with the cushion-clouds, O! 
Bees in gardens hover 

drinking nectar, come to sing in 
Piriti, — O, Go to, my heart!(6) 


ocngCtoiu 

^icna Oeuu CiD3,<sr>cu ^euiiioasn 

^suQeiTiT0ii 

2 >®-' g)ioiu$$l. 

EuGnijOeiij ions, a>«ifln)i ^snQsu^ln 

Qj 6THT^ip 6D 6TT 

^CDSTTlSI^ Gg>63T GgjfTlij^bgjJU 
iSl«7<3 cufTrfl £>G9T£§}cnu> iSliq<5n«9j 

Deep in Milky-Ocean, 

reclining on serpent bed, his 
feet worshipped by celestials, 
He's the lord who’s chest has 
lotus lady Lakshmi on it. 

Resident of Himavan peaks. 
Mountain-like elephants 

pluck the tender Bamboo shoot of 
mountain-growing grass. 

Feed their voung ones with it 
dipping it in mountain hone}, 
Piriti. -- O, Go to, my heart! (3) 


s,htt CUrai G«ni5)Gno,<Mn s,<3t«uotvj a,lig s ® UJ 
S>rfl suetrn Qff»nu, s,) g^tlj 
G unriGs,nsiT GcuisiCTiaaen i_|CH«oi,Tin 

g,(y)€filiu 

yjtoGluniflcu g)lDUJ2,ga]GTT. 

sjnGanch y,(g,s,sr>sng, gi_ibi luvibgi! 

tgOTlDGO" 

£nl0Ul ,(§JtL0. gcruoGujniTs,ciT 
G._ nsjGn j^uSliltb , -nsfil [§s5Tfru ^laOsjn^yjio 
i9rfl$ Qsotnji ^isnu, Qij>iet>G.3! 

Sky-tall Vengai trees, 

growing on the high steps with the 

pepper creepers trailing below, 

Fearsome Vengai-tigers 

roaming in the low steeps oi the 
Resident of Himavan peaks, — 
Gods in sky above 

gather in the lakes for a 

holv dip and flower-worship. 
Chant the thousand holy 

names and bow to his feet in that 
Piriti, — O, Go to, my heart! (7) 
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5rL '^< ®©*C1 u©«uj 

<©0^ ^fj. 

^Gfia^Li ^OT Clunjp^ SMs£lllJ 
<&((5ajsr>(7 igtouj^gji. 

CTOJTOTf) jglOTgj glOTtoCujniTS.OT 
‘Sl-FuC®™® GWjrjj, ^Qg,^ 

CWgu 

Da rk-as-moon less-night 
caverns in the mountains harbour 
hungry and winding snakes, 
taping wide above the 
mountain bowers hiding with the 
Resident of Himavan peaks. 
°°ds m hordes with Brahma 
gather in the worship of the 

lord in the high mountains, 

Chanting names like O-the- 
primaeval Lord, cloud-hued Lord, in 
P'rlti, — O, Go to, my hean!(8) 

9& *' ,u ‘*** a-wm*,*™*,* 

®-P gjujn (SH6!DL_ujrTU)6U, 

6J4V> rglcorrgu st i 

Cl|J(TT ) jj ) g,Si r , a 

&'fSi>S> E>su 

2>"5» IflGU^lu 6W„* sfilcrog, 

t ^iP 1 " M«r>ff cnfleu 
Z ' Oi«ra,®a,ai crfl CTrar Cl^^sum, 
Qedsxtrp Oj^C.?! 

Chanting thousand names, 
realisation dawn’ed-good-souls, 
saved from the pall of despair, 
Lind a source of many 
graces in the benevelent 
Resident of Himavan peaks. 
Pollen-spilling red 
Ashoka trees blossom with the 
hue of the radiant Sun. 

Foolish bumble bees 

mistake them for fire and flee in 
Piriti, O, Go to, my heart! (9) 


^ uuw*«* aujbg, Mtnot 

(tpLprtuaOL_ acrflg, c^rpi 

tusn * m rt‘ C1umft S(!!} 

inu) Ou^usneriOTi 

o^CWot ^^0 cnuioClurufleu 

_ UD rii on & uj it 

awlojOT^) sjaSluurGno, 

un0,i sc0 
^tSCilOTOT ^QiuiunCoi. 

Burly rumbling clouds 
gather in the mountain sky with 

roar of the thunderous bolt. 

Huge and mighty serpents 
take them to be elephants in the 

I inti of my good lord. 

Bumble-bees-abounding 

fragrance wafting groves of the 
Tiru-mangai’s Kaliyan’s song, — 

Hard-to-sing-this-decad, — 

devotees who master it will 
have no Karmic account. (10) 

1-3 On Badari 

M " tra I Kamboji | Mura Chapit 

(iPtbiDOPaguft ( 2* II c;jg 1 )0ic m ujir, 

gJtDtDffino, GuiTGuaOTcifl Qifldrs,, 

l S'(5!t>g ) i t SUSJ@ ^smsitujiTopsjT. 
' J£D ® AtiuCunsu ajrbftCuwsrfl 

Ou^ipcnsu aaiQ^uSlang 
nj ®® “"t** «-rirtL. suauj-TOT 
O'gi'fl 5v®raTisi(g)gjCio. 

Ripe with age, bending to see the 
next step, faltering slowly, feeling 
the way, ‘ere you tire away to this 
state, — the ogress came disguised as a 
mother; our Krishna took the milk 
irom the big breast, and took her 
hie as well with his mouth, and dried 
her to the bones, — worship him 
in Vadari. ^ j j 
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U0)r(?<5» fTCU, 

(ipsar £p»(5 G<5.fTCU £2 gh ccrrrf>1, 

6,6X31 <5rlp63T^J 

GldcO ^§(rF)i$, 

ggj CTC3T ^uunr £P {b$> &&D* 

^gmCTTUJCUlT 5J^fT(ipSaT 
LDgj| 2—OT3T GU€73 t(^ UC73TACTT UfT^LD 
GUgjrfl OJCT3Tf^l(£)§jGlD. 

Holding a bent back with one hand, 
leaning on a staff with the other, 
perspiring profusely, rolling the eyes, 
coughing loud and shrill; ‘ere young 
women call “O, this is our Father, old 
man”, in derision, — bumble bees 
drink and sing in Panns, — worship 
him in Vadari. (2) 

s> rffi^gh Cuftcu QvDiuj) fb*Jii>M » 

POtT CTT 2lGTTiTji,gxJ 2_CTTStTlb CTGTT^ , 

O JF)f/)l GT> ID Cff>fT5>^£l<5> >£fcip»J3TnjJ 

fglcSTQJ rTj0f^ja>fT(y)63T, 

Qfb(g)*U>! ^ffSTUfTUJ 
^uSlaih rr>iTLDLb OtffTCuGol, 

Q«.r5l Q^rTcn 6 UGTOt(^ u6TJT«'j,gtt uit(^Ii£) 
Qj^rfl citsarrrhJ^gjjCiD. 

Veins of the body swelling like thick 
rope, energy sapping, heart faltering, 
eyes rolling to see the path; ‘ere that 
happens, know what is right, O heart!, 
— where fragrant bees sing in Panns 
and chant the thousand names, — 
worship him in Vadari. (3) 

jGnsTT Gffnija* ACff? 7 JijQfiii'Q, 

i9o,grt «np CiPa»g») 

QtTGV&cn (Ifbnisudt e>U)ii)>Gu ;ipi. , 

*rT6iT»Cn ^*£1 , AGCTrpi ClOlD<bglJ» 

6t(^§,5jj ^lOTTrrjrTcjn 

suaencrr Limqii) ib t£fc,ip 

6llg»f^ Gil S77Tnjj(<Sygjj G IP. 

Eyes sunken and running, biliousness, 
coughing hard, legs knocking against 
each other, dragging the feet painfully; 


‘ere this happens, — the lad who 
grazed calves, and stood holding a 
mount against rain, is here amid 
lakes jumping with Valai-fish, — 
worship him in Vadari. (4) 

UG37T0 0>rTLDIT ^,G3T ^plh, 

UnGDCULUlT CUfUU ^(ipg>U) 

2_6WTI_ c9^£Uii), Qjni^fbgj ^rr^jib, 

«£>5>S> 2-GT>Vg>gil 

2jC5!Jt(^ 5>nGUCT g5GTI65Trf)l 2^531 OTTf§l, 
tfjcircrfl rp)i_GurT(ip63T, 

6U®Wt(^I UnQlib GjGfST gJJpfTUJIT63T 
GUgjffl GUCT3Tfil0gjGlD. 

Recalling with nostalgia your bright 
days, your love life, and romances 
through coughs and moans, dragging 
your weight slowly with a staff in 
hand; ‘ere that happens, the lord wears 
a cool Tulasi wreath humming with 
bees, — worship him in Vadari. (5) 

ffnij &,&) Q^htgOCcuct^ n-cncrr ejrhitfl, 

2_i_Guib, 

6lg)£)iT Guncu-s J)6)g,ib GcurDiUDU 
Cu/fl UjrjfT(LpGin 
<rrr£>ci»g, 

4hL_CiT»CU0> !h€!Tt I £><g, 

Gr>tD0j5> GdJn^l GTlii(olu(rF)lDfTGBT 
GusTOTr^j^gjGin. 

Feeble words mixed with phlegm 
come slowly, cough makes the 
body weak, mumbling incoherently 
like mad men; ‘ere that happens, — 
the dark radiant lord, the first cause 
lord, my father, churned the deep 
ocean, — worship him in Vadari.(6) 

uui I <a|uuii $p{b£> 

Liirjui igii 

s^Cjlj Glj(t§, s^j|>§>; 

5,mfT dj,it«jKniR63T; mtSinji 

Gir,n Qu563t ^fcVGunn- 

g,nib 41ffliurrg, ^ejitsiLD. 
cinsijUMii> rbnit^cfr cufTipcyih ^cjtitoti 
6ug,r1t cu£S3nh)(<9>gj|(.u>. 
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Copper-hued-breasted beautiful 
dames will say, “Old age is terrible. 
O, Look at this man spitting phlegm”, 
and laught at you. ‘Ere that happens, 
— our wealth and our life is our lord. 
~ worship him at Vadari. (7) 

wil Guiri£ljjr;rpraj(g gCgranfldr; 

a^grrcrruj 

& <§JCu«IT CTOTIgu Gusii) 

0«jKncn ^ib s.CT5iaraf)ujnuiT«0 
Sretb ^gst uroii) s-SluQ 

!bdi Qrt,rf)t Grjjirftasu a_^lcii. 
surrsm iDSug, gjtpimjrrrar 

aid'll sucOTftiQg^Gij). 

Lotus-eyed dames will say, “Ee, Yech, 
Go away, don’t sit here. Your coughs 
and moans make our hearts shudder”. 
Ere that happens, — if you wish to 
seek a new path, give up your damning 
passions and seek the lord with 
fragrant Tulasi wreath, — worship 
him in Vadari. (8) 

< ,SuGjT0><JTT GT>fh,lU 'oIiTjU/uS^SU 

CurTfEjjgj, ^(fi_^(ST7‘i. CTSTT^J 

KSoriia, pD&frvn Cungi & , 

-%RrjTi_ cSl n) rr. n(ipOTT, 
c^lGur^JdhCO ^Uj gtCTffT ^llp.TluQftrrCTJT^I 
^uJigLi) fE>fTlX>li> Q^rTGUG'Sl 
Sj i wHal 'o 1 fh ITST al^)IT(?^yrt_l7 (^>4,(^1 lb 

rhJ0(£l. 

Senses feebled, body overtaken by 
stiffness, spirit flaggering, throat 
obstructed by phlegm, speech 
incoherent, ‘ere that happens. -- 
Devotees of the lord, circum 
ambulate him with cool Tulasi 
wreath, chant his thousand names, 
then sing and dance in ecstacy, — 
worship him in Vadari. (9) 


sucsingl a,5*r G^ssr 2 _gki 0 

6ug,ff) Qj&0 toirsncua 
fficwrucv GcucSI Lonicna Gsu^a,^ 

&©SlujS3T p>ei5) LOncjscu 
Qe>n<mQi Cl^nsjjruiT urruj. 

gSIshiuSIgu 

^srarni aicOcoesu, pin 

^H^lGujnGlD. 

Bees drink cool nectar in Vadari, 
abode of our lord Nedumal. 
Devotees, sing and dance to this 
decad of song-garland by screwpine- 
fenced-fields-Mangai’s king Kaliyan. 
It you do, you will doubtless go to 
rule the wide sky, nowhere else, we 
know this for sure. ( 10 ) 

1.4 On Vadari-Ashrama 

Enamun \ Chakravakam \ Adi 

cjOTii CiP* ^ &\I> Swu) gyjgg,, 

gjsincwr gJsniDujGijn 

S,na Tcmsin ^aii, suarrfluSlcu mjffnj, 

iftaneu ctot scnaiS . lj6 j, 

Cgdr CanraiGu* 3,<T,us,ii> 

Qg,ibQJ 5,50 ‘fGuii Qaircnmiir.^i, 
ojirenajiT QiOTTfi^.J) 0,r£jcn<>,iiSi c jT s.tTirjGuDaj 
sea'll ■St.a.'fl'jnuig,^ a_€TTcrnrC^3T. 

Then in the yore, worshippped by 
celestials, the lord came as a boar and 
lifted the Earth. Then he svielded 
his bow and felled the miglnv 
Danava Ravana. He is my master. 
Gods bring freshly culled Kalpaka 
flowers from nectared groves 
wafting with divine fragrance, and 
worship him on the banks of the 
Ganga, in Vadari-Ashrama. (1) 

3,n.ra>lc,-.?M & ^cirvsu, & (7,1 <hju£> 

*■. -;s.r [y lyjjjr, Cl« ^ it, U&'Upcb 

IjCqi fTGP 

C5H hi ftODuOTT 06lfll‘n - . 

a*_aSln <*?,q irrffcgjj ><3> cnb ^(fEjOjcsr - 
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Cg,rir 3>uieog>gd ^iuGoth® C^eiA 

QaerTgu QasjTju 1 g«Tin)(CT)43i_, Qu©^ 
tUfroflOTII- (iPibl liiF* tf>l^j5T)AuS)G37 ftSDoClDoSi 
ffuaifl ^us^lrjfrmggji 2_5 ttotitGot'. 

Seeing the magic deer in the forest, 
my master shot an arrow, then also 
pierced the chest of mighty Vali and 
took his life. The lotus-seated Brahma [ 
and all the gods in hordes gather and 
worship him on the banks of the 
celestial Ganga at Vadari-Ashrama. (2) 

tg-GVjrSJSSMSUJ^ *l-£yjLD, GU ^J(T7jli> ^6(9^ 

@C2> @<rojDSu@iub, 

Cls,i_^ip67T Qan^^jQ^atPcu 
qrRj,^, 

Qe>rjbmeiJOT - &i£63Trr> 

CiDSurplGirmn e£t6,ii)t9co 
Gsucrot g^iScO Oariq. ctqt 
GS jGud) 0(5 iDCnfl jgrr4, aisj«n&uSlc3T <o,«T>fjCuscu 

su^ifl ,5»,a^!liTiDg>gu g^ototitGgst. 

The victorious lord fought a fierce 
battle and bound the sea, destroyed 
Lanka, killed the mighty Ravana and 
routed his army. He resides by the 
crystal-pure waters, in Vadari- 
Ashrama.The Sun gets ensnared in the 
tall hills, and like a fluttering white 
pennon announcing his victory, the 
Ganga flows from the sky. (3) 

iw-u9 a_67T<L<-?,4 Oarrccigji:,-, ,4 t. 

j'ffil’ iL<5ll (>* 3{j | ! 'o TfljfiTT 

Sloftfl b l, rr- dVlfttbl-J 4^f^1-STtvh 

Ct .IT ^(f^GTTrT t) 'IT65T £TLD •ulut^LOnOT - 

: |Q I \ ’ 1 

>V 4 ,'i.ipib Gur*rfl bujTj^i. -5MG5tiO si-,rr 
l£, ffiJT • ' *^ it £) .'£ '$£> &• 9- >1' tTiTi fl- ! iV Ad 

<3=€tf*ljC>.P«W 

■ i .0- if Q HID 22_T-n GTT tC 6!fl . 

Let me tell you, O Heart! Arise and 
worship the benevolent lord m\ 
master, who dispels the pall of devotees 


and grants the rule of the wide sky ot 
eternals. On the banks of the Ganga, 
where the pure waters wash gems 
from ihe ornaments worn by the 
fragrant coiffured celestial Rambha, 

— he resides in Vadari-Ashrama. (4) 

luii) .£§}«n^.A(g> iupp 

^GU 6 TT-< 5 )CTT 

Ou 0 ypsneu CluirjJD 

j£ituj gjOTc.*® an©*®- 1 * CTS5r Sl 

g,cwiTj,^L. QjGtrnjbS g *® 1 Sisncvoior- 
Qoih (ipa.il® a_«41 ^wm-cipib s.u>!bS> 
QaiiQundr Qstij G0suiV)<3>cSlsu ,g)«viU(£, 
cunii (ipB>il® ■s.ts>«nsiu51<riT 

a631fjClDGU 

sugjifl ^t,a41 ijitid 4>g>! S-sit«itnCo,. 

The lord my master grew up 
wondrously, — he lay on the lap of 
the ogress and sucked her big breasts, 
seeing which the good Mother Y asoda 
trembled with fear. The river Ganga 
flows from between two golden peaks 
on the tall mountain that bears the 
Universe. He resides on its banks, in 
Vadari-Ashrama. (?) 

Ca>iT^ia3irai(£) ^gu^gu Gay*"* s,ujgu e,£raT«sfl- 
«?© It'D® Oftniflsu 

utrii ^GOTiiig) JS!tiS«u ejfry o(igib (ipcii 

•_l ctP . cpdilcu <nj 5 OT« 3 !Gir cub flugiima' - 
a.nijsjj'ji ssSrannci. a®ib gGsiw auja.® 
s,(nj cu<ar>g iSloTS^ cripa, (g)4>i>l, 

Gumj«rani> ClansrjrrrLg, a,i^iCT.<6u9A! asniTSiDGu 
2 _ err (itr rri j. gut . 

For the sake of thin-waisted fish-eyed 
Nappinnai dame, the lord of cloud 
hue, mv master, battled angrily and 
subdued the seven mights dust-raising 
bulls. By the penance of Bhagiratha, 
the river flows splitting dark mountain 
rocks and pushing elephants; down the 
slopes on the banks of the Ganga, he 
resides in Vadari-Ashrama. (6) 
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Clcmb £ljD6U fi,6lflrij|lb, Cj!J63>6\)QJITUJ 
Gfilc3inClsniTrrgl, sfilffinTOTSTOJITft^ 

rnoagjA irj^,0(6^1i> 
errbeng, crib ^isiadi crib Clu0 unrar - 
^2>gcrff)gj ^lojrr gjcnarar ai633Tfii&, 
c^uSl crti> (y>s.j,$63Tn6u 
u>!i>2>(JSgj acisnauSleji acngCuicO 

GU<aifl fflTUl^gj Sl_OTOTrtCsST. 

The great elephant Airavata, the 
ambrosia from the Milk-Ocean, the big 
sky and the rule over the celestials, — 
all these that he grants to Indra, he grants 
equally to us devotees. My lord and 
father, my master, is worshipped by the 
gods, chanting in a thousand voices, on 
the banks of the river Ganga that flows 
down the Mandara-giri mountain. He 
resides in Vadari-Ashrama. (7) 

lfifT69T (Lpofljbga 6f>0 3>ncu Gytfl ^63>6V> 6U6ff)GTT3,g, 

Lnanroisutir, Guhot ! 0 !DS>gd a_!lG«uiT63T 

aa'63T(y>63fltj > 5iJ ,^161)631 2_L.6W @0 

iSlcrr&jrr 

2_<CIit iD@2,gil ^lujsiT ^gsnrara, 
gjfrcsT (y) 6 ^^)^ Geuin <£ln)Gu arruib 

gis£llTg,g,0)G3T-g>ClJlbutflrf,g.l q uj rrryfi, 

wn (yxafl Q an 5331115, a, s,raj«r>s,uSlG3i 

(9, €3) !J G lL 6U 

Ojg,rfl ^ys^lgaiogjgij suchGnrrG63T. 

My lord is the king in exile who killed 
the wonder-deer. He tore into the 
mighty chest of the Asura Hiranya 
Kasipu with his sharp claws. He is the 
benevolent one who rid the skull¬ 
bearing Siva of the curse given by 
Brahma in anger. On the banks of 
the river Ganga, — brought out 
through the great penance performed 
by Bhagiratha, — he resides in Vadari- 
Ashrama. (8) 

'•*1 fh rrc^Pi gg i£t n r rw;, ft)/j, gtt , >fy t gu 6 ?) GT* rf 

«5>t _<pj &_6U(0) 2k cffr t s#<ax;, rrgj^jtj. 
3i_ cwti err €)iu5lfbCf0fT«sjr» tijusyn dM_ri <sjuj i*>0. 
•a. 'i)> un,ib ujih J^L<5JTfT<#jT- 


^laratLib as 2 @ digjagy ,£|63irry ^ 1 ^ 00 ^ 

Gu63(1 ujrrerr ^Guiotju Qu 00 ib 
IIJSI310 LDtl 10633(1 gba, 0, oil 633 S, U$1 631 

«,631tjGU)6V 

cvafl ^silamogigi 2 _ 6 <i 6 iTnCcjr. 

The clouds, the winds, the mountain, 
ranges, the mighty ocean, the Earth, and 
all else, — he swallowed into his huge 
stomach. He bears the sky with the 
radiant orbs, and the ages of Time. Then 
in the yore, the river Ganga came ripping 
through the space from the sky ana fell 
on the trembling Earth, with gushing 
waters. On the banks of the Ganga, 
he resides in Vadari-Ashrama. (9) 

Sl J 0lb ^ 6 <Drj rfbfTfl, dh ft* 0> ifit C3T 

dhGlDIjCLO^U 

Gua>(fl ^i ) 0 SlrjrTLDa,g)j SL_GTTGnrTGF>(rn. 

<5>0ftJ <5)l_CU (LprE, J^rr GI)6T5TOTiJT63T63T, 

QjrTUJ G^JGlSl CldJlLJ^, l.j p)| 6 I)CVJ 
QjgibQdJiu^) ggjjgdiA gg*bgiiib QjGuGufTn’dTj ^ 1 

GljrTGUTSlMT 2 ^CVJ(dF) £L_l_GtTl UOMhcSl, 

.*§> 0 ^ «3>I-6U &_GU«5>lh CIgug^ 

(d^ 6 iDl_ fh &'S> 

@6S1U)UJ61J<T ^ 1 , 06)10 ®nCui. 

This garland of songs sung by Kalivan 
recalls the lord of dark ocean-line 
residing in Vadari-Ashrama on the 
banks of the river Ganga’s pure gushing 
waters. Those who master it will 
mile the Earth under a white parosol, 
then also go to the world of eternals 
and be counted among gods. (10) 

1.5 On Saligrama 

Kalaiyum | Knntalavarali | Adi 

S>GT»CUU _1 LD 0)rfltL|lb UrfllDfTS^LD 

^Ifflu^ub <9>ITOTTlb dfcl OigjlCufTlLJ, 

*Tl ar >cvhlj ib *?»dr*^ jstvt u_|ib jj^jsir■ Gifoiu > n fi 

s 1 & (SJT(T) fTGJ!, okll 6?1 fbl pi 5Gil • 
iDci'icv.. oidHiTGinrr^l -2^i'jT)C> tfjft aa ,u 

IL^Igtt l^n ^GOftJ^dJ. CUfTCTT 
a>€a» 6 vjG 1 J 68 T Cu rSH'VjJ^gil 8—6>f£>j£i tteS ' 

ifjn6n5»<i)<jfTii>ib ^68 j» , Offj^Cd»! 
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With bow and arrow, the lord went 
through the forest roamed by wild 
deer, elephants and horses, then made a 
bridge of rocks over the lashing sea, 
entered the fortified Lanka city. He stood 
in the battlefield, and severed the ten 
heads of the demon-king victoriously. 

Go to him in Saligrama, O Heart! (1) 

6£c6l <‘fcrT6urrt£TT)ib 

2_L OTT <n^fb2> ^ 

Quni^ujn cuiq 6UfTuj5 <srjiD gjigrbg)"® 1 - 
@l-id 

( gemi>Gajair ajcjui&s, iBffiroii s,u>(igu> 
g,,_ti> nn>(g)<b •3*> aj 

ansnA^'I'fuiLb tSiGTH-, OibtejCs! 

The trumpeting elephants, horses, 
chariots and footmen, stormed the 
bastion Lanka and reduced it to pulver 
with sharp arrows. He resides in the 
beautiful lakes of Saligrama with 
fragrance wafting all around. Gods in 
the wide sky come to worship him. Go 
to him in Saligrama, O Heart! (2) 

g< CljCTJ (£)CO GUOTlfJlMLD 

(ipg>GUfT CTGT3T ^l<j»0LD 

rQcu«L|fb ^(^(£5kb c^, 1 ^ 

rf)l6infT>tT63T; OcuOTTr^l g^JDCu 
cugucuott; GijfiGCTTnn gjib Clu(rF)iDn65T; 

fT <^IJ0>.9>n5>(0) CT0(CT>n631^JlXl 
<7<M61JSjT-0©.'lh ^Lp(bgjJ 

«9(Tcr5>^l»jn-iDib Qff)0Ctf! 

The lashing of the ocean, the ranges 
of the mountains, the passages of time, 
the directions of the Quarters, the 
Sun, the Moon and darkness, — all 
these are the lord’s manifestations. He 
bears a radiant discus, he is the lord of 
gods, he is always merciless towards 
unyielding Rakshasas. Go to him in 
Saligrama, O Heart! (3) 


aenrjnQT; (£)L-!i>6D£> 2— £,g>lD63T; 

0>fTCO fljfTGU ^W>€V3 GDGDGTTUJgj 

C,Oy{jn Cg)lT OGUGTTGTTli) 

Cl(5n)^)«TC3T GUfbjD^ qCSTGu 

CurffTOT; Gu«t ^uSlrjLD St— crn l_ iurrcrr; 

ffjtujn&r - g>rnjrr guujgO i&ipjbib 

5rrGiT5,^grTLDib Gib^C-s! 

The supreme lord of Urakam, and ol 
Kudandai, once bent his bow and killed 
the many Rakshasas who came battling 
in a sea of chariots. He is surrounded by 
ever-flowing waters in Tirupper. He has 
a thousand names. He wears a garland 
of bee-hummingTulasi. He resides amid 
fertile fields with water birds. Go to him 
in Saligrama, O Heart! (4) 

<§ 102 ^, 1 , eULtr&ardi 6 ku cumu sSli _0 

<^con), c^gugtt c^uStsb GurTGirncu 

G^GTTf^j(£) 5rt_rr 

G^CTTiCffiriJTfTrr Qu(rh)infTCTT; f^€T3TOTTnTrr^ipG3T 
*0o,g,l <9J,fr2>gil Si(ig!b2> Qu(J, UKSiipcnujA 
s>gu c^63Tj^i cjib^l f£lfimris,s,n2) 

g,0o,2>< T * -s,t_ii> 

oirc<TS,i£l!iinmB dlCTU-, OrbigjGs! 

The lord of discus is the lord of the 
celestials. When the demoness 
approched him with lewdness, he cut 
off her nose and sent her howling 
through her gaping mouth. When the 
dark clouds gathered with thunder, 
he lifted the Govardhana mount and 
stopped the rains to save the cows, 
putting his detractors to shame. He 
resides amid beautiful lakes. Go to him 
in Saligrama, O Heart! (5) 

CLIfbg) GlJUJ tf!—ItSI(TF>L£> 

flju51(fv>d> Gfi)y4)gsiii> s__ l_«? 5n a_swn 
GunuiniSTi; gifluj c?H f ^ Su06fj1«3T 

^rpCnfTUJ^ Q^631JT)i LOfTGUG'S^GiT'U I 
GJUJITOTT ^gULI (ipGlJlq. UDGWn 

3)fT GtGSTJJJ 2-CU(£> 
g,ITtU<Tfa5T; 5»fTUjn ID GO IT GUOTTOIGTOTfcTfT - 
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The lord sucked the life out of the 
ogress who came as a midwife. He 
also gulped the curds and butter of 
cowherd-dames. He went a-begging 
to Mabali and asked for three strides 
of land, then strode over the seven 
worlds. He has the hue of Kaya flowers. 
Go to him in Saligrama, O Heart! ( 6 ) 

GjCwmiT GIcvild eut/jbQiGn 
uifltu 

asrcir^iT ^asoth iSIsrroi ct 
sp^ojcji; srrCrar 

Lorr^rTj^Lb 

irxsncu 

1^1 GtD LD 

airsir^iu , #<ir 

SITOTaiDcjITLmi) ^SDL. OrFjlQCff! 

When the others watched terror-struck, 
he came as a man-lion and tore into the 
mighty chest of Hiranya. He stands as 
the two orbs, the sky, the fire, the wind, 
the mountains, the oceans, the worlds, 
and as himself as well. Go to him in 
Saligrama, O Heart! ( 7 ) 

OraifeSmT CTsjigih ag) 

CliDiiiuSlsu ty-jl smauja^g,! fgii 
a 2>2)J<SS IT j&raisuGWosjrQ 2_sug> cj(igib 
^Itflitni) QuiflGujnOTi-aiTOTr Qbotqj ctot 
CTff>$nriIj cfjrruii) £,h ctcstott 

fpjGOthtftfy ^(LpgjJ r£|7 ^ 0 LDfTfTlS)cO 

{bfbtbUGi r- Qum£)cu 

5iT€TT^^lrjrTL£)ii» Qrr>0C<ff! 

God Siva smears himself with the 
ashes of cremated bodies and carries 
a hole-ridden skull, roaming the seven 
worlds. He went to our benevolent 
lord and begged to be rid of the curse 
on him, whereupon the lord filled the 
skull-bowl with the sap-of-his-heart 
blood. He resides amid Sandal groves. 
Go to him in Saligrama, O Heart! ( 8 ) 


OairsOTg^Li g)rar(ipii> @arui)GujiT(5U) 
glcncsjT gjrcu larriiffSlOT ^g,c,c331(510 
^sratLir! eitDaGa <&|0sniriij ctotqj 

^icnsffiiTuiui GaauStcv ^ 0 ^ eTcucuT 1 -! 1 
svcmQ^ri CluiripoSlcir uLpsnagj 
sviuoSlsjr ^mujGcu aujcu uaujg, 
aararsiriDcnaasn yjaii ^cuiTagjib 
aiteirailgiTLDU) 

Bands of devotees, hordes of gods and 
batches of twin-thread-householder- 
edic seep, seek the lord’s grace and come 
to worship him in his temple surrounded 
by bee-humming groves and watered 
rieids where Kayal-fish dances and lotus 
blooms raise their cheerful faces. Go to 

him in Saligrama, O Heart! (9) 

3>rc0ir<^,0ii) glhugvj 

anen&Svnog,^ ^ l ^ s , Gnsn( 
ftTiT^ir qrrjcfilOT ujfiicna, Coijb&sjr 
AGlSlujOTT «J»c51Q^UJ g,l 51 ipiD n tiijnw < 
3i fr <3!> fr a_cua,j 1&l a_<sni_ tun’ll. 

cSmloijit r^cvj ffjrulQ ^ij. 5, ^cnu 
Gurr ^uSlrj(ipu) ^^jiflccrT^aT; 

@CDCuGlu 6l5>fT)£UL£lG<?3T- 

rhe dark-cloud-favoured Manga *' 5 
King Kaliyan has sung these songs on 
the lord who resides in Saligrama, 
surrounded by fields with waterbirds- 
O Wise people of the world! If you 
wish to rule the world of the eternals, 
chant the thousand names of the lord- 
Or else, sing these songs like mad.( 10) 

1-6 On Naitnisaraniyam 
Vanila | Sindhubbairavi \ Adi 

GUrTOT r^)c\>fT (Lp^jGVGVJ Gl J(^){b 

Lf>Hg)ljrt(T GliGJT (Lp€?T)CV>U iiuiGgtt 
Gu6iJ3iGGU7G37; ,5dg>6<nfftfTU 'SldJilj} GT(vJt#> 

CucngjCujG'yi iSljrjsfil Gn^niij ^ffyuu'i^ 
gjgss\ ^'Ggogji ^(rfjijjG^ti'jr; <n<?JTi«nrf)C6<J 1 <S®’ • 

^)GT)€mueurr t^co6filu5l6jr ^0)2>cing> 

(t GTirf) G GiJT OTIJ CUfbg,| 2 _ GW 

r^cmi fbGfi,<^ 

«nij > ifil 5 tt>rsjafluiaajsiT eTj, a nuj! 
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Moon-beam-like laughter, 
little-forehead slender-arms, 

beautiful breasts had beckoned me. 
Running after all this, 

I then saw the wrong I did, 

shamefully came to you for 
redemption. 

I had never thought of you, 
now I got to think of you,— 

memory of lurid dames receding, — 
Filled with remorse I 
came to your holy feet, 

Naimisaraniyam-living Lord, O! (1) 

cifijTfeoji ftn 

$<r>g>o>Gnnib , ^rn&cin&Cuj U3fDjbgiJ 

u)<.varr uuyj^jj 2 _Gnr»pu> Cura>Gix) 

Guira,<9C£3Ta(t Qun^^tcncsst summn; 

qlfl g>l_S,GT>0> ^t,lilCc3r! uinmn 
siifTcjTcunA(£) ^tcrffCcsT! ffutrCcsTmi 
2,«uii> @«n;D(£?'9'U> fl(j,suu) 

£ff)fbii)lffnrjG53flujg>giJ6iT ffrrij^fTuj! 

Shapely wide-eyed dames 
wearing anklets drew me 

making you and me forget Dharma, 
Senses suck and devour, 

giving pleasure for a while, — 

I spent all my times in this 
wasteful manner. 
O Wonder-cowherd-lord, 
bearing a plough in hand, 
king of the celestial kings, O! 
Feel thai are worshipped, 
by the gods in sky above 
Naimisaraniyam-living Lord, O! (2) 

*if) ,v*yipcvj idi 

AsSTOTl £)|(T 

Cl^rrcTUTi CofTttT jjiocrr ^id<t G<9UJU-|U) 
f lcu0)e<r'6iP&.<&) ft)fyt*i)&l(eGrrc8T’,GGiJCinGij 

Qojg irn .-smcuido^* 3»«ni_j|>£ 

tbn&Garr <ai(bf)i c ctt ^^cinq 
GS"< i 

CiT> T|. h 1 ‘J 'TI76Wfiu 1 4)j 5 ll ^ 6T|t)4Jf>fTlij! 


Gambling in excess, 
getting into robbery 

for the sake of curly coiffured 
damsels, 

Increasing lewdity, 

without any moral code, 

I did fail in my worship. 

Fearing the torture 
of the Yama-agents, 

Lord who churned the ocean! 
Seeking your lotus feet, 

I have come to see you now 

Naimisaraniyam-living Lord, O! (3) 

<SULDl_| 2_Gurrib <3Sv.fb5)GV IDSyiCTGftlcTMiJg, 

iS)fT)iT Gurgen, g>rrrjib ctottp ,@<aj(b€3VT) 
5)ibi5)CTTfriT i ibiDCTF g>Lcrr ucpr^l 

CJIT}rf)l C3^GU5>giJ GTffl CT(IJ[J(^liOTJT) 

G <9 LD l_SlGJTfTCVJ ^UJCjirr) UfT6iD6U€T>lUU Uftfe'ff! 
CTC3T QlOlTL^lojjgjn)^ 

fTjLbuCeaTleuibgxl 2_S3T <^G^>i_fbG<9>Gn- 

cnrPjiSlaiTfjcsafluj^giiCTT 6T<b£>rTtu! 

Forsaking the faithful, 

other fond and loving wives, 

those who go after the others’ wives, 
when they do die and 
go to the other world, 

Yaraa’s agents garb and punish 
them, 

“Sinner, come and embrace 
this damsel made of 

sizzling red hot copper”. 
Fearing to hear these words, 

I have come to serve your feet, 
Naimisaraniyam-living Lord, O! (4) 

^QliciniJUJlTCU «^l_ITUl |Sff3T0. 

gj(IT)n)j <,T63T(TJJ 

^flrr^GbiTcS,^ ^cofJicuCu • <rr<rjT(T)i, 

Gi9(T6V.)fTGU lOiru^j^) ^(T,C^,n! 

l^lciD6r3T^>/QCcV)63T <rfil(^>Gi5TLJ i JIU6BT ££<3T68>65T; 

G^rrcumT £>U}U.irrn, ^jrrcuOTinrT dbinqncu 
uQoJgji §>" G^nQ ifilanroa*^ ^i^dD 
QJjbgjl & ^l^Clilq 

nsC>.3i<sin 

6nfhL6l5fTfiGrafluj5>gji<rn erfb^^uj * 
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Those who when starving, 
seeking a morsel, came to me, 
but I gave them nothing. 
Hard-hearted cold one, 
lowly this self O, — 
thoughtless of the fruit of my action. 
Hot-spoken Time-lord, 
cruel and nasty, — 
fearing his terrible tortures, 
Trembling and panting, 

I have come to your feet 

Naimisaraniyam-livingLord 01(3) 

100^1X60 iflciw, Osjnjflcv M'flj)®). 

jjrnu @aro>0g,n(5)[i> 

2_ipaT;r)jif> a-uSliraCsn QairsiiGn)®!. 
iTsfiiGsuest ^t^Gufrco ;rF,u>«jTfTjT 
Limqcnuju ufla <SH(f'2>$CCi_GjT; 

uijtdGsit! urrn)Ai_cu ^i_*5)g,rTtij'. 

f^fTlq rFj(TS3T €uj)g)J, 2_€3T 

<£!Gni_|bCg> 6 ffT - 

crjfbiSl^rTgGiraflujgjgjGTT 

Bearing a crooked heart, 
doing things in anger, 

I did roam with hounds and 
enjoy it. 

Pursuing frightened 
creatures I killed them, 
without any thought for the 
poor ones! 

O Lord reclining 
in the mighty ocean, 

I have erased Yama-Dharma’s citadel. 
Searching myself well, 

I have come to your feet 

Naimisaraniyam-livingLord, 01(6) 

Q tool TTRJ xtj) CTT fedl ft, g,t ,£j GlJ ITu9 63T rrsu 

Guj’rifilfbghjih 

^)«VCUTrg,C3T 

gd(CT,*flssmn OffCvgyiB Cl^rrcCi Grs^l CftilGi 
gilCTTiii^lGsTTsir; drlcnniiAssfi f^,e^fT > 5>^TliJ , 
smc^aGssicjt iSlrflwrr 

6il IT65T6U ft !fTbfltCD IT&f^ CT(55TnjJl£> 
’S)lGy&C&ri. 2 OTT .fbCajSST- 

tfoTfbi&flnfjeffatlm^gjjcn cTjVj^ruu! 


Thinking wickedly’, 
speaking in harsh tones, 

doing many’ acts against Dharma. 
Trailing in the dreary 
path of the dead ones, 

1 did tremble sinfully my’self O! 

O lord who felled the 
wood-apple-demon, 

ever-in-the-heart of devotees! 

O Death to Asuras, 

I have come to y’our feet 

Naimisaraniy’am-livingLord O! (7) 

GJs£lS3TfTn ftoSlujfTiT rijoSIft CTCST^I ffT63rGLD6V- 
iaTP^jfTijGc,n' sufT(i^u) -grcun'i 

V*AfTs6ic3TfT(T QsiIlUili) 0£>fT(^1GTT11163TUJ 

IDt- 

0Qj>ii(giin. sv«jin®nTTT^ 

i-jncfilcaT^^it ^T6arQgn6v) ucuioc.\>iTO&nea3T(hl a 
U*Tg,Cm UOcSl n^dcjr UJGTafllTj^J CTG3T 
TbrrcfilcjTnco oj(b£il dn 

®)Cim_ 5 ,Ggj or - 
BnaiSsnijan^iij^gjierT cr&,^,niij' 

Kaliyar did set the 

five sense-organs on me 

saying go and torture him to 
the core. 

O Kurungudi lord 
deep-as-the-ocean hue 

you defended me from the 
tyrants. Chanting and singing with 
so many flowers buds 

offering worship to your feet, O! 
Through my poems now, 

I have come to your feet 

Naimisaraniyam-living Lord O! (8) 

£»€?63T ^'Cn i_<9 CHOlgigtl CTGTTl ^ 

rgiitliA 

a-CrjfTiDib Gfiijujfbgd 

piOdfl (ajfjihcffjLj 2^_«i &>&' 

8IJ 633t(p ii> flgSWTlh CTGfTfpJ ; 

5- GfU Bi ftlDSL.§) fl(rT ) C'jlgU&(£) 

£)erm ^0>ncn tDfr o>i_cu ^L_jb5> rTin 

[Tjnesr a_cr)L_ 3 ) g)Ctj££>" 6 u ^(^£1114 

eSrt«m jbG&Gtf 

cgsfbiB^frrjGsa^uj^fjjen CTr*55)^ , UJ , 
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Building a house with 
mortar of flesh and bones 
as the beams to support it, 
Thatched by the hairs and 

having openings nine, 

Self, is the resident you left there. 
O Lord of nectared 
lotus-dame Lakshmi, 

lying in the ocean, my refuge! 
Through my penance O, 

I have come to your feet, 

Naimisararuyam-living Lord, O! (9) 

ejs,w coa&i CT “ re!i|fl 

CT^iflCanr Cl*<nigg>lib etai gj jgcmiriCiurfn 
eui&i gccm©^ (ansitenflaflaisgi 
CTj>©n 0 >GT>Uj£ CT>CUg>gxl. 

a,tig,Ccu *«® lusir 

iditcjigu g," «3I aubp sucucunrts.cn 
^o, $n cocoujii (2> S5, '- J ®’ % 

a_ibi_r©i0 ^ygcun. £F,nGtD. 

“Gather O celestials, 

let us chant and praise him, 

never letting despair come to 
close us", 

Indra leading other gods, 
to the worship of the lord 

Naimisaraniyam Resident O! 
Kaliyan’s heart is 

love in abundance, — 

those who can master and sing his 
Garland of poems sweet, 
will be the rulers, 

of the Earth and Heaven both. (10) 

1.7 On Singavcl-Kundram 

(Abolnlam) 

Angan | Varali \ Misra Cbapu 

s,,-33! ©ncori $?" 

1|1 ^UJ .&< *!kf CT 

Oumas. #t,s.ri> «u>* a_<0'ltc' G.irijsjbS 
i4®fls,cit jg}r_tb 


snursi S.COT ^tjCDCST* Qami>L| Oa><Tsm® 
us>^lcitui>ujnco 

Qsrsis>ci!T ^J,cfl @CT>n)©s.ii) 

^1 rir s, G cu ip (S) cit n> G tfl. 

Singavel-Kundram is the place where 
the pure lord came as a man-lion, 
while the world stood awe-struck, 
and tore the Asura Hiranya s chest 
with his claws. Red eyed lions offer 
worship by heaping elephant tusks at 
his feet with reverence. (1) 

^aocuas, Guip comlr CTuSljb©] cty CAffsmfl 

j^UJ Q-| CTiJT C5T 

ClArrcncuA c^ftujfTcncar @i—jj>5» 

BtxH a_£lgrrcrtcjt 

rocmcuag. Cisco «ng,g,i cr^l^s, y,»cu coon 
gju* comij *®uu 

(Slsncua, ana, Gcor_n SIP"S> 

il isi a.Gcuyngjcj'rpGio. 

Singavel-Kundram is the place where 
the lord came, — his mouth gaping 
wide, displaying his striking white 
feline teeth, — and tore into the mighty 
chest of the murderous Hiranya. Bow- 
wielding hunters move in batches 
through the forest, the din of their 
hour-glass tabor never ceasing. (2) 

SJUJlb£> Cu£ CUfTOiCJ"GTT CTuSljrjlT}) 

CaifTcmfl ^tu 

•ajruujb^b oM/bii) gusti 2_<fP(jn'Cu 6Ud$n<b<?j 

^linonesTg)} <§l_ld- 

£^UUg}£> l£>fT6V|»i), (£>G3T0JU> 

.^saTfWiHib ©arrQj ^{£«unco 

GOjUJ^db kpQJ U_| LD l^CUCLirr^ 

afl f^ja>C6ULp(^63tlpGu5. 

With a big mouth, dagger-like teeth and 
surging strength the man-lion tore the 
might chest of the Asura Hiranya with 
sharp claws. Drowsy animals, broken 
rocks, and razed Bamboo thickets, are 
all there is m Singavel-Kundram. (3) 
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psiicutb Osucu Gcneu ClufrcsTQuujGijneirT 
GjgjGueir £_u9«X)ij 

cuaicSI ^aix. susir a_£lgrrGv euSn^a, 

^tlilDITOTg,) J^L-lD- 

asiicu rjjinmi a^gii, a_siluGunClgngl 

Sin®j 0,ip(jj7fT}l 

Qfl,iijGini> .stcOsufrcii, QflsOsu sjjOTTsxsmfl 
r£i <3, G 61 j ip (fl> OT 0) G ld . 

The terrible Asura Hiranya’s chest was 
torn with sharp claws, and he was 
killed, by the lord in Singavel-Kundram 
where hounds, vultures and the blazing 
Sun greet devotees who falter through 
the impenetrable path. ( 4 ) 

OiDsitiD Gujpojmu Qjreir eniStnjjy 6g.fr Sairemfi 

^|6L|G3JTOTI 

Clurrfijrrr) ,^ 1 , 0 , 0 ) 6ugtt si_^ijtTSu Cuit^{i,g 
C|®s?lajsir 

jSsiraj OiDrrsroiQ (Sj«x>jrj 

sfilsrihui,0 ggrfliu 

C.lflGS7IT 1 | 5.1167311—ib(^ CarTuSlsO 

^1 mj 5, G G1J (5) 67T IT) G ID. 

With a tearing big mouth and dagger¬ 
like teeth, a powerful man-lion tore 
the wide chest of the Asura Hiranya. 
His holy abode is Singavel-Kundram 
where whirlwinds cany blazing forest 
fires high into the sky making the 
temple difficult to reach. ( 5 ) 

STfflrgtb flficifa: £^>cufVi^CuLp sumii 

cruSlj)Qm' T 0 Tli> £_;T, <rrcxrr;i 

^ifybgl, GDuGsJtrriT iSOira.i' sgt_, 

,§U£>!DIT6!STg ) | ,f)L li>- 
GajuSIdr ipaupaisri rQexnji ifjen 

Qit>rf51isijrtiu a_(tg«»6H 

4,liflrj ,§■ ^onssTfl a.su0 .nnai^ib 

.ft nii 9. Go. ;p (SjOTnj G ID. 

Seeing the burning red eyes, bright 
wide gaping mouth and sharp bright 
teeth, the celestials ran helter-skelter, 
wondering, “What form is this?”. 
The lord resides in Singavel-Kundram 


where tigers peer through Bamboo 
thickets looking for signs to the wav’ 
the elephants went grazing. (6) 

^jbceib 63715 . i u SMjnjj, 

(Vf.SUGV(g)iD lSI rnG\t eb 
li 5E.l1P.fl ^ST ^ifl <^1,U 

<S'02>2i ^iiuMiGiigd fcjs'L e 3 ' 
fl, 6 J 163 !£flj ^ 1L|lb o'. CV .1 6lSlCV 

a_.EX.l_ GsDu^Tlb 

jfiox 6315. fl.cn .'D._j.b ! fl C\J 6'J 6e>6y7l6ixn5 

iflriibsCsijiji flicxi.irGiD. 

The rage of the man-lion reaching 
the sky, the three worlds and all else 
stood in fear. His abode is Singavel- 
Kundram where fire, rocks and bow - 
wielding hunters make it impossible 
to reach the temple. (7) 

Z> n !i 2>(i§iDu 5.(T«n(ipa,g)jU) ixagviii) <SS^ 
(y>®n;DUjnsv 

« 75 >£ auii(g> <{y,uj .gj'tJilija 

^ubiDDsngi tgh-Ui- 
ff.mug,S> ciifTex.s. Clr^jin^i ^.cSlijua A.60 

Gsuiijrtifl.cnjp G. JXibg. 
Gg,aja>5i $iun6vi sSIoti iflcufl.0ib 

nil a, G SD lj> l£) sir 53 G id . 

The four-faced Brahma and Siva 
alternately chant the lord’s names till 
their tongues swell. The lord who 
came as man-lion resides in Singavel- 
Kundram where dry pods of the V agai 
tree sway and rattle while bamboo 
thickets amid rocks, rub and create 
fire that paints the sky red. (8) 

f£,cuer»eu Clr^^C-?! r^m-b O #> it* : 

f£,l£>(ij)effv. Ul £,10 

r 2»icuG$U)ng,r £lccrT<D cS^uSlgfV, 

CffineTOTT 1 <ji 
-‘h<o : j ii-GO'IL L|GL.' 

^+ 5 ,iT 6 i,rii. 

&<>>><& ,i£f<r>n£ 

^ fat 0 >GgjjS 3! IV1 1 ” tp * 
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O good heart, let us worship our lord 
who has a thousand arms eager to 
embrace lotus-dame Lakshmi. He resides 
in Singavel-Kundram where gooseberry 
trees break heavy rocks. Palm leaves 
applaud and scavengerkites fill the path 
with their ‘Chill’ sounds. (9) 

Oari) 3>03T gfc.© @cnjD@®ib 

^lfbJ<5jGsijl^0C3T£U 2_S«ni_UJ 
GTfiithGTJ IT-&GST GTlb lSI g fT Gin GST <@0(3 

L|CO€WOTT 

UjrbJGT>5> c^4,CTTG3T LDOTgJjCl^rTCU JVr CUGJJT@ 

^icinn) <b(ins> dhaSliuffig 

Cl#ni)£3"><£T>lU fTGTTGST QdF^|dd7 fTGU LDfTCff^CU 

sDGVJGucun (IgcuGg. 

The red eyed lions worship with 
offerings our lord of Singavel- 
Kundram. He is our lord and master, 
praised with songs by the poet of 
pure Tamil, benevolent king of 
Mangai-tract, Kaliyan, who wears a 
bee-humming garland. Those who 
master it will be free of evil. (10) 

1.8 On Tiruvenkatam 
Kongalaranda \ Indolam | Misra Cbapti 

czHGufTftjjg, Lf){iul ^ 

,5, G-5>rT61ICU63T, (JTlblSl(JfTG3T 
sr,J '© t&orb Sjlsu gjuSleu 

O fh fT i_ (T [J) „„ i ij S, 53511'.ojtl i,, 153T 

Cli i_jCtT5itl55iciT sijmij iSlsfljbib 

MrriTGUUTlt _LD QunlBl(£) 

lal.grrj.ffcujcO ^lciincn*(2jii) ^tfinciri, (fi> 

GffiJlSJ&l LD ^iCTU_ , Clfb(0 5foL °. 

My Lord Gopala who broke the 
fragrant blossoming Kurundu tree, 
ntv lotus-eyed lord who reclines in 
the conch-filled ocean-deep, my lord 
of the Puranas who ripped the jaws 
of the demon horse Kesin, — he 


resides amid tanks brimming 
with fish, in Tiruvenkatam, — 
thitherward, O Heart! (1) 

ucncrfl umi)<g>i_co. ^ggli- 

«£ALD; ,@gfijs> GUC3T Guiu (LpetDGU 

iSIcrTcmcTTujn-iu a_uSliT 

iSIgrTGTT ^GUOTT Qu0(fl)lb 

G6uGfTGrflturT63T, 5>rfltumag, iDsrsfl r^lrrj 

GU CT3Tfcool GST GTG3T TTJJ GTGTOTGSeifl 

IT)fTCn(ol<2>rrrrjJlb 

Q5jGTTaflujfnT GU63<JTl£)0lb IDG^GO^b $0- 
Ggu r^j< 5 >i_ld c^«m_ Qfb^^Gio! 

He reclines in the milk-ocean and in 
Arangam. He lay as a child and sucked 
the poisoned breast of the ogress. 
He prospers amid sages who call 
him “White lord”, “Black lord”, and 
“Gem-hued Lord”, and worship him 
in the hill of Tiruvenkatam, — 
thitherw r ard, O Heart! (2) 

ifjlfijnD ujn uygjgij @!Dgu s§y? 

fl~i I—fl,<£S f053TlB GUfiiJl (Ggjvfil UJ ITlTilT. 

CTOTinjiib GurresTsuii «nff,Q@cnoing> 
2,ITLDGng ^Uq. GTCD LSttriTOTT 

AOTjSl lomfl Qurrupii^li_ 

— n itcSt. 

Csunhae ib ^«im_ Qjb(0«Gix>! 

The twdn Marudu trees broke and 
fell when the innocent child went between 
them. Celestials worship him as discus- 
wielder and bow to his twin lotus feet. He 
protected the cows against an angry 
hailstorm, by lifting the Govardhana 
mountain. He resides in Tiruvenkatam, - 
- thitherward, O Heart! (3) 

urnrg,a;b(if) ^cjrnjj t imjsah iann,Q.nai 

gjlc-Q Oajejtir) UIJ(CT|3.i_IT, 
Go,rrj,g,) < 5 tril(£> .ayurr g,ib umquSte (a,rtCTici) 
l5l 5315331 ijjff, 5TLO CifSfTGtlGU63T, 
•'Trbj^oioinrr ^ij-, sl. cncnno. ^i_- 

QoJJbCTliS Giocfilu.1 5Tlb tSlqiTOTI, 

‘t'ibj.'ti >g>t ib CsnsinGi i5C,i)> (jy 

lb aiSiilL , 0»l-,(5TlllGlo! 
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The radiant lord fought a victorious 
war for Arjuna. He is the cowherd- 
lord Gopala who danced the Rasa with 
the Gopis. He resides in Idavendai 
and in the hearts of those who worship 
him, and amid groves and holy springs 
in Tiruvenkatam, — thitherward, 

O Heart! (4) 

GU653T 6?DiF>UjrT€3T, 6HOT3Tn<£j>(i£) f^fTUJ&GST 

GdlCTT6$uS\cO Q^63Tf^J UDfTGJsflujrTlij, 

ldgtjt cnaujasO LogiTLogub 

6J(Lj)lh CTLLJ5j CU€U5>fl63TnsirT. 

GTG73T C<na,UJfT63T 2_CTTOTTrT63T ,@00- 

GjrrOTicu GiDcfiluj crib lSI rjiTccrr, 

^IgOTT GDSilb U)fT gJUJlT $0- 

Gojr£j<£bl_lb ^)C3)L Q(T505 Gld! 

He went to the fire-sacrifice of the 
generous Asura king Mabali, as a 
manikin and begged for three 
strides of land. He is the strong one 
who shot an arrow through seven 
trees. He is the many-armed one, 
the resident of the Himalayas, the 
lord of Tirumalirumsolai. He saved 
the elephant in distress, he lives 
in Tiruvenkatam, — thitherward, 

O Heart! (5) 

ctoest §\anaa>i^j)ib cjy? s_cus>(ipii> 

QjrrrejiCI Gurcejt GuuSrbifilcu Gutiigsi, 
u®HT0 «j>rr< 94 ,cu,@cnevju uehcifl O&nsOTi. cuot, 
urrcvj is$s>(S) @i_n gnOt&GuGS'- 
6^C53t £)rr>cu 2._ri2>g l l 

GKGudj&aidn 6^6TT GTuSlfb^ljDfT® 

$fT)Cb ^jfflturUUGTJGTT g&0" 

GguI^J(9jL ID (^OTL, Orb^^GlD 1 

He took the eight Quarters, and 
the seven worlds, into his golden 
stomach, and lay sleeping on a fig leaf. 
He rid the waning Moon of his misery. 
He planted his claws into the 
mighty chest of Hiranya, coming as a 
ferocious lion with sharp white teeth. 
He lives in Tiruvenkatam, -- 
thitherward, O Heart! (6) 


un0ti>, j§n GTifl s> nn>(§\G gut n(^l 

<^t,s>ns(ipii> @gtigu ^t,u51snn«si, 

Gu 0 ib <£H,uSlrjii> Gljs t£lG 3 nn) 

6 )iduiSIg 5 I Gu00ii> @1-10 
&n0ii> sunn uctfl J^sir s6)s.ibiSlsff>t —& 

Gsn0ii> toft (ip^lci) Cs>niij<bEl, 

Gs0ib sunn Gunj£lGu (S>,t£ gm|>Igu $(2)' 
Gsuriis>i_ib distil Grbig^nCio! 

He became the Earth, Water, Fire> 
Wind and Space. He is spoken of by a 
thousand names. He is birthless. He 
prospers amid groves with dew and 
fog, under a big sky that pours 
incessantly in Tiruvenkatam, 
thitherward, O Heart! V> 

^uburjib .starreu, s,nsu, ifjGmis, sguu> 
iQsinfD d&unan Gs>n«in 
6uibi_( 2_cund) incurtGioci) IDG'S! 101— 

Ux£iGV>S> g> 65 T Gs>n(lgn>G 3 T 

Ga,mbi 9 OT @«r>u idls, (f)2> 

iDirg,n §gtt mi> Gs,nrp|iD 

Gaib n«stib ^gdgd s>nsuGb Gs,nGrr f!(2) 
Gcui^ja.i_ib <9i«oi- Gibi^aCiD. 

He is manifest in Earth, Water, Fire. 
Wind and Space. He is the king ° 
gods, the bee-humming l° tuS , 
dame Lakshmi’s spouse. Thin waiste 
gypsy women sit on lofts in t 
treetops and watch over the tracts o 
red soil in Tiruvenkatam, 
thitherward, O Heart! 

Cuaib @«rr , 00 !E>nioLb <nCQ gt(i Qg>&'° 
ClstisOsSl j9*Sl iSIg 3 tsb 0 U> 
CudKurrrr s,gjhd 2_iiMu cunr^iSl, 

6I03UM ^®l«.©ii> iSlonc" 
suns ixxt is Gun «unfr GLin^lcu 

0,jp g, 0 ih S_GU 0 S >0 GTsunib 

Cg,smnujs, idctigu® £!©- ( 

G«uiis.i-ib £»«?"-> On,ig>sCiD 

Those who recite the eight-syllable 
Mantra, over and over again, 
elevates and rids them of their birt 
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He resides in fragrant blossoming 
bowers as a beacon in the sky for the 
dark world below, in Tiruvenkatam, 
— thitherward, O Heart! (9) 

Oeibis,ujsu ■Slsnstra.gii ftcnffirw, $(Jr 

Gcurbjai-iigjl 2_«T>!D G«e9su67>6st 
l£)Pij£7>5,Ujn cJ,Gn6UGlJ63T S»6'Sl5>G3Tfi)l 

SUSRT g>ifiljJ>-5 Cla®CWti«u io<toti6u.s,«tt 
5ftlCT10> ^SSTrfjIg) 3—671?** 61*69- 

Gurrrs,«n g,tgpiRDS,ifS>Gsu 
sur^j5, Lorr &l_go gidcuuj ib #>rrGu cun 

Guadr a_co0 ^GneuCg. 

Red fish jump in lakes of Tiruvenkatam 
where the lord resides in affluence, 
praised by Mangai-tract King Kalikann 
in fragrant Tamil poems. Those who 
master it will rule the ocean-gndled Earth 
and the sky as well, without a doubt. (10) 

1.9 For Tiruvenkatam 
Taye \ Senchurutti | Ekam 

5>'tCuj Grcarrj^jii>, SjffdGiD 

lD0>5>GT7 GTG3T(plLb , 

‘jifb^Cui uilQt (TL^lrV)G5)<s?rr;g)J^ T6;r)G3T ^ > 

5>rT6TOTUgjJ ^6T>5uS)c<JTfTGU- 

CciJUJCJLLl yjdjQurTlpGVJ 6^671 

^QCTjGc'jr^j^i—GDrT !- 

JbfrCuj^ GiJfbgji <^61TH 

CT65Tcsns<jTft Cl5>rT6yyii_^jGcn. 

O Lord of Tiruvenkatam surrounded 
by Bamboo thickets and fragrant 
groves! Melting for Mother, Father, 
Wife, relatives and friends I sickened 
and suffered. This dog-begone self 
has come with a desire to see you. 
Pray take me into your service! (1) 

kDftOTTgjuj«ff>OT3T IDi -GUrWT ID U J <9> ^>) GU l l0fT 

£1 GU £h <£P>I 

(bnCeui (F,rT63Tndi)5, jT>g5>ii> l-|(2>lD urT<n.iib 

Oi? UjG^jfaTf 


Gg>G3TGJlil ^ibQuni^Gb (gpip £9 (TP) GGUrbJ bi¬ 
llin'LDGT) GO <TT6TT 

^GTTmll! GUfFjgj! ^63lL-JbCg)G3T: ^UvGuJ€<D63T 
_ O^fTGTiJTL. (^TjGcFf. 

O Lord of Tiruvenkatam hills, 
surrounded by bee-humming flower 
groves! My Elephant! Caught in the 
lure of fawn-eyed dames, I stooped to 
commit all kinds of hell-going sins. 
Today I have come to you. Pray take 

me into your service! (2) 

Ga,n«iiC;T)OT ueu e_u 51 « 7 > 0 , gr 51 AGo>n 6 n 
@6un'®r>uiuSl65n T 6Vj; 

STcjrCtDglKb @6i*9g,| <§ 4 * 

2 -<sr>(J 2 )g)l c&iif'CujCT - 

gS3TJ)J6Tlij CiDa>U)^l^' | i g 6 lfllTUMTlD 6 S'eu 

G 61 ) nil i9> 1 — 6V )T! 

^,otG® cuigj ^ani_n>Ca 6 Ji; a^CiL/emc? 

c ^L,L_0«5irrGOTTL_(fF)G6n. 

With no aim or purpose in life, I went 
about killing people. I never knew what 
it is to speak a kind word to people who 
came seeking my help. On the hill tops 
the clouds rumble in cool Tiruvenkatam. 
Today I have come to you. Pray 
take me into your sendee! (3) 

06VJU) gjOSST crg,g)6ir>63TU4ib 6 lff)ibCg> 

tfi il» 5>0 g) nip ii>G5>63TI 

r?,GUlb 0,fT63T «£<3Tpib ^Gguctt; JT> 6 V>GU^J Gp>fT 
^rQib Qsujgjjii) ^Cguott - 
r^Guib CgjfTiij (y3«^6U Gsn Qrbf§) 

^l^n-jGoJfhl^hL OJfT‘. 

,^GincurbG§> 6 ifT Guibgsi ^cnL-jbC^G^; 

^iq-Ciuemcan e^,L- G 1 < 5 »n«yaTL_(fT)GGn. 

In how many families I have taken 
birth, and died, laboriously. 1 have no 
goodness, nothing good have 1 done so 
far. Dark clouds rub the ground, over 
the foot paths in the hill of 
Tiruvenkatam. Today I have come to 
you. Pray take me into your service! (4) 
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stu unsiiii) uweuld ^gensuGin Qaiugj, 

^cnerrgiQgnjP ijiC^siT: 
giiuun! fSIcsT atuvGuj Q^m_rrj5g„ «Jg)3>eL|ib 

i*j i - 

Claui_| gltjsrejsnrr^jp <90G«ursj*i_ 
U3fTLDGDOJ ff765T 
^uucr! eujjgj ^(cni_ij)Gg ) £3r: < ^i4Giucnsn 
^,ilQft(Tofi!n_0Geti. 

For ever performing sinful acts, 

I became weak and sad. O Deft one! 
Nor have I chanted the glories of your 
feet. Copper-like strong mountains rise 
around your abode, my Father! O Lord 
of Tiruvenkatam, I have come to you. 
Pray take me into your service! (5) 

IflCraT^lil giTCT(fl $>rTG>jl£>(&a» 2_©JfT6L|Lb 

qcftr ^(V ^(cjrgiJCTT ncuibiSl^) 

SGfTinbgjI CTLUaQtfjITlfl^G^cjl- 
cfileJCT r ^rT rggfr ^rr 

^S^GcunijsiL. ®Jff! 

^CJSTCWrn- Cljf^gj ^HCD^lTjG^cdT; «^l^GlLi©F>6ifT 

Q5>rr«3im_(2)Gcn. 

You are the Earth, Water, Fire, Wind 
and the cloud-bearing sky. Carrying 
a wound-festered body, I have come 
groaning, weak and tired. O Lord of 
sky-tou< LingTiruvenkatam hills, my 
Elder! I have come to you. Pray take 
me into your service! (6) 

Cl^fflCujOTT urTC\J<9>65muJU UCD ^aUDAvTT 
ClflUJgjJlfiltl Gi &P\ 

1 '^'Gujott ^uSlsiJTiSlSTT, 6ln)iTff£0» 

€J6iDLp 

<5>rP G^* £)uffi£lcu f>rr xtcncu 

ClifT 1 

GuJbgj ^i^Cujctxpp 

Qo,rT<^5Ti_ (•fFjCirn. 

Even as a lad, unknowingly, I did 
many wicked things. When I grew 
up, I ran after others and lost myself. 
O Lord of elephant-roaming-groves 


Tiruvenkatam hills, my Master! I have 
come to you. Pray take me into your 
service! (7) 

CjfjfTfT)GfT)QT UCD iSlrDSDi; rrjj CTTST) £jT3b 

ftfTGWTugd <£>1^ (^jCiTJ^uSIUTfrCv , 
«sjrr)C(T)63:; iSlfrjuCu @l_it 2_ft)iT)<£rrcirr- 
ffiii) Ou^iDfrtfjr; 

Gancl C&Gjrr urTiy^gjj (£>6^^ 

GsiTCXjCU (£*,£> 

«^Lir>Grr)G5T ^ffD^rVjG^CTr: «^m.Guj«r>6ST 

S*>L- QarTGjjTi-^Gcn. 

I have gone through many lives. In this 
life I became ready to atone for my 
unbearable Karmic past, because of 
my desire to see you. O Lord of 
Tiruvenkatam hills, with cool groves 
where beehives on branches overflow 
with honey! I have come to you. Pray 
take me into your sendee! ( 8 ) 

u&Gnjej «j>rarrruib tgGsuear; uneuCio Oeu-igs) 
utrefii ,';’',t 1 Csnc... T : 

innjGjrjcO sgGrrjjj ^irfJlGiurar uiituiGcst! 

ffrriftCTT ifirT^GllGffr 

fhc'oCojeir umu^gj s£(ig0ii> a> id cuss-ci 1 '^ 

Gcumi5,t_6i)rr!- 

^ijjCnoOT Gurbga ^sssi_!bG«,sji ; _^(uiGujgs*s jt 
Q«,n«j5Ti_0Gsv. 

I have no support, all the while doing 
wrong I became a sinner and knew 
nothing else. O Wonder lord, my 
Madava, O Lord of Tiruvenkatam 
with lotus ponds where beehives on 
rocks overflow with honey! Freeing 
myself, I have come to you. Pray 
take me into your sendee! (9) 

0.G73T ^.UJ, CJtp2_ Cu (&)<fh(&y 2_LiSln ^UJ (r,Lr 

a> n fTSHSWTCffUrGiD 
<sfjl€ 55 ^ 0 G 3 <JT r Tn <jy,rrt£i UfJGkjLD QufTl^lcu 

CcuftilbL ■ 

6) C-TTre^rr t_oni r»j<9,6n $1 <r^ i q( hi 63>^ 111 a 

Gsirreifr 

i JGifjT^ijrT i ini co uuu960©J^n^»{^i 
GTi e >J . IJ rcit ihJ G 
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The cloud-hued lord, dear to the seven 
worlds, — as eyes and life-breath, — 
is the Vedic lord of Tiruvenkatam 
hills amid groves where even celestials 
come to offer worship. The strong 
walled Tirumangai king Kaliyan has sung 
Pann-based garland of songs in his 
praise. Those who master it will become 
freed of Karma. (10) 

1.10 Address to the lord of 
Venkatam 

Kannar \ Nadanamakriya \ 
Khanda Cbapu 

<s»«rar 0 ,l_cG frozen* 3,0 

^tST) ft)GU G5T £GST 

6lcn<3>3,<j 3171 b 0<9Cu 

2_lU5,^)fTlLJ * 

GfilGWTCsireTrriT Q/^njigib <on 

iDGiTi tiU ClDUI 
<SHm.C.U«I @UW>fJA 

&, GTO gtt uj rrC uj . 

T) Elder, Resident of Venkatam hills 
where the celestials offer worship! You 
rained arrows and rent the mighty chest 
of the King of ocean-hemmed Lanka. 
Rid me, your servant, of my grief. (1) 

. j£)d>(<9) igcr-fT) 

0GVJtD vcncn, '7)^fTiq.u i_<cn 

lb ClDU.i 

gjjcnu uplqiunuj <£*0fcTTfTCuj. 

O Lord wearing a beautiful Tulasi 
wreath! Resident of Venkatam hills 
whose peaks rise without a peer! You 
rode the Garuda bird to destroy the 
clannish Rakshasas who ruled the 
Lanka kingdom. Prav grace me. (2) 


jSiT cS^jiT iglcogjjih cynggn 

gjrr c^&juo ^crflnCaicb gjiuSIsO 

^it $(jf,Gs>ji4j5>u tDa mcmeu Giouj 
Sty}’' c&i(ip0f 5 ^m.Ciu'b© ^^cthGuj. 

Insatiable ambrosia! Resident of the 
great and wealthy Venkatam hills! You 
swallowed the Earth, the ocean and all 
else, and slept as a child on a fig leaf! 
Pray grace me, your servant. (3) 

a_OTm_nuj a_r61Gu>su 5,31 Qrtjiu ^(yigji 
Cl5»ncOTTi_(TtL (tfjfDcrr ,£M,uj j§€uib fpit 

^u^ujitCgu; 

,00 G^ITUJ S^{hf}G} (PjGgu fh I_ID GlUllJ 

sSHOTI-It! eStm-Cujglia.^ ^(^SriLlrftujITCuj. 

O Universe-lord, Resident of Venkatam 
hills whose peaks pierce the sky! You 
ate the fragrant butter from the rope- 
shelf, you came as a manikin and took 
the Earth in two steps! Pray shower 
your grace on me, your servant. (4) 

jyrran ^ia>©n0 ^Mifliunui <aj<b£i 

CgjiTbarr/)! 

Cu<J57ta 2_l. GULD l5) CTT^^l ll I. mil! 

$0C<iLiriij<9)l_ ion iDGiDSM ClDUJ 
GeMtGn ty,(Tff >otutuj mu 0r5l3>G«!MTGrt 

CTcmcn r^C. uj . 

O Serpent-reclining lord, Resident ot 
Venkatam hills rising high! You apeared 
as a man-lion from out of a pillar, and 
split the mighty chest of the haughty 
Hiranya. Pray take notice of me.(5) 

u>63T'3nn tD«5^ffu iSIjrffifitaTui - £.3>.£1 

3>w31 gttfffT Q.'JUJiqib 

3)VjiT>G\J6U GUT 

vblffln ^4,n (ip^lcu Ctfri ^l^CGTJfbjAL J) Cldui 

GTXJ3T g^GTyetP GTGffT ^UUiTUT CTGU* 

Sfc_ C7ITn( D (,TI. 

Mv Elephant, my Lord, Resident of 
Venkatam hills lit bv the lightning of 
dark clouds! — he is mv master, he 
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rid me of my lowly mortal birth, 
made me his, and gave me service to 
his feet. He is now in my heart. (6) 

umtot ejw mu cr$rr aiijjg, 

cjip sfilratu Cl«rr>nj euenijg, 

C&nGrur 

GsCot ^I^Gsuriiau mu m«r>cu Gmuj 
GairGcsi CTsir mratm ©uvCWotQ 

@© 2 >: 2 >nCuj. 

My Lord, sweet as honey, Resident of 
the mighty Venkatam hills! For the 
sake of the fawn-eyed Nappinnai 
Dame you fought seven fierce bulls, 
w ''h y° u r strong mountain-like arms! 
You now reside in my heart. (7) 

Gaujor ^arrflajrar ctott rflrgangiUtOT r£lan;r) 
loniucffr, iDGffrjfl cjjfTCTr ^>crf) Qgugjst gjtjGnrhi&di 
Cciuu cfilcraT0 Si_^liT CcLinijfl,i_ L£>n iDCTlffi) Cldixj 
^UJ^T ^CVJCVJg,! IDjbj)! ^r5»GujGc5T. 

Lord near, lord afar, wonder-lord who 
stays in my thoughts, — he is the 
Resident of mighty Venkatam hills 
where Bamboos burst and spill 
brilliant gems and lustrous pearls. 
Other than the lotus feet of the 
cowherd lord, I have no refuge. (8) 

Gu£,a>fmj; CTsii mani u|(g,!i)S>nuj; mGiirafl 

j£lssTnr)fTuj 

fbJbfijfVb Otf.fT^(65 -Go T £>idiS! 

^Ir^^n.DGJ^Guj ^(rFjCGurhJ^hi ib Gicuj 

cr^niii ujnein crrirfryib 

sfilGi_Gar. 

O Lord, source of eternal light, our 
master, wish-gem, Resident of 
Venkatam hills! You came, entered 
my heart, and conquered it. Now I 
shall never let you go. (9) 

sfil fTfT ID 601 * oGl) fTjJ fh l ID ft Ifj GtT) 60 G LX) U.J 

iD6v> rZ^o ^irjcn C^nch iDertffi 6D6iTOT6tfffT<o5i 

^UDLOncDCST* 


&>€0 ^jIT $rj6TT G^jITCTT 0>g61uJ€ 3T £10 rT63T63T 

Lorrcsncu 

GucuGVjrrrr ^eurr cun car glut gj nG id • 

Kaliyan with stone-hard arms sang this 
garland of songs in praise of the 
Resident of boxv-wielding hunters 
Venkatam hills, the dark-gem lord 
with strong arms. Those who can sing 
it will become celestials. (10) 

2.1 To the Heart in Venkatam 

Vctnavar \ Anandabbairavi \ Adi 

GUfTOTTGYirr g>f^J0.6TT •‘flJT-jCDg, CufTGU, CT63T 

Qjb^GlD .gjcaflg)! 2_CYirbg)J LDfTgjffH 

LDaCSTGUlT 0>I^J0>6TT .^{LDITfb^J 

S_ Cff)JT)^CTTJT) CT n?GT<$> 

thncsuajn @0 

GpfbH&) Gcufb)0)t_li> GlDsfil iDfTGWT (0)2)^ 

^j63T c£*fbfi)6renb(2) 

Q2>fTt^lc0 L_i,6y3Tt rrGui- 

O Heart! The lord resides in the hearts 
of sages of great austerities, and if 
Venkatam where the fragrant smoke of 
Agil, burnt by foresters, rises high¬ 
lit the yore he came as a beautiful 
Vedic lad. Like the consciousness of 
the celestials, today you too have 
entered into his service sweetly. (1) 

e_it)gi 4 ajtntm cTsjrgj e^an rpj ^suit sj?© 6 '’ 0 ’' 
sua,fbg>6u<t a,mcy»m mcranXlcvisu 
tSIjDsfilCiu C1 s,0uu(tot. «,otjt 0 e 163 ’ 

GltbtgjSiii eTsiri 

(«)2)suit Lnn3>rTo>CenfT0 sussarQ 

gjona un0m Gsviiai' (b9>> 
^jdSU 63T rf,mu 0>rD(O) §]OTrp ^u^eimeg) 

Glftniflcv ^siiiiiL nCw. 

O Heart! The lord has no relatives 111 
friends on Earth, and gladly rids his 
devotees of their birth. That perfect lot i 
resides in Venkatam where gyP s ' 
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women join the chorus of bees in singing 
love-songs on Kurinji Pann. Today you 
too have entered into his service. (2) 

@6*TC31L_ ^a^uSldT Cl0,fT6*T0 Gl^lTwdftll—IT&CTT 
GjjbQieunn a-njGcuriQii) suitoflcm.* 
Cls>n6OT0 Guniij s>6irei0 

6T63T GTGSTUfUu! 

6UG*T0 SUITlp GUI_ CculhJAl- UJ6IDGU 

GanuSltu ClftrrGjj70 ^g>GG3tn0ii i£i£)er>a 
^GJJTLID <3},6*T0 @(5‘j‘-l |, fl3(2) 

Qgjiri^lcu y,6*TL_rTCuJ. 

O Heart! The lord accepts those who 
worship him, with floral garlands, and 
takes them to his heavenly abode. He 
resides in Venkatam ruling the Earth 
from his temple, where bees swarm 
and sing his glory. Today you too 
have entered into his service. (3) 

UnsfilujiTj^j ClflLU^fTlU 6T63T Clfblgj^tjUD 

OG3JT0 Cl 2,116*10 Ci<?iiJ2, fT G yi 0 ujGjnnifilcnfl 
Cinea ai,CClo,i7GiraT0 Gumii, g£1*i£>i-| ejp 
GDmjA(g)ii> mfbenib 
e <Sn6til fbrrujftKjT Cla>IT€*TI_GU 22—fj>gj S-IUIT 
CGUnia, u IDCTISU ^6*10 GUITSSTGUIT 

^sfilujrTuj uufrji)(2) Clg,in£lcu 

^Giran-nCiu. 

O Heart! You did right. The cowherd 
lord who accepts devotees on Earth 
and takes them to his heavenly abode 
resides in Venkatam where clouds 
touch the peaks. He is the soul of the 
celestials. Today you too have entered 
into his service. (4) 

'"Itiiriiig, Guir£lujib 6lG*Tuiiuii) J-Uilu 

L-j0jg)IT CfblTCSTlSllun uCTTClflmCTT SL-GTt £) 
5>f^Jc3>Gn G0>6U0ib 5>fTfbi5>^5,GiD 

Qfb^<5ii> CT«rrtjrruj! 

C1J fTOTT<jU IT gjfTGJTQJli «T> 

cjjigjjib Ccufbj&Ltb Giusfil rSlcarrpj 

<=Nld <5>OT3T rFjnujftiT)^ <@siTg)l <£lut«nLO0> 

QgjfTi^lcu ^aftrn itCuj. 


O Heart! In the temples of the 
Bauddhas and Sramanas who worship 
the Nyagrodha and Asoka trees, our 
lord of beautiful eyes became their gods 
and became them. He resides in 
Venkatam where gods and Asuras 
crowd to offer worship. Today you 
too have entered into his service. (5) 

gjjQjifl ^ani_ujiT LOil«r>t_ujiT 0 idgt3t 

OgjrrcwTLiT&cn loerimq. 2 _otjt 0 iS)63T63T0ib 

^>lD0lb g>lq0><£h , CTCfT Qffj^^LD 

CTQTurruj! 

0>CUlfl U>fT<3> 0»633Tlb C<90li> GcfJli) 

G^nuSlco CWcottl. sfilaibiSlom- 

^iDrj 2>auj<5»fb0 i @63Tfpj ^uvCTHDjj) o^ni^cv) 
y,cj3Ti_nGuj. 

O Heart! The head-shaven russet- 
clothed Sramana-devotees fall on one 
another and grab food, making 
themselves fat. Our lord who is the 
lord of heavenly gods resides in 
Venkatam hills where musk deer roam 
in herds around his temple. Today you 
too have entered into his service. ( 6 ) 

2)0A<£)GJTfTCO «9lD6irat GflUJ^J Gd>np g)GW 

5 >uS 1 rflcmncu ^cjcdctt i61i_fi)ri5)6<ni_ 
Qrb0A0OlfTIT ^6U<9»ACOTT 

CTCQT GjT500lb GTOTTUnuJ 
ID0CTTACTT «JOTin@«i€TT un0ll> GcUfbJAL-LD 

GdhnuS^cvj Qa>rT6OTT0 ^^G^rnQib <sijn«ifltnni_ 
Gu3cfilj6lrbufTn)0 ^114 Ctft ID £> 

Qg>CTl^6VJ ^CraTL-fTGtii. 

O Heart! See the distress of the polemic 
Sramanas who gulp curd-rice down 
their throats! The lord resides in 
Venkatam where bees sing the Marul 
love-songs around his temple. He is the 
soul of the Sun in the sky. Today you 
too have entered into his service. (7) 
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fljfiw* Ouiflujsjr 

(. . . . @*9IU) Osrtsutu^ 

cIT * OT9 ' QaJS ™ WSsGu) CWfl 

Pearls without a word fJ P whlt£ 
^««di«ohU«rtS' ,W ‘ ( “ 

® Urallfl !bg>j «J 2 ,<g& 
a-r^gC^ 

^ c *"®- fi*#.®!.* 

*“***»«*» I;:;r 

O Heard r • ■ < ° l ® ,rri ^ B0 U,«*TL.nCiu. 

re Peat w J h°at n "hey eretiC S ? u °° k ’ >' OL 

expounded mm 7 T The y havt 

the m has seen Ih^ 1 j bm none 0 

dancer-lord m u C or ^' ° ur P ot 
‘empleiswtl. CS ^ Vcnk «»n,, hi 

**»■«>» W fi* fl 

J™ 1 - Cnfl* ClD ^ 

a,*,* 


,0n tfiwW ~< 

u >'3T@l UJL«, SUditu.rt^ @L| 
6UfTG3T 


The lord who came as a swan to reveal 
the Vedas, the lord of gods, resides in 
Venkatam hills, his temple is touched by 
the dark lightning clouds. This sweet 
garland of Tamil songs on him are by 
stone-walled Mangai-king Kalikanri- 
Those who can master it will find a place 

in the world of the celestials. (10) 


2.2 On Evvul 

(Tiruvallur) 

Kasai \ Kalyani \ Adi 


* nana 3i«nc. CPU). «p>ut.A o,ir a «G Obi l 

jtfTOTTojffar affli rT 

fbrrtfii) rbiiu dwcvicu jbib61 ff>ib 

Qu^fTjiDn^ 

G<njtjS)rar^lOTOTCanOT icuojgA OsurasTOosiuJ 

a-®fni_n«ji .igeucjr sW2)l 
sjb jglotjo snb Ou( 5 ,umoiT - sTcuoiisir 

ad i_ *> 2 , rtGcor - 

Our lord decided to destroy the city of 
Ravana who came disguised as a russet - 
cloth mendicant and sought to make 
love to Sita. Our very same lord was 
also the laughing stock of cowherd- 
girls with bamboo-slender arms, when 
he was caught stealing butter.'He is 
the lord reclining in Ewul. ( 1 ) 


sufTcn 

Ou» QPiWh Q.AuCa.,(ij 

„ . . « . . ^HOTipi 

CIbu^CW Gun* ^ 

< " l «(* ) og aanet| 

trianicno, subdu®***. 


'™ L - 2 >a<TGa!T. 

The lord felled the ten gold crowns of 

the sword-wielding Rakshasa king 

Ravana in a fierce battle, raining hot 

arrows over his heads ; c ^ i A 
~ , • rie ^ our lord 

reclining in Evvul. 
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(tpffjr ££>rr gjrgjj GyjfTCUTfj^^^ 1 

GlDfTlfljbgjJ *^(jAft65T 
u> car ass ft ^jdncDCTT oj rrfiifluSleirrnGu iDfTcrt 
(ipsaflftj^j 

6lG3T6^ft gj/Tgj] ID«T€8T»T^»(£) <=H>^ ^ U 0 

^)cU5,g)fT»T 

@63TOTTfTft g,n<5>63T 6T63T - ^SLlO.jSn 

£l L- ijj^nCdST. 

Earlier he sent a message through the 
monkey Hanuman, and destroyed 
Lanka, the fortressed city of the 
demons, with hot arrows. Later he 
himself took a message from the 
Pandavas and became derided by 
the Kauravas as ‘messenger . He 
reclines in Ewul. 0) 

u !b2jJ ^{6SnCJ3T(j)g, OlDCVJ djIlJCurTGTT UfT6T»6)J 
£,65T ^arjCT5T2>2,fT60 
^IfTJCU CJipj GajrinD C«UJbg>65T, 

MAjjp C/FIT 

2>2>Sot emDfcgjGii s*,* 

Clul^plOfFGJfT. 
g,iX) Clu^lDfTCST' 

^l_^>2>nG63T. 

L°r the sake of the beautiful Nappinnai 
°f thin ball-clasping fingers, he battled 
against seven bulls. He is the lord 
who was brought up as the world- 
famous Nandagopala’s son. He is our 
lord; he reclines in Ewul. (4) 

urrcucsT (jr^ncoib cj(igu> s2_cJ 5T^ u6wr(»^ 

^60 ^CDGuClDCU 

n^fT^T^lb llCTItfft) QftfTCTT^rFjlb 2>niD«T)(J<9> 
fh C50TCT7T C7T 6T6j3T65i>flcO 

S^uii ojcjwQ s»(T|£$li> QrT)‘Uj 2 >Gvi 

{bfTrpjii) <vT> 1 iic i_|fr>&$OTT CTCi)cij6n 
dCU jj^jfTOcST. 

The lord with matchless lotus-eyes 
lay sleeping as a child on a fig leal 
during the deluge, with the seven worlds 
in his stomach. Amid cool groves 


with lakes abounding in lotuses from 
which dark bumble-bees sip nectar, 
the lord reclines in Ewul. (5) 

Ca<T 02 ,u> rj,u>tSI cOTr^j Cl^ircran-ii iflsOTiqa, 
Oa>nL.rra,gj ^cDLpa^ib 

^y5,g,OT jbibiSI Glotbi&esji njiiiSI 

Ggisuiift© erebwinb 

np 2 ,g> r&LbiSl y>s>s>®ra t j&ibiSt stotsi (yjssfkurr 

Qs>rT(ig§i 

cjg>gjjib rjjcbiSl sni>Glu(|*)U>iTsjT -eicusucn 

4Qi_j^ajnGff!T. 

The dear lord whom devotees throng 
and incessantly call, “Our lord’, is the 
lotus-eyed lord, who is also the elder 
lord of the celestials, the lord 
worshipped by the three-eyed lord 
and the four-faced lord. He reclines 
in Ewul. (6) 

gglftl&CTT, <^UL|, GUrT63T, drfl, 0ilTCU, eM, 1 ^ 

2 ,fb)& 6 TT ^liiurir 0ffl£l eSHUUOl unth&Ql 

Q^rmiiftcu ^uqjScn ^ipiq-UjfTOT 0,g><J>i.pcO 

earn) 

<JT(tij < g ) tfh ^UUCjfT, Qu0U5HC5T - CTC1J6116TT 

«j£K. 

The four faced Brahma who bears the 
Sky, Air, Water, Fire and the Moon 
worships the Vedic lord as his fathei. 
The lord Siva with mat-hair-Ganga on 
his head, who wears a nectar-dripping 
Konrai garland, -- also worships our 
lord’s feet. He reclines in Ewul. (7) 

, Qpft&fl Gfiugjd) 

L^GTlfl^bcOT yjCmOi QICT3T655T6W <^6^653160 
L)65dT63lrfluiC5T 6fi16751657rt.TJ 11 Ci9>fT(flh 
2,65fluj63T, GflUlOT, 5>fT65T 6£>06U63T 

2>65T ^|UVUJirAA(g) 

(^(•Tjflu.lGST, 6 Tft,fcTn<g) CTlb Ot l0lDfTG3T 

6T <?y uij (jH i*Q i ns fh rrf.oOTT. 
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The first-cause lord who him sel f 

became the three,-Brahma, Siva and 

indra, - who expounded the truth of 
the Vedas, who has a Kaya hue and 

wears the sacred Tulasi crown, who is 

the lord of the celestials, and who is 
lord afar and inaccessible to all, is yet 
the lord sweet and close to his devotees. 
He reclines in Ewul. (g) 


@ 00*010 Qidgu rjcurrcfr ufTcnoj, 
ueuf) IDGUfjrTGTT, 
@00*010 loaiTCiiOT (§60 Ciocafl locrafl 

ly/ol ETutfT 6T7 1 

•SHibS>’ljb£)Gu eutrijgii sunCcmriT rF,nujdF,S3T 

Clu0iDa6ir - crciicricir 
&L-fbs,nCm. 

The cool eyed thin-fingered ball- 
clasping lotus-dame Lakshmi resides 
forever on the chest of the blue gem- 
lord. Indra the lord of the celestials far 
above, comes and offers worship. He 
is our lord, he reclines in Ewul. (9) 


@051gsh_ Os>rTts3!0 Gl^crerarun sjg>a, 
sisvajctr (Bujj^nanor 

GV655I0 UIT0U) ariuli) mrjcfilOTT U)mjG?n0>UJIT 

C5,nG3T *6»5IlUG31 
OarroraTL. £tj rrsu £,gtot o,iSip Glfliij LDiTcmcu 
ntf «gg>gdii> ojGusutrn 
^iaran_ii> ^.ripCpsu 

^eheufr ^iu>ft a_cuGa,. 

The lord reclines in Ewul, 
worshipped by devotees with garlands. 
Kaliyan, the king of the Mangai-tract 
with bee-humming groves, has sung 
this garland of cool Tamil songs. Those 
who master it will rule not only the 
Earth but also the world of the 
eternals, this is certain. (10) 


2,3 ° n Tiruvallikkeni 

Vi rperu \ Todi \ Adi 
Q„iZ 9(iPU > U 

^ CWlijg, 

unnAr • J> . rTCu O^ncnraTg) 

J06iT ®“ 

Kamt at th b rwrrst;ers e 'th hemight> 

city-destroyer U Sivf Ju- nd lhe 

cameastho u ■ a ° his curse. He 
destroyed the^ 10leer for Arjuna and 
up his kinlT raVa {oes ’ be gave 
step-mothe^KaT 011 orders fron ^ his 

in TiaSuS eyi ' 1 haVC See n h } m 
UIUOT,OT 

^^acfljbsavDS, 

'JSj**** 1 * 

•SHUuana, . < s i S17 »-«"*- 

^'-^ofthevX t r Cl ' COT ' 

Ve dic sacrifi Ce ,u ’ he P ur P°se of 
f ™‘t enjoyed by’the se 13 "^ 113, SWeet 

° f Na "dagop ala S f h rS ’ t f hee, epbant 

Worshipped by earthlin ^ f ‘ rsl ' cause 
master, resides in M w’ my * or d and 

of matchless beamy S Wlthwomen 

ln Tiruvallikkeni Y h * Ve Seen him 

^ Cl«liliu£ „ - ^ 
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Gfl(g)«O 0 suixarsurr airgcrarit £\ib(bni 
sfilujibgii gd^l Qaujiuu Qussir a-(£> 

<5lib aeneu ^opgib <s^<nfls■2>'' c ‘ n ®> , ® 

^(TTjffUCUoSl^C^Cnjfl* ASOTiCl-CgJT. 

With evil intentions, the ogress came 
disguised as a mother, but fell to the 
ground writhing in pain when the 
lord sucked her poison breast and her 
life with it. He is like death unto 
Asuras, he is worshipped by Siddhas, 
Charanas and Vidyadharas. He came 
in the form of a beautiful dame and 
gave ambrosia to the gods. I have seen 
him in Tiruvallikkeni. ( 3 ) 

CTOTgi ^t,uJiTO,STT ffigl jb{b 
ctl£J1cvj sfilypcfilsu uip jr>£ff>i_Cil<5UJ 

L0 2>^£)rj Gfil^luSleu GufDftgiJ 

lO«Dip QufTlpfb^l- 5>GTTITJb^J ^ 
^IbffjLbGiDfTg) ^rSciDQ «5>gtt( j rr ld co, 

CTO) Qu^LDfTOTT CT63TC3T, 

ojcnrjiiJfTGu iDCrnp 

^0GU5OG61«>CAG<r3fl<5j ^OTStCl-GoT. 

When the great feast, — that the 
cowherds used to offer with chants 
from yore, — was not forthcoming, 
Indra rained hailstones, which made 
the cowherds lose heart and seek 
Krishna for protection, whereupon 
our lord held aloft the matchless 
Govardhana mountain, and stopped 
the rains. I have seen him in 
Tiruvallikkeni. (4) 

<^G&r gjlGnGTOTU UgjJlDgjgjJ <£160 IT LD CTT 

g>65T0>(0)lD 

@GaTi jott rbci> hgS) £>ott 0,0 @<rtnrD6iJ63T, 
£631 ^J6D6TO1 l ~k4jUJIT ufT^nGH ' 

fbGS\(h(p) ,^jr>fD »nn)6Drr)Gujnn<5)0 crGOGvimb 
cuctt gjcrxsyaT, u0a urraraTi-«jrT0>0 

ojmij 2_Girirj gjflgjj ^Jujr&i^ib 

GTgOT (rf{£>ar>{b g>!bGsn£) g,ibiflfT6in<J3Tg; 

GVJ6\Sl(5.G<gjCJ<ifl<5i Gg3t. 


Sweet companion to his beloved lotus- 
dame Lakshmi, lord of Dame Earth, 
lord to his companion cowherd-dame 
Nappinnai, and a bad companion to 
others, he went as a messenger for 
the five Pandavas and spoke in their 
behalf. He is my companion and 
master, my father’s father. I have 
seen him in Tiruvallikkeni. (5) 

nr^jQJG3T <o>U) <W0£>0 

^GDLpGimud? GtfGjnrrpj, 

firGtfiu 6TG3T, g,rflaingjj, 
GTii Qu0LDfT6jrr: <5>10 Gtt gtgstqt 
5rHiF,ii) 0ipcurrGTT cu &?<h<&& 

(^JTffjpGiJlT tfjlb 

Qu«nnu*.0ib <stuj$ r^neb <{gipuu 

^5,^)rjG3T <£lip(ajG3T C^jfT (tp<S3T fQOTpmSiDGJT - 
^06>lCD€^)li5>C#)6iSvffl<ff> &> G3TH GI _ C GOT. 

The blind king Dhritrashtra’s son, 
king of kings Duruyodhana, and his 
younger brother Dusshasana went to 
the beautiful jewelled Draupadi and said, 
“Serve me”. Unable to bear this, the 
dark tressed one prayed, Lord, save 
me!”, when Lo! The lord took her grief 
and gave it to the others’ wives, making 
them lose their marriage thread. He 
drove Indra-born-Arjuna’s chariot. 
I have seen him in Tiruvallikkeni. (6) 

ufl0>g2)jib £,ibiS) ’ 

( @C\J<fj>0lI>C«ITIT(j)) GOLD^I 6\Sl LLj LD 
^rjGnib fb^ u5>g^jib Qauju.1 <£)(S3Trn 

^grrGUGiroTfrjTigjAGiniMn GTibiontiDGin 

0fjojCLD Ainyjnb-0GifliT Gum£)«yn(^) 

0uS)Gcon(5) iDU^GVJ^GiT i£)<r3Trrn ^cvi , 
&>$iTifEOTi gji«nLp5>Gu Qsuj^brf^ujrTtf, 

j^l 6LJ GO G\S) &> G Si fctJdfl fh &> iji)"ol G l_ G GUT. 

Surrounded by his brothers Bharata, 
Shatrughna, Lakshmana and his wife 
Sita, night and day worshipped by 
them, my lord, Ravana’s vanquisher. 
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resides in the cool fragrant bowered 
groves where cuckoos sing and 

difficult to penetrate the leaf canopy I 
have seen him in Tiruvallikkeni. ( 7 ) 

oCTcfluSlw a-5* ** 

ftirruSlti jfir rj,,,^ 

fJOTjuu) g„, QunjjjLjq 

ClatrrBfluj itniau, Gson^ 

^fjaianfflAOfttnflft aessiGuCoir. 
Hearing his son, - who returned 

ihZ ’ " reC ‘ te the chant of 
thousand names beautifully the 

Asura Hiranya lost his temper and 

tortured the child, then kicked a 

Pillar, when Lo! With fiery eyes and 

gaping mouth showing crescent-like 

teeth, a terrible man-lion sprano 

out and killed the Asura. I have seen 

him in Tiruvallikkeni. (gj 

'Sen <9lu>it Clumi,«n ft ^remocuiT Qamua,,,* 
(»6iiuO)*uSlGejriT0 Qadrj), 
diiDir Gojipii) en*ei0j, & , 

W' <2>\Sien aircScnswa, s,^©, 
^oncsTuSIdr gjwjui $,u L|crt oarnj,^ 
Qacargi rglsirgj, 3y£IQa,iiCLner><a7 
Gg,sjr ^HUJIT Cairaneu u>m_ iflrr uiuSIcnsug, 
^(joisuoSla Gasrafl* ®®krGcGi3T. 
Desirous of plucking fresh lotus flowers 
for worship, the wild elephant-devotee 

Pnr<*rv*rl i Uo. XI-L_ A t liran j i • 
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— wu snip, tne wild eiepnant-devotee T u , . , ‘ u - S-WsoCw 

entered the fish-pond, then raised his h w ho is spouse ofm u 

trunk and sent out a tumultuous bellow 1 w ^ ap P' nna ' and of 1 w er d 

when his leg fell into the jaws of a a 3 S m ‘>who is ever merrll° US am< 

_t 6 •. .1_, * Asuras. isc,-,. !" erc ,less aeams, 


5arat Qumflgai surefi,^ uj^lKmib 
»m- iDnrflo,*^ U>0&TL _ U . 
a«rai«T <;*** Q a ifb 

o 5>c0 iouSlcncu5> 

® SU *‘® ACa,OTfl 

"* ■« SOJ Witu union*,,,* Stneusu dr 
fne, acSUdrifil 

Qe ^^^ u ^^ aie . ajr . 

**10 @0*1$, sund, ^juG*. 

Mayila°i n r man ni in8 laid °« the 
ES:t kken i city with 

wa "s and Mandapas" S Th nS ' ‘TT", 

■£3rwt3jw«"«. 

JEWESS Th't 

»>d mU ovi h e ^' nioy lifc ( *SJ* 

2-4 ° n "PtfUnirmalai 
Anra y« r I Kapi | Adi 

****&* ^ d ft c 

“•'t **** 10,1 

th* -s<«iT 4dJOTs£li 

*■* ISTg? 

The Lord wh° W ' U ‘ 

t ime Nappinnl'i COwhe rd- 


LI uiik ana sent out a tumuuuous bellow 

when his leg fell into the jaws of a a * - «•» ever merrily 

crocodile. To rid the elephant of his ,,, SUras ’ , ls surrf >unded bv pm Ssagains 

distress the lord rode liisGaruda, arrived atere d ^ ara >>'ur where h ln , W c 

on the scene and wielded his discus. 'cuvah where he sits , n ( 'v t ' I | lds ’,' 

He lives in mansioned Mayilai amid filfej'r' r " dines . and^n Uk' 
nectar-dripping groves. I have seen stnr) d T ' ru kkovalur where u k 

him in Tiruvallikkeni. f9^ e "' t -He JS all in Tirunirm l^u 

8 «m hill abode. lrun irmalai, h 
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^rrararurrsucmi) cTSSTugd cpn 

. <wot® ii«uarj9fl>*i cy 5 ^ 651 
(vpcrarQ ^yT ^Lpsu a-OTKW yxafliijagiJGiW 

1410 , (ip63Ta-«U&lb 

Clurrcnnj S>no,^ 
<5j,«OTi_nc3i,^t4enr«r ^sura 1 lounq <&4S>euib 
a_^ 7 -rcv su<Bn dy* ^flujmlj 

iScCTi. fTdr, ©resit ^ rg)iflmb2,«i!g)l0>(2) 
,g;i_ib ion iDsnsu ^yajgil -j?mi>cncv)Gw. 

Kandavanam, the forest belonging to 
Indra the king of gods, was being 
consumed by a terrible forest fire. In 
his very presence our lord angrily 
swallowed the fire. He waged a terrible 
war to rid the Earth of its burden. He 
came as a man-lion and tore apart the 
chest of Hiranya. He came .is a manikin 
and grew to cover the Earth. 

I irunirmalai is his great hill abode. (2) 

.Sieuib, LDOTgjili) ai*-^ er &S>&i‘ 

aiurij ^tfitonwu a_©«fila>, 

Msuiorirg^ niLibMOixOT CU>Tricr.a>uS)«™sn 
Cluranjofo, 

u w (nefrcrr ui_, *i-" <sy^WS)cr>OTtu 

uaCcunrat locnpoju usraflCWssn®, 

C^IT 

iSsuiBOTcar^Hb .^yii 1 s- 4U (2,<%«*’ I1 - s,l © )a ’® 
@i_ifa ion u>cn<w -iEitidoosuCuj. 

On his beautiful frame he bears a sharp 
discus, a plough, and a terrible coiled 
conch. Then in the yore, he came to rid 
the jewelled Dame Earth of her burden. 
With his radiant discus he shaded the 
Sun and waged a war in which many 
kings were killed. As a crowned king 
he ruled the Earth for many ages. 
Tirunirmalai is his great hill abode.(3) 

S'nuo.nggji jSl'fl <2>yu, ^chootot - 

gjCmSJT d?l_ (^pcuflfbgd e^ c,,tf3T7T1! ^ ‘^ LD (3 L ^ 
ot,r^iC*tTong)UJn QufTrt>>0 CPif** 

djItfDCngygjJ, 

^|63Tff)lu^Lb , Q^fTCTT ClIfTGTT 

^iDfftcu 


uriPhJ 0 (ip ^ 17 » 

u^ln^CDfDJbgiJ ucm-Cciij^iTuu, 

Q^06filco <5irT<5,g>OJg)]^>0 

^i_ib Lorr idcdcyj ^cugy -£niociDcoGiij. 

The lord came as a terrible man-lion 
with uncontrollable rage and killed 
the angry Hiranya, despatching his 
flower-decked queens into the fire. 
Then in the victorious war, he 
befriended the five Pandavas, killed 
the mighty hundred and protected 
Draupadi’s fair name. Tirunirmalai 
is his great hill abode. (4) 

u>ngyjiha>i_«u, <r»yJi a>or>cu®> (gsa® @i2®, 
general OilLu,, tuijiiq S-inyOi, lo^I Can 
CflinsuiD^lsn <^i,uj ^gcuisi en/h Q*l, 
ucr>i_ Qaul®, g>( 2 ,dwico, =ai')iflcv, 
ancuii) Ji)£i srciinji ^iujot 6 ijnsifluSlffiiTii(.\> 

a^irt^OT(ipu, uaftiiDtSia)a>ajii<^>o( 5 iii 

i£aj(ip.£lcO ojOTTcrarcii criDOigi ^« r >p«ajb( 2 ) 

@i_ib u>fi iDcnsu ^ysugj - $ihoeneoCuj. 

Once the lord filled the lashing ocean 
with rocks and built a bridge, and 
entered the city of Lanka whose ^ alls 
touch the moon. He waged a war that 
destroyed the city, then deciding that 
Ravana should die, he aimed his 
Brahma-Astra that felled the king’s 
ten crowned heads. He is the dark 
hued lord, our master. Tirunirmalai is 
his great hill abode. (5) 

t HTfT v g>^iT 2 _ 6 U 0 lb, Llfiafl LDfTCO GUCiDfJU^lb , 
5 >i_gyjib, <s.i_ 0 ib pencil e_gwt(^)io 
CT0TA(A 

ALtJtTgfJ GTffSJ (o1i_l0LDn€3T, 

<^«16U l^»T 82_CU0fl>0 <^U 

Cufjn€«ncisT (^pGs^ibg) (Lp«flft0 «9j65ngu.j«i, 
iSln)n ^cofimcu ^j«it 5>0 grg)»ix> 

CT CO C1P CO uSl CT1 IT CBI , 

r^ir^a Quajgn63T,Ofb(^ l orT6b - ^smcu OT) i g>0 
^l_lb LDn LDCT*6V> <£H,COg*| -»£<TLDGir*CuCuj. 
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After swallowing thp p l 
mountains, oceans, the orbs and all eke’ 
^ lord stood saying, “I amhung ^’ 
He s the ascetic king whQ ^d 
the twentyone crowned kings and 

becametheonewithoutasecond H ' 
^eocean-huedlord.thefirst-caibj 

inmtrmalai is his great hill abode. (6) 

® CW<5) Qansii WB-t 

jb-ruHa, ^ ^ 

'JontlujrTacutmon, . 

TT^^^ZZ 

&J'-U lOJT U)CiT>a. ours. ° 

-p. "j£fHDGn«uCuj 

-uir°etr i ;' <u ° e y™- *k° 

thousand C tHe Chan t Of 

bowXsr nd wouid — 

lord Wh , h p was no match to our 

jord. When hts anger rose and he lost 

tribTmf e i 1OrdtOOkthef0rm0fa 

chest His citvw' “"d ^ aSUnder his 

»■»«.»=hj^r m tiT d “ dhis 

' ! th,io,d', er „ thllUb J; nj "'™^ 

— a — 

ora, s. ~ . 

fi—cn (®)Cmip jjgjj 

^ *-—**e . 5 SSS 

® L -' i um ins ™ «aw 


There are those who roam the Earth 
without shame or fear, like the 

Peacock-feather-whisking corpse- 

eating gorgons. Despising their ways, 
those who strew flowers with love, 
and seek .Protection from Yama’s 
agents, with melting heart, find the 
5 8 r , ace ln Plenty. Tirunirmalai is 

the lords great hill abode. (8) 

Gu 'V m ? «**»■ Sft., «,***, g>u>ir! 

rr fT _ ■ efil CD CJT fh 6TT 

aw “ ** Q **fi&* ; ent**,™**. 
*'*'”*> s.wcfli.Lb; 

err-- n lb fT 6TT LDCDfiG LOCO 

It! M*** 

&»" -nSMSUIT CloOTrn, 

® <91ani - UJ,T affugiia>(a) 

_ ® um 1 DST.CU -jgAxoSL^. 

2o^KT' Th “ isb '' r ™ d ™'-words! 

wotS 7 c k W “ !of,h “'’'ho offer 
=i So, ! h "^^»p^or 
mindle "T i IS the P * ace where the 
prsot , r 1 ? suffer 'ng the 

com " „ Y'™ “**■ “ill neve, 

8 oves where bees sit on fragrant 

flowers and hum all dav T' • ^ , . 
is the lrvrd’ an day. Tirunirmalai 
the lords great hill abode. ( 9) 

QaG Xt lfa '" c - ui5&u ' c, ds c 

a9uj 

Cfi ® ^ 

”** *fl©* 5 «**, 

inn „• S’ 5 ® C«it 

™ IZ en6Uujaiii “** 

^-*«**», fkf, QsuG,. 
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Kaliyan, king of the world famous 
Mangai tract, who leads the rutted 
elephant in war, sang this garland of 
Tamil songs, on the eternal lord who 
resides in Tirunirmalai. Those who 
master it will be rid of Karmas, 
the heavens will be easily accessible, 
what is more, they will rule the Eai th 
under big moon-like parasols, and 
attain the lord’s feet. 0^) 


2.5 On Kadal Mallai 
Talasayanam 

Parayadu | Ritigoula | Khanda 
Chapu 


unii 


uQ urf 1 «>"<u 

& 633T 


fireman; subu>i»«nar; 

uishCcn yicnsnftgn a^fblb &><i> 
a»(^Tjii)i5)c!n63T; 

Gunrr ^cnorA ClaiiCM &&&& Cu (rrt 

Cjewnn ti>0£>ib §i!D Ouit«t 

a ‘”'* ^eman @uA aiqaib *n>ua>£«n®A 
o,<L OTugj s>rT63T- a>u «U 10suctr>cv (h 

gcuaiuangiGa,. 

The lord swallowed the Earth and 
remade it. He is a coral sprig, and 
ambrosia of the ocean, the auspicious 
one who ripped the horse s jaws. He is 
our lord, sprouting like sugarcane in 
the hearts of devotees. He is the battle- 
lion who plucked the battle-elephant s 
tusk. He is a mountain of gold that 
walked between the two Marudu trees, 
he is the Kalpaka lord who saved the 
dark elephant in distress. I have seen 
him in Talasayanam at Kadal Mallai. (1) 


14,65310 c lSI|T)IT 5>(£) «^65H_Jbg>J 

Qg,fT65iyT0 UlL0U 
Oumiirb OlDUjj) £JT6U 6T63T(r)J 

CTfilTplb 6p>$, 

LDrT653T0 &\GU0)0)[b Gun0>nGg> Qjlbl£l63T: 6Tj>65>2>; 
6T63T 6US53Tfb}«5iUU06UfT65>65T; 0>633Tfh)0j6n 

J^653Tl_ GU5i6<r><2>; <9>0 CTIDLfifT63T 

0} 63T CD 63T j 

jglOTpcy/ iQg>^lcuo>«sng,; Qjb n S>& 

Canon so* 

a»(TS?ijTi_cvaj^*ng>* a>orr6u orrflcijnaivj 

Q u uj ofil a, a, n on orr a, 

a>oraTi_gj f>,non -a>i_cuiDCuoncua, ^>cvjaujonajCai. 

Do not waste your time going to 
others and becoming their slaves, 
learning false texts as great truth, 
then losing your life to them. Come, 
my lord is extolled by hordes, he is 
eternal, he is the cloud hued one, 
standing in Tiruninravur, who 
swallowed the forest fire that ravaged 
Kandava vana. I have seen him in 
Talasayanam at Kadal Mallai. (2) 

C_UL0M 2_0,oS1gu epraitru «gffifm>niij , Qpn0,$ 

Csunjj ^u-i, 

2_UJUJ j£>l S3TfT) fT<uD6JT J «5M63*2}lj 

CuujeA 

sfiluii u0(2) sfil.jjj&fl.cnOT; 0,6Wn)i Gimuojgjl 
cfilononiunL cyGUCunantfBT; cu63)0l£ 
tf,nojfl6u 

u(j(j *0 (yj^loiev); a> 0 «nsa>C*nuSl«u 

S,oj ogn Qu0 OjBjSlamu; oneuiuib 

<9)0U5 UfflClDGU <9> IT) 63"* U I 

5>653r(^lQ»5,nonJtGi cin 

th iq QunjflcO a,L_s0insv)«5ficug) 

To protect the three worlds, he takes 
these forms and remains apart from 
them. In the yore, he sucked the ogress 
Putana’s poisoned breast. He played 
with calves, and grazed them in upland 
forest, teaching them to drink water 
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from the lakes • , 

^ ^ iSlsitonsi, 

iStrotOT 0^,0 . . ® tirons > r ; 

*0^ Mfljba>p ; 

*** ^***^2**"“* 

® '•''“'wQaanij auofr^ 

***""* sii 

<u **—* «•-* ^tT 

CaiT/^su,,- . Sswanair; 

sniKo^a,, „ ^£1* 

*“t Qumfl* “?»©<=WCu*. 
* <S!P ^i-CuiDtuonoja, 

Vedic eers heis^^^PP^hy 

,k ' R «a 4 ;rG f lu e r 1,oda "^ 

pots, he held 1 m„! S Ie danced w >th 
^n,and S ave d X Untaini ° SU) P t he 

S?g«nt grove, I h C ° WS - Amid 

Ta ^sa y anam a tkadalMaE h,n ( 4 y l 

‘*- 9 — 

*—* w?tS 

^ *«*>*,** ® a *W 

4au 'o'lJUJa LOCUCulT 
«.n\u4a„_^ ujiiias, 

«.«*. CUi-nfilT 

T <fc!f ■’■'-sumstxsnojji, 

ftc-joujcaraCa. 


He smote the cart and broke it, he slept 
as a child on a fig leaf in Yogic trance; 
he has four radiant mountain-like arms 
that embrace the lotus-dame Lakshmi. 
He went as a messenger to Duryodhana 
and destroyed many mighty kings. 
Amid cool fragrant groves, I have seen 
him in Talasayanam at Kadal Mallai. ( 5 ) 

^Lrtj^nG^eiiT, £>L_rbJS>t_cyj6tT ucTOTfStadT 

CineSla 

^lsmr Qunrjjluj torfjl £lifluj ^gjfiaflor 

lS) OTtG i«3T 

ounj^tranaiT; uQing,^ acrflp^lsir Ga,mi)q 
ui 5 lj,aficnc!T; umr ^i_g,cmo, ctuSI^j £p 
S'cSSnOTiarr, cuoncn u>0ui9sjt cjcrjtih 

®( 2 >« 9 eu©l lb Qu(TT)Gfi1a.li)l_jd) GTlLlg,rT 

GlJ SOTT6OTT lb 

^L-^fTc^cin, CTibiDnCTTCjT^ ASi^QftncnnCLcaT- 
<5>»q. Qurrj|!1cO (d&,lp <5>l_c0lDGbcnGU;5, 

8)QJ0 lUCUT^Cgi- 

Hc reclines in the deep ocean, on a 
Hooded serpent. He went after rnotely 
calves; he plucked the rut-elephant’s 
tus . He came as a boar with crescent- 
Hke tusks, and lifted the Earth on it. 
He grew beyond the sky and strode 

he Earth. Amid cool fragrant groves. 

S e „x him i0 « 

w 

CtJe T a QM ®*®*** ci^siu,, 

C Card, @JD cu,^*, 

a<®n SJ ^enajtfr Carranwru 

.Sima, Gumi 

O . cusOCcurrcDOTCj 

< s 0,L ^‘" &"£!* .SHumaa 

asrcraT^a^, G "i^omu; 

■ J (-UUJ f^Pcnso a©s, 

C ” T ' IT ' ,>I Seirar.OT; 

ft'Tcwirrgj „(» ACa ^-enBAIeiTrndop^,^ 

- (fea> ai -eijic c 0«n O jg ) 

2>®J«ujeiTg,Ca. 
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He fought with the strong wrestlers 
and crushed them in his embrace. He 
tore apart the jewelled chest of the 
Rakshasa Hiranya. He rides the 
Garuda bird and reclines in the ocean. 
He drank the poison from the breast 
of Putana. He resides in the hearts of 
the seekers. Searching for him 
everywhere, amid cool fragrant 
groves, I have seen him in 
Talasayanam at Kadal Mallai. (7) 

Ql <£>J(ip5)fb 

lSIgdo) CTuSlipnjj, ^sSirri) «§U-6U 

^ | rf] uj ruu li Ou(f^<^GinrT^r>ccT; 

5)6337,^17 jjjS, 6U-TIT LJ63T6U (5»^> Ot-DtijUJID rargyio 
Oj l_ 6UG337jClOGO l -t 

LJ 6377 7^) 5? G* 7 Cmsfl; 

CTafsTsniT^oicsT; st cm L|«j£Wiren«T; 

f @curij0 g>efl Caii Currcjirru 

l^>oififT t_ 

«>cnnGnrTfTcric3TA 5 >g33t 5>6S3t0G5>i76?37C7_g5t* 

5>ln_ Quni^GO (£^iP 5> 1-6010 GO 63) 60 5> 

ff,6U5UJ63Tg,Gg>. 

He came disguised as a female and 
denied ambrosia to the Asuras. He came 
as a crescent-teeth feline. He is the lord 
helming on a hooded serpent amid 
cool waters in Meyyam. He is the lord 
of countless virtues with radiant lotus¬ 
like eyes. To my heart’s content, amid 
cool fragrant groves, I have seen him 
in Talasayanam at Kadal Mallai. (8) 

Clg>rT6jffTgl ^ujmT 2 >mb urj<ajii> ^i^uSlisn-n©^; 
uiq. g>fTcrrrrciT<b(f> 

2—105)60 

60 63371-7763)637 Gg)637 ^CU(^J6iDA ^fJ5>ftlT 

GglI7363>5> 

G06O7fcJ(5) 2..633T633T, GUGOnil 63) 5> 60 77105 
atjfbiftcn 

U633T0 ^UJ Csuj3)fbl5>6n 77,77637(5)10, gjjbg)) 
G6U67T605i(67F ) i.b , Gqj6ttg0Guj rr0 ^fTjiALD 

5. otst l_ rr 63) 637 6j G 5> r7 Gtf3T l_ G 637 637 

£> 633T Q Q 5> If fff3T (j I— C3T 
5,iq ClLlfTlfleO (5»,ip 5> 1—601060 63)60 5) 

&) 6U5 U 163T G 5,. 


Devotees worship the lord’s feet, the 
feet that strode the Earth. The 
Rakshasa Ravana, king of Lanka 
would never offer worship. The lord 
killed him with hot arrows. He is the 
substance of the four Vedas, the five 
sacrifices, the six Angas, and this 
devotee’s very own. Amid cool 
fragrant groves, I have seen him in 
Talasayanam at Kadal Mallai. (9) 

ul r&n&Qg)] ^CTKOTTft ^L-jbeiJ, dfOTp 
^ fiiftT IT G 5i 77 to * Oil LJ 
UL QGU(5)63iST0 LD(JTj5)J <@63)1- CufTlU, 
Uvp€3T GsiJ6Sl5i 

5>I_10 5» 7—60 ID GO63)60<7, &>QoauiG3T&,& i \& > 

£F> I71D 63) (J 5)5>6iT3T 5juSl60 

Oy 63) 60 60 637 Qy 63T 63) CJ15> 

5,i_ib ^i^ib 5>(n}f^i 5>6rfln}] 60606077637 Geucb 

GlJ fTIT5» 

AG6l5>63Tr£) 6£>60O5lUg) ^63TUU uni_60 
$L_L0 <^,5, ,@63)60 ggjbg>Jlb gOfbfJlb GOCOGUfTIT 
^ 60 G3) 63763) UJ (ip5>60 QJ 6060 IT IT 

2)0Cl0. 

The lord reclines on a hooded snake; 
he showed his wrath on the Asura 
king Hiranya. He went between the 
twin Marudu trees. He reclines in 
Talasayanam at Kadal Mallai. The 
victorious battle-elephant-riding 
Kalikanri has sung his praise in ten 
sweet Tamil songs. Those who master 
it will be able to rid themselves of their 
Karmas on their own. (10) 

2.6 On Kadal Mallai 
Talasayanam 

Nannada \ Kedaratn \ Adi 

7^63376337775, 6077677 ^6L|6337n @63>L-LJ L]5>(5), 
607763760 63) (J , 

OusTf <§!,,£), a<8L.(5'u> Gu<rfjlDTCjmii, 

ld^gSIgjDu I 
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Sew *L.ftHD*«n«u£ 

a_ an 2 ) suit eng 

mma ™Gs> ^Ourcng ganjoO Clun^* 
OTonnCOTijTnGio. 

Going between the unrelenting Asuras 
dressed as a female, the lord gave 
ambrosia to the gods. He resides in cool, 
fragrant Kadal Mallai as Talasayanam, 
a form reclining on the ground. We 
shall not regard those who do not even 
for a moment think of him. (1) 

urm GU6W7G33T LDL. LDfbJGinft, UCflfl £>611 IDfT 
IDGUITA 

'SiTQjcwroniTCd idihtgu^^gu ^^Aanftanuj 
(ipOTT f£l«n<J3T(T>gj, c^61J63T 210!IT 
^fWCiJOTOTCTTlT (y)g,| (ip^lglT* 5>L_6VJl£)6U6!n6U2> 
2>6VJ0lU6&TLb. 

tS&fr CT«nfTgg}iii) Glfb^ft 2_«r>i_ujrTiT ^qjit 
CTLMDlD ^GTTQjnGlJ. 

Those who contemplate the fair 
Dame Earth’s presence by the ocean- 
hued lord, and the dew-fresh lotus- 
dame Lakshmi’s presence on the chest 
of the cloud hued lord, and recall his 
presence in Kadalmallai Talasayanam, 
are our masters. (2) 

Gjcing>$c5T a_0Gij r§)co ioni»Gnft gtlJSIcu 

0 A IT CS’flT I_fT GST, 

ojiTtarr^^lcO ^cwft (ipcnrDujrTG'u iD^lipi^g*! 

6J2>$ CTUCUli) ClftfTCTTGTT, 

AlTCUT^^lciT ftLCUlDGUCDGVJg) OjGuaiLJCST&Ql 
a_CD/T)^Qc5TfT) 

©"CTN&flOTT ^crfl SBL.0flDOJ fQ^DGSTCmTIT CTG5T 

ff>nuiftC{j. 

He came as a boar and took the beautiful 
Ha me Earth. The celestials worship 
him with method and circum¬ 
ambulate him with joy. He is a body of 
knowledge-light residing in Kadalmallai 
Talasayanam by the forest. Those who 
contemplate him are our masters. (3) 


6filbOOlL_IT«nfJ GeilOTTf^J, ^6fil cfilcur£j(<£Fj a_OTJTC3TT, 
GlDCU ^UJGVJfTTT 

Q^irTG3Tm_fT(^Lb ID 60 ft GOLD ^ipcu Gjrr) , 

0 GOLD 0 lD<g) 0 j|A 

ftGTini_rTGJTfj; ft L_ 60 ID 60 CD GO 2) g. 6 \J 0 UJ OTTgjgjJ 
2 _ cm it> go rr 6T> rj ft 
OanoraiL.n0ib Grr>(CT,«. a_cni_ujgi7 <$ioin 
GUhl&Gfr 0«uGg,lijCuGLD. 

The lord who defeated enemies in 
war, — soft natured ones would caress 
their wide chest, — and made their 
bodies food for the jackals, or be 
consumed by fire, resides in Kadalmallai 
Talasayanam. Those who rejoice 
over him are our tutelery gods. (4) 

6 I 000 .‘flrpj l5g 61^ aiDGffjT (gjcn5Ti_iT 

(ip&> co itGuj rnr 

G&)<5CD00.0 ^CDfT) CTCJTgJJli); C^JGO 

^CD/DGIDUJU UGfijflujnG#, 
ft0dTIft -fQl-fb^GOCTT 210!IT ftl_60lDCO6!D6Oj& 

£)CD 0 UJ GffTID 

fb<9<!fl4> 0<3jfT^GDrTC<Drj r^dth, ^tgst f^an r^cb 

CliT)0G0! 

The peacock-fan-waving Sramanas 
and others have a god for knowledge; 
instead of offering worship with them 
there, offer worship to the lord of 
Vehka or to the lord here in 
Kadalmallai Talasayanam. O Heart, 
those who do so are our masters! (5) 

qGUCBT Cl&ITGTT (Q<£1 fh 0«fflffuCajfT0 L|ffinLpa 

anatb u>n «,«Tflrbg>j ,@<aiT(y>ih 
2)6UU> Clftncii 5,smncaotlfl, (g,anemmb a, ing>0j t 
rbncSr/pj 

ft6vjr&j*ciT uacuancuA 0 >i_«uib(Kjot>6u0 

tf, 6 VaajGBTlD 

cuGur&G-s-neh iDnxi&&,nn £H6)iano OJCur^jQancii, 
ctot im_ Ojbi&CU! 

Heavy boats carrying eye-catching 
heaps of gold, and elephant-loads 
of gems, cruise the shores of 
Kadalmallai where our Talasayanam 
lord resides. O Heart, worship those 
who offer worship here! (6) 
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-%l.6T>Lp S2_(fT) &$,&} lD06U (T 5> 

cii0<5u Quctut rf>0dj» g> gran_ , 

Qpcjr rTjCiraTCinjTfT^j 

A06i T>0&> ftl_fT)2>Cl)63T asriT <?JL-CVUD6V)631GVJ &> 
<5j CU<9 UJ (jJTLD 

QfT>0^l6\J Q^fT^QJfTCngjg) OdjfT^GUWU, CT63T 
g>jTuj Qff>0G<?! 

The lord came as a wee little infant 
and relished the poison on the breast 
of the ogress Putana. He killed 
Kamsa too. He resides in Kadalmallai 
Talasayanam. Those who contemplate 
him in their hearts are our masters, 
O Heart! (7) 

(§IT UDCUITA AlOCUlb, $«DfJ 

UAL_l_rTCVJ 

fen CtlUJCU a_ipffUfT 2—ip, lS)«S3T 

iS)csr>i$g>g>i cr^jjg) 
fen AiD(igu> ftL-Cuincucncvj^) 

g> CVJ 0 U J 63T lb 

QgjfT^ J^IT \&G3X&)3)6\ltt<J0) 0£>(T(l$tfllfTUJ CT63T 
gjflUJ O^^Ga! 

The farmers drive the bullocks back 
and forth and till the soil, watered by 
lotus ponds, spilling the excess lotus 
with fragrance that wafts over 
Kadalmallai Talasayanam. O Heart, 
worship those who even contemplate 
his worship there! (8) 

iSlejjTi’iia.siT Si»Q &g, gpeb 

iS1ict,0aG«3tit(5' 

@0311*1(0) $(rty9 a&,3>ljfe§3i CTlb Qu(d)lDfT63TmT,ff,(^) 

@L.ib, cfitaibiSlct) 

AOJTf*jA6TT @UJf*l(0)lb tOCUfiDCUA Al_cOlDCOGr>CUg) 

g)G\jmuc<mb 

6b€33tfbl(2)lb 11)631 felfrnn ^GlJCinrj 6UG33Tf*l(0) 
cTOTT^jcin idi_ 

Our lord with the discus resides 
•dong with the Pingala lord Siva, 
who frequents the cremation ground, 
in Kadalmallai Talasayanam 
where the celestials in hordes offer 
Worship. O Heart, worship those 
who worship him there! (9) 


Alt* A ID Jig lb QlT)( 7 )l IDQJ^6U Al—CUlDGUGnCUg) 
^cuaujiangjgij 

(^iq-ASTT ^ 14.G1U f 0 «DS 3 Tl 4 Lb <^lq.UJGUITAGTT 
ff,lb <£>1 It*. UJ fTGJT, 

6in^. Qaitctt Qfb(^l CgdgO Gucocucar, a©S)aotW)I 
<*£gS\ Gucucurm 

(Lpt^ QaiTCTT Qfb (5 LDC 3 T«SnQJIT gjLD (Jp£CU6lHT 

(ip2>co ^ajrrCff. 

Big fragrant streets line Kadalmallai 
Talasayanam where our lord resides. 
The beautiful spear-wielding Kalikanri 
devotee of those who worship him 
there, has sung this garland of pure 
Tamil songs. Those who master it will 
rule as kings over crowned kings. (10) 

2.7 On Tiru-Idavendai 

(A girl’s mother to the lord) 
Tivalum \ Kamboji \ Adi 

$tti(g>,ib Genera ib^IGuiicO g£V5>C!fwwj>gi) ^fleraeu 
Oaiyjw ai-Cu diljojig, 

<9ieu(ej,ib i£Iot g(j,uu§ui) 

efilI_fTCTT(TG\) f 

0SUCT)CTT c ^>jLD AcraTGrafl QfF,rtCUc 5 l ^|U) LJITBnGa- 
GaneOgy; i£)ejT ancii n> uj(T j>ji>s> 
Jgeueracn, 2_est m gsto,Oj(tgo erear 

< g)uQojji>isn!2> erlang, iSlijnCera! 

Shining brightly like the Moon, 
beaming-face’d Lakshmi Dame 
born out of the ocean during 
churning 

Resides on your dainty chest; 
knowing this in full measure, 

O, my daughter doesn’t give up 
pining. 

Cool-as-the-lotus eyes, 
setting on a chiselled face, — 
she has sought your feet as her 
refuge. 
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Now tell me what do you 

intend to do with her, 

Idavendai Endai, my Lord, O! (1) 

©2“ u ® »«“««* »«*«*>«* 

“ U © ^UJU, yp* 

® U “’- *“<0*© «* 

Her pomegranate smile face 
flashes for her friends no more 
no more does she apply Sandal 
Her lit . ner twin breasts. 

bier lake-grown-lotus eyes 

whiten without coUyrium, 

no more does she coiffure her 

“He did take the wealthy darkhair ‘ 
0Ce » n ?nd the Earth in y ore - 

intend to do with her, 

avendai Endai, my Lord, O! (2) 

Gunjba Qsuffijr flrW ^ ^ 

u y ^ ttW! 

TJ a5fl " ClD,Bfl a,ei ” em dP'i> CW -ui. 

©ai®*® aA 

fill Qrt.i • ’@(5>8>firruj? 

® , Usu »«n ai eTpeng, iSIgitCetr! 

Even the Sandal paste, 

cool pearls and fragrance 

scoich her and she thins 

the wail ofthe sea makes her wail, 

Ol’ 


The ruddy-coloured leafy sprouts 
of Mango do make her pale, 
bangles on her pretty hands do 

xi „ not Stay. 

Now tell me what do you 

intend to do with her, 

Idavendai Endai, my Lord, O! (3) 

S-nfW crtsMbi 

cot *un gjuS1c5TrDa,rrco crejrcpib; 

^AjSgiub *_0»6«ir- 

**** Jd., 

«* Q.o.ftZw 

Each hour stretches long 
longer than the aeon, alas 
CVen bless ed Sun has gone to big 

^fe end - h ^ 

the rn birdie’s call does hurt, 

“OSakhi.r^^otterthanftr^ 

“% breasts are unbridled. 

me what I should be doing 

Now tell me what do you n ° W ”‘ 
^endto do with her, 

avendai Endai, my Lord, O! (4) 
Glj . . 

:rr n °r"- 

<*•* (IPdiam „* Z ■ iD V n ‘<S>* 0 

©LOojjbana, ® @0812.^?- 

erpsmg, iS|,, nGast , 

I fy"»>> r «pe,k,a»„ r d, 

1 “only your name, 

SH e melts it is only for your form- 
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Her love swells above her, 

she looks like a one who’s lost, 

her large fish-like eyes have 
found no sleep. 
O my frail and slender one, 
trailing like a creeper, 

exceedingly disturbed, is 
whimsical. 

Now tell me what do you 
intend to do with her, 

Idavendai Endai, my Lord, O! (5) 

8>«n g)iq.o,(aj a,As>sun jglcniJiujirsiT; 

2>L(ii o,ueu ctuSIsO 

OJ 651 iDL-nii* sum* aiio" Q&ner>co&g> 

sumtgjcjijs Go,d®, gciiMEJJio; 

ifilsOT Cl&ITl* lD(3tW©a> *©'“*' I-.ID6U 

Qidot (ipssisu OuitgSt uiuii>4> , (5>!52> 

<rr«jr Clanm !0« ir > ra, 5>0>l 

gj&b&iruj'? 

@i_QeiJ5)esi® <nj,CTv0 l9|JitGs3t! 

She doesn't think a good thought 
befitting her family, 

she knows only to hear and lose 
herself 

In the story of the war 
fought to destroy the 

high walled ocean-girdled Lanka s 
clan. 

My girl with a lightning- 
thin waist has shrunken, 

her tighted twin breasts have 
paled, O! 

Now tell me what do you 
intend to do with her, 

Idavendai Endai, my Lord, O! (6) 

L < ili 5 , 6 j)JiDi 

a .^HsSrei cpG&rfpj 

@OJ 6 TTfTCU ; 

O'cnni, ftcrftu Qi imPcu (dk,»p ton©Sl0(<»j)Gfl franco 
^^UiGgSt! CTOTTfpj GUfUuOcU(fT)6L|lb J 


AGTrrbJ (Lpj^J6UCU 5>fTff)6sn«5>, Qufflgj] 

<3>su€3>cv>GujfT(^ ^qjguid C0fTnF>$0{bj3> 
gjGTTftJ AGlfl G1JfGTF)<5 >(&) CTG3T r£l GSTfbgj) 

( g»_GQjfj>«r>£> 6T<|)Ging) iSlgnCoi! 

Her heart is disturbed, 

speaking of you everywhere, 
she has given all to you and none 
to me. 

“O Lord of ripe orchards, 
Wonder-lord of Solai Hills, 

O My very own”, she prates on 
and on. 

My fruit-like daughter has 
lips like the red melon, 

thinking madly she has become 
love - lorn. 

Now tell me what do you 
intend to do with her, 

Idavendai Endai, my Lord, O! 

(7) 

c^COlb 0<£h(LQ ^ojgSt Gtmiu c§M,ibuiri(£) 

«£Hi£)u4LDn - cvj crcsi 2_tfn6mi) ctgst^jld; 

HGvjib O0>tyj QuiT0 j§rru ufT0L£>; 

GufT^jCinn j^iTiDcan6U5>0 cTcjn gni ib: 

0cuib Q^ncOoSlA Ga>rriDGiT sugOoSI, 

Qahuv QfbQ loemipA aiGoVrwrofl 

GTl^loj G^j(TGTil^0 GTG5T fQGDCtfnbgjJ 

l @l CTgu jjKing, crrr-.cing, iSIrjnGffiir! 

“My heart breaks to hear the flute 
on the lips of Lotus-lord, — 

he has four arms strong like the 
plough bull”,— 
She sings for the Resident of 
Puikuli watered by 

cool and fragrant water resources. 
“Let us go to Neermalai” 
says my life-like carving, my 
slender-waisted creeper-like 
daughter. 

Now tell me what do you 
intend to do with her, 

Idavendai Endai, my Lord, O! (8) 
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Ourrcar (S t u rru luuJ6;ncuu> s SS5lCluj(;iiCanrii _ 

Wurr © *>« g,iu9w ujnjjianOT; 
^COTlSlcnTTGO 2 _CTtCldSU gtl&wh Qulflgj; @si, 
a_frjfQ C^ruj ^Cujot; 
iflfflr ©annb CiocO 

Qjb0(bj«iQ 

6DfbJ&)uj CU63T (LpcncoiUfT^A^ 

CTdnCWo ^ID? 0i51OlSlo) CTCSI (glcjlOTjbga 
@(5Jbamu? 

gL-UQjjjsn® evbsng, iSIcrnGcir! 

She has lost her bangle pair, 
become pale and senseless, 
her warring fish-like eyes never 
close, O! 

Her love for you swells, 

I cannot decipher 

what is ailing my precious daughter. 
Her twin breasts are swollen, her 
lightning-waist has shrivelled more; 
what is going to happen, how will 
it end? 

Now tell me what do you 
intend to do with her, 

Idavendai Endai, my Lord, O! (9) 

^csrarypib, i£©ju>, ^.onuimii 

^UJ GTlb LDfTlLlCcTT! ^06TTfruJ 
CTfflT©Rb g)S5I Q&nGWTLlirag, 

-(o\Gurfyes)f}) 6Tii,eir)5, rjrT€tr >gsjt, 

LTK^TgU ion «DfTl_ LDrbJCDftujiT & ^^^^ 
tOasaiCcUCU 5>6\SlujG3T QJfTlU 6 £g$0>CTT 

ugWRiu ug^jcucu urTglcumr r^rrtct^Lb 
utpcfilciDGJi' Ufbsi ^©JUurrCrj. 

This garland of songs by 
spear-wielding Kaliyan, 

King of high wall mansioned 
On Idavendai lord who Sai tract, 

graces his devotees, 

coming in the forms of his Avatars 
Of the pure white swan, and 
the fish and the turtle, 
and the terrible man-li on then - 
Those who can master it 
will break the cords of 

Karma binding all in their daily 

acts, (loy 
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2.8 On Attabuyakaram 

(A girl to her friend) 

Tiripuram | Senchurutti | Adi 

UGuii^cnaCioGu cSwuu, 

(iMI - €lcna * u * CunsC) 

® Pft,W ® lb ttP^JDiuirri, 

™*' a ' Cs “>V flHidr ctuSlibCprgl 

^ *-© <5M,u> @OJir ^j,nQ a , ITe o9 ctotcst - 
'SHLUL)UJ*ijg,Ca,OT CT£i;T ©iCg. 

Siva W h ° b the three cities and 

baffled Seated , 0n the lotus were 

cet ir T SiketheWaVeS0fthe 

wn t,’^ three Worl ds offering 

Srf 1 method ’ - h - 

shinfnt b T? andhisfelin e-teeth 

AtubuVakaTam^t!S thel °tl) f 

ra ’^™ 

”***>»* ***** ' 

"-/a^eun ^nCW*,? cotcst- 
6 T6ST0)rcCij 

Er 

■“«**■£■£ th ' “ 
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Q<5li)QurTG3T ^GV»rbJ(2) GUGUfbJGnSj OJfTCrfl, 
$6T3T ^l6IDGU, cjG37lCll_fT0 0f£l$»lb 6^6TT QJH6TT, 
2_iburi @0 5ri_'7 ^i^CajrrQ 

G«S>L_5>lb 6£>G53T LDCUfT Uff>r$ CTfj)Gf!)! 

Clcuibq cflGST^gtJ <^L-GU GqJJ^LD && 

GcUOTiJT ID0UM £p>C3T£QJ >-*rSl^i§3l 
^ibi_jg>ib Guffciffr/JlQjfT ^liGftnw ? cts3t<S 3T' 
^ L_L_t_) UJftg^jG^KTi CT63TfT)nGfJ. 

Oh, how he came! Holding a golden 
bow, strong arrows, mace, conch, 
dagger and a radiant discus, and holding 
a flower as well, he looked like the 
cloud-hued lord who plucked the tusk 
of the mighty rutted elephant. Who 
could this be, I wondered. “I am the 
lord of Attabuyakaram! , he said. (3) 

U>(CT)3t£— LLMT LDfT IDGSrfls, (tfj<S3FTn)tb , 

LDfT iDCJDtp AnSfgHt £p>0 LDfTOJ 

1D0UM ©jmicfjib 

icmuii) ^rfilujifimlCuOT; 

Gsu&tb (ipsir sj>g^«uir, $$ suiTsn&gj 
<&uha.urr Cunsin! 51 suiT'<§t,'iGl«> (T ® J ? ctotgjt- 
tfT63TtTJfrGo. 

Lifting a tall mountain that reached 
the clouds, he stopped the rains. 
Frightening a mighty elephant in rut, 
he took its tusk. Is he that cowherd 
lad, I thought, not knowing the 
stranger. By his radiant discus and 
conch and his Vedic chant-like speech, 
he looked like a god. Who could this 
be, I wondered. “I am the lord of 
Attabuyakaram!”, he said. (4) 

s>©nGv«5>(£*>u), G<sug>(ipib, g>iT§yiib 

arpi i(ipu>Q^f T cO, QurT06TT<3jfT6pib, ldjpctvd 
l9cDCU«r^3Lb 6UfT63T6lJnr&0U) lS)ft)ITA0lb 
f£rr<snu)uS1ffjTrTCU <^0Grr<ol<5UjgiJ 

U3QnGO<5>fGTF)lb, LDfT LCGfafliLjlb LDCUnGlDCU 
iDfbJ6«n5>ajib ^fb>&(ipih 
<^®ncu 5.i_cv> Gi jiTcjm^QiiT ^nCl^fTGVj ? cmsiTOTr - 
^HlLl i^ui^g^iG^QT GTsinpffCfT. 


The Vedas, the Vedantas, Itihasas, 
Kalpasutras, Vyakarana, Mimamsa, - 
these and other sacred texts were given 
to the gods and men with grace, by 
the lord who has mountain-like arms 
that bear the conch and discus, a gem- 
radiant chest with lotus dame Lakshmi 
and the dark hue of the deep ocean. 
Seeing this form, Who could this 
be, I wondered. “I am the lord of 
Attabuyakaram!”, he said. (5) 

6TTbi(hi£pjii> tb n u> (JgJsu't QJ®rat®raub GiGOTrcsjOeo, 
<rr g > i ld ^ rf)l gu ib j 6j(j>^)65nipujn'n' 
g nii0ib iD63T(jpib f^ltfDrr)u _|ld CTGuGurrib 

5,ibii3C3T M0JbgiJ 5)H(ipib 

Qurrnij0 &0fii &i_cu, Aimin', 

CufTgil f^GUlb, l_j6^r>S5T(Fj^j Gld^ld 

^r^|C^JC3Tlb Gurt63TI^€UlT e^nQ^fTcb? <TTG3T€3T - 
^^L_l_l_|UJ A(J^bG<ff>63T CT6ffT(T}rTG(J. 

No matter how much I saw him, I 
could not identify him. He entered and 
took the jewels worn by the maidens, 
together with their hearts, their calm 
and all, then displayed his dark form, 
— the hue of the ocean, the Puvai 
flower, the Kaya flower, the blue lotus 
and the dark clouds. Seeing this, Who 
could this be, I wondered. “I am the 
lord of Attabuyakaram!”, he said. (6) 

y>(Lgil OICOT0 &6OT g^ipiTllS)«3T 

CliDirujib LDCun* ftOTSKiflimh, Giowfl 

snfcgi 

G&iTGuib ^05)2)611 it njjib 
6TfiiifhJ63Tib Qgnca Gyi kgigsgTr? 2>€VJGumr 

LU ^rriDGlDfJ «9>G73T6j£ipJlb 

6J!b^il gti^oj ^^(ipib, G^nigtfyib, GurTiLjib 
Lp<fQ UJg)fTlb ^^GUIT ^nQ&fTGO? GT63T&TST- 
^ilu i |aj<3>gj5>Gg>63i crcsTiprrGfj- 

Bees hovering on his cool Tulasi 
garland. Sandal paste smeared on his 
face, —O How can I describe this?, — 
like a painted picture of the lotus, his 
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two eyes, his chest, his arms, and his 
mouth, were all very beautiful. Who 
could this be, I wondered. “I am the 
lord of Attabuyakaram!”, he said.(7) 

Ciacfl sruuirguib 

C®J 2 ,u> E_snrnjufr; idlA,^ 

C *f ! guuacb 

50>G>rnb, io<bgjj @suit cvGTffigjjnj) fiTfiArrsTdku, 
guuirt; auCfiiuju, e^uumi; 
a«nt@jjii «w*«,ib Q^u^jA m* 

dJ,sSl egULmir; gjeur ^(jQftrreu? ctotot- 

«^ L - i - L l UJ 5>!J5)Cg > cjr CTCffTfprrCij. 

Gods on every side stood and offered 
worship with Vedic chants, the lady- 
of-the-Sea Lakshmi was his consort. On 
that side was the vibrant conch, on 
this side the discus. Come to describe 
his colour, was he lotus-red, or was 
he ocean-blue?, — his eyes and his 
frame sank deeply into my soul. Who 
could this be, I wondered. “I am the 
lord of Attabuyakaram”, he said. (8) 

2>tQ5ti> ^CL/iTftg, ctot eu«r>srriL|io igcocuir; 
Qib0O(Lpib $idu>C$. .#1 j,£lgCgrr)0 

SU(6Tjifl LO0rU(£)GU Gff>0fb0, CrbfT*^, 
G1J1I1U ^2>ji)g>i usnf)a_«w0; 

Si-onL^gj @<njiT CfbfT&^u) 

2>nejr ^guit g>ibc7)i£> <5nrf)ltut£>frilGi_caT; 

<^0<5rGU63T; LDH>2ii ^SUIT &lflQ<hnd>? CT63TGST- 
«^llt.LjUJArjg)G^63T eTS3T(T)rTGg. 

My bangles left my hands, seeking 
his refuge. My heart too became his. 
He looked hard at my Vanji-like 
slender waist and opened his mouth 
to speak a word. The glance he gave 
was full of sweet poison. I did not 
know who he was. Who could this 
be, I wondered. “I am the lord of 
Attabuyakaram!”, he said. (9) 


UJ«T®TSUOT Q^nwnrcnLujiT Cam* ajcsimhi@ii> 
Qpu,. uhtcosu aiuStjCmaeir 

g>G51 CUoSl gjGST Ljaip g,e£\ 

< ^ L “ L ~ l -\ U '&D£h§}} j5)65T6DOTT, 

&G3i«afl peJ U 5 n Ceu rf,g>eir 

anus0 find, (QGnrrjn 

fj^Gngujn&j Qsitstot Qd^Qdncv loirfincu 
$73>fb GucbcufTA&0 ib fineu^fbgjCiD. 

The Tondaman king Vairamegan 
came to offer worship for the lord at 
Attabuyakaram in Kanchi, where the 
king s name is known everywhere. This 
garland of the sweet Tamil songs is by 
Kahkanri, king of the high-walled 
Mangai tract. Those who can sing it 
will find a place in Vaikunta. (10) 

2.9 On Paramecchura 
Vinnagaram 

Solluvan \ Yamunakalyani \ Adi 

Cttfrrfiucyj, GUG^rOancO, Guri0fiTTg,rT<S3T 

<S1 fin 6u ^lii 8 

*cncu, asigu 5 >fiSl, 2 >nj)n 3 (yub 

Cg,nn)jB(ipii ^uj, 

fT>60 ^rj«»T IT)ftfJ6MTS31 JT,rrdfT(Tp ( 3,^j ( g,^) 
«@<-ii)-5)fTOTT -g>i_ib &{[$>(&) 

^LU 

UGOCOCUOTT, &61G'JGVJQJfitTI CTgJT fT)l 2 _ GU^jIcu 

ucorrrruju ug\j 6UOT3Tni»(c?) a>ipoj 

ucococxjott, iDcOcneuiuiT Cd&fTear ucsafli bib 
LJfjGlXl^iSifJcfilcinjTCOTTii^fJii) C^l §ll G GU . 

The lord is the Vedas, their substance, 
and their rules. He is the senses of 
taste, touch, sound, smell, and sight, 
and their controller. He is Brahma, 
Siva and the good Narayana, residing 
in Kanchi surrounded by lotus tanks. 
The Mallaiyar king Pallavan, — whom 
the world praises as “Pallava the great”, 
“The great bow wielder”, and to whom 
other kings come and offer homage, - 
- offers worship here in the temple of 
Paramecchura Vinnagaram. (1) 
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S>fTITU)GffT|p {£,6TT G&£Frli)l_|lb, <Rl_g^U>» 

<9il_0LD fflgp gTU lb LDC^CUU^LD 5j6ffl 

gjfrrrLDggTgy^i <@ ulD 

5>l_lb, LDfT LD^lctT {&ipfb & 1 
C&fflDCTTCTy OP^^USICU 

Q^( 2 )€filco ^IrpeO cu«nliq.uJ J® 6 ** 

£u^ G\J C OJ n C3T , 

urntLOGhgu ucu&xaiit C*n , «sr u«raft2>5> 
ufjCujsaijeSlarjnairaiJuo ^igjjGcu. 

The big cloud-bearing sky, the oceans, 
the orbs, the Earth, the mountains, 
were created on the lord s lotus navel. 
He resides in the high walled city of 
Kanchi. The chariot-riding Pandya king 
was routed by the strong bow-wielding 
monarch Pallava king, who comes to 
offer worship in the temple of 
Paramecchura Vinnagaram. (-) 

s_gu> 2,0 Oibgu ^tcncranli usheifl CWssm-CTOT. 
90«ntu (ipciTOTii in" E-^surrujs, 
aLgush 

aj it LDSsailsusginGsgT^T ^i_u> 
lOSKjfl tom_riia,cir (gjipiBgil <39“ lh ^ 

Sgsasun icOTSTCffiessiuSIcij hot Qian Gsusu 
Qtbgl sumiSlso a.*, Qffytjefila* (jpssr J&<ra r 

ogrggjojcjr ucucuGitn GaneS* u ssrf\ib{b 
ugCiDsa.rjGfilOTOTS,ijii> <®)£)jCgu. 

Then in the yore, the lord displayed 
his huge form reclining on a serpent 
couch in the deep ocean, fulfilling the 
desires of his devotees. The dark gem 
lord resides in the mansioned city of 
Kanchi. The good Pallava king who 
waged man)' wars and sent the enemies 
down the narrow neck of his spear 
comes to offer worship in the temple 
of Paramecchura Vinnagaram. (3) 

c=>l£T3Tt_Qpib ,<TTGTOT <£lcT>£FlL|lb, f^6Ug)Jli>, 

c^SsHGU I^GgfT^ GUff633, 6T<fl, 5»ffGU (l£>£j6UrT 

S-CTffTl-.GUGST, CTff>G<r>g, t9gff63Tgil 

Sjsifl Lorn lii&eif <=Hy?(£) <S»? U *^> 


sfilcroruG'J'i g’Gincnua 0ipir(jpi_G«5T 

cEIcngjBj&tit @<fluj, GU^sSlsu (yirafljjgi, 
ugott( 9 cuffincnaa^ 6 ^ 1 UGjafljB# 

uoGicesrgeElffiOTsrgao^ ^gjjCaj. 

The Universe, the eight Quarters, the 
Earth, the ocean, the sky, the fire, 
the wind and all else were swallowed 
in a trice by my lord and master, the 
resident of beautiful Kanchi 
surrounded by golden mansions. The 
Pallava king who wielded his bow to 
disperse hordes of enemies in war, 
comes to offer worship in the temple 
of Paramecchura Vinnagaram. (4) 

gjlibei 2_cni_ j> £Iot st>a gugst ff>iren s>afl 

gjujiir £ng>@ <S((jeJii> Qsu(n,Gu t‘P ein 
U^ib qssrw Qumuena, qA*ir«r ^|Su@l«© 
^ u ii-5,nOT’ - 2>L.U> (*,ypji>gi) <&liP© 
^uj s>&£\, 

G3,ib Clumfi'w 0«T ®i fftuSIcu Qg,araiajenaig, 

£l«ro;uu, Gla^GiDO) sfilujjbgj Osduro 

LJ(Tlilt-l E_GJnuLJ U6UGU6UIT C&IT63T UGJafybii) 
urjGiDfla.frsfi'OTOTa.'ni ^igsiCeu. 

The strong elephant with big feet 
entered the lake and was saved from 
the jaws of the crocodile; the serpent 
Kaliya who spat poison in the river was 
trampled upon and subdued. Our lord 
resides in beautiful Kanchi surrounded 
by water tanks. The Pandya king of the 

neaared-grove-and-mountain-like-wall- 

surrounded Southern kingdom 
was routed by our serpent-ensign 
Pallava king who comes to offer 
worship in the temple of Paramecchura 
Vinnagaram. (5) 

jJ^bdOl U«DI_Ga>n6nrfluSl63i 2_0 

<£hr)GGVjnC3T ^Mas6Ulb G<506 $gO (ip63T JTjfTGTT, 

l|633T UI_ill Guffipff>^) l9rjff63Tg>J ^Lll) " 

Gluff0 tDffL rbl<5»6ff C?MLP0 c^t,U I &eS \, 

C16U633T I^LpGVJ GtfmjG^MTGO ff)L_UU 

G$G«ru_ QguGU (Tiftfflq GgUGU USDl (1/363T 
£>_UJ ffg,#, 

U6OTTl_| a_«m_U UGUGUGUff G<5jfT63T UGSuflffjg) 
L!gGlD5«fJ.g6fil6TOT633T5>gib . 
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f«ofH,„ nyiina V erc ' e h J";eh.y 

po*,^ tisurrou "‘ l “ ib vfckiv 

P*~»ied s "“ r s ‘°"; j Th « '-hi..- 

ensign spear w’ I ,.° dln 8 ser pent- 
5 s P ear -wieldine p a l| avo 1 • 

c °mes to offer worshin' ! klDg 
®a“" «« 

“® *"* *-o 

* wClu >f 0 & ^ Q . 2 >"A, 

water-tanks Th. Kanchl am id 

kmgdom, who has a str S uthern 

&™^g, Qpej iDOTsncusjr 

©ff^enau uanuw ■ 

««<-«*«,* cr^ ’,a ^ ftL<i!r>c ' J 

<SM«ufl U )nL.r& lac iT (& viT ™”® 1 ' 

“f« 

crowned'^king^ '!i' '° rd came 35 a 

r^^Xsxs* 1 ■ 

.heoc„„ wi , hroet! Hc . so ^ov.r 


resident of beautiful Kanchi with 
mansions. The bull-like bow-wielding 
andya warrior of Nenmeli fell into 
jitters when our Pallava king wielded 
the sharp spear in his right hand. He 
comes to offer worship in the temple 
°‘ Paramecchura Vinnagaram. ( 8 ) 

iSlcnjD 2 _«jh_ ojrrar ^jg,su lSIcstg3->ctt^I ro^jgiJ 

(]PQTCc3T 6£>(TT}«,fTCU 2_(njli>)63T 

Uicnrr, l_ iDncO 

<^i_rir2>£» "£)(£> 

@L_ibg>rrCTr «5,i_ld (^ipfbgii c^ip0 
e^UJ (hdS\ 

tf>OT)fT) 2 _cdl_ cnrrfffT u>fD idcstgjtit Q^l_, 

«3jL.CVjCufTCU (LpiprbJ 0 li) (gjfJCU <^0QJrTUJLj 
U6iDjr> 2_cni_u ucuGusiirr C^rrear usrjflrp,^ 
UfiCLD^^rgcrfilOTjTGTOT^gii) ^^jGcu. 

Por the sake of the moon-faced 
Nappinnai, the lord fought seven 
strong bulls. He resides in beautiful 
Kanchi surrounded by water tanks. 
Our Pallava king has war-drums that 
ro 1 the roaring seas, despatching 
enemy kings to the sharp edge of his 
mighty sword. He comes to offer 
^orship in the temple of Paramecchura 
vinnagaram. ( 9 ) 

Ufm ^2>"GO MdM^U U6OCU6UIT C^fT^ 

ugGiOff^gefiloOTGOTTajiTGiDcu, 

LOC *T® J rgoT SUUJ6U mCbJCnauJlT g,ij) 

©din,^ 

cirgu Qaj, ai £ijp sueusun,} 

ftdr ^ 

s " ^ 
lastin p 0 rl f d renow f n r ed Pallm king of 

»a,k s t° m J“"'E W i by ''’ C8 “ e 

b '" 8 > and .„io y H„v. n 
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2.10 On Tirukkovalur 

Manjadu \ Nadanamakriya | 
Khanda Chapu 

loic^a^Q s*jcr>ri6j(yj‘i ) > «>>-e0asiT | CT(ig L ®i 
su rrsjra (ip ti> ic«33Tsn!T«>(ipJ>, inppui 

CTCueofTib 

^tgjsrrujeu suuSljbp ^ua^ ^gSIctCidgo G?" 

@«t;B gjcrflrflcu ajCratsucnmbgj rrasst g,«ircn«Jt 
0J(cija(T j^iT euenib arra(£)Lb CluGreTGJiGWra, 

Cla,63ru it«u 

gdTuj £)n 6 iriD 65 >rpiu(TCTTn C&(T(ipa OtnuiLi, 
^&iQ0ncS] cfilcrtsrr cmucyicrr ^>latp(£,0>i 
G^jirsirpib 

fl(2>ffi(i9,it5ugijTiT-^g>g)l«i , -*<OTGi_raT2,nG£5r. 

The cloud-touching seven mountains 
and the seven oceans, the sky-world, 
the Earth-world and all else without 
harm, he held in his stomach and slept 
on a tender fig leaf. He is our lord, for 
w hom pure-hearted Vedic seers offer 
^oma-sacrifice, in the midst of fields 
of golden paddy, on the Southern 
hanks of the ever-flowing waters of 
Tennai river. I have seen him in the 
beautiful temple of Tirukkovalur.(l) 

^jsuiTijjgi s>p<i> gilipnw, 3rrji>g>ii>i 
gjiuib, 

^uu> Clff,tTOTjr(9 c&ttotjiT Qg,rTipu urasnii 
QatictT umiiSlcu 

Quiott (ipcncu iDCugrrcn, g,gGrofl 
LDtoJGiDa 

& rTl £> ^(2)€ll(T <£H«1 6U©(i)lli> giGCTCGHDUJffGi^GG 7 

^Ib&snOT Qedigi, @«ns «Jij> <3!>Si 
^aiaib 

^JCTTli CciJClTcfil ffjfTGO iDCinfD^hGTT, QpCSTfQJ ^U_|LD 

Q^ojgjj ^(^Glurr^gjib 

QeFcOsug) 

^(^j^CAfTcu^ja- ^gjgyctr -5>6ff3iGc-63T ir^nGcrr. 

The seven Svaras, the six Angas, the 
hve Sacrifies, the four Vedas and the 
three Fires, twice a day praise the One. 


Celestials offer worship with fresh 
Tulasi garlands, Sandal paste, incense 
and lamp. The lord reclines on a serpent 
bed with Sandal- smeared soft-breasted 
Lakshmi and Earth Dame pressing his 
feet. I have seen him in the beautiful 
temple of Tirukkovalur. (2) 

Clft'nifiJBgJ c5<cu©ii> uiwrra Ceiranwa 

0ipmi)Q5>fTcrT QuruuGT><9>«> 
Gait sir (ip^enw cuncir CTuSljbpa 

Clo,n«m_ 2 >;b( 2 > <rrsir^l 
ant§5>^' UJ AGiflib'S'gD*© 

SJITj^l, 

,51 j,g,!jCii> Gug& CajnOTrrfjl .^©cli 

Q^LU^fTCiDCST 

CT^giT,® iccoiia a© amli_, 

@0ii> i_|63rcnOT Qpg>g>i ^©ibiSla 

Q^ibQurrcar 5>frili_, 
Clo(igij,g,i_^iTa auscmb ^efilsaia Gutrcu 

ani!0ib 

^©aCaireusyiiiH^iiSfjP'* -aKraiGi-Gai SjiCot. 

In the lake amid fragrant bowers the 
crocodile with strong gripping jaws 
held the elephant by his foot. To save 
the suffering devotee, our lord came 
with his discus and showered his grace. 
The blue water lilies display his dark 
hue, the Punnai trees show his pearly 
teeth and golden hue, the red lotuses 
in the tank blossom like lamps, 
I have seen him in the beautiful temple 
of Tirukkovalur. (3) 

^(^ib Cu.itit u>rr«$) ul u u/DCiDGu 

SXr^T IT (bgjj | 

j5>rjrTg>cog>G;2)tTiT (ipiq.5>5> 

Oy 63T 65T l D111 IT 6<D 63T t 

^ihigj cSjCOTT i^it G^frnjbgj 

<^63TLJ «9oT0li) 
<^lq. ID SUIT <9,110 ^|(Lp2,LD ^GilTfTGtfT 

h 5,C3T6<DC3T 
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CsrreDeoft 

® {f " Ili 0,1(1 ® J5! ^© U»®i 

» . LJ,tl -'* CaC@g 

** *®“ 4 “ fr *""©* * y ,« rf ) 

4l©«Ca l 7a,g SII T- < 5 )g ,g )jeil _ 4sjil j L{jl 
fbfrCsjT. 

The lord phed his Garuda bird and rid 
the Earth of its unbearable burden of 
terrible Rakshasas. He is the ambrosia 
tor devotees who offer worship with 
tears in their eyes. In the groves where 
Kongu, Surapunnai and Karavu trees 
blossom profusely, bees drink the nectar 
and sing in unison. Hearing the sweet 
songs the sugarcane in the fields grow a 
node taller. I have seen him in the 

beautiful temple of Tirukkovalur. ( 4 ) 

asmiD ajerrir Caicu a gar (tp^suira asujjgdr, 

currcS) 

5><if)C33T ^earr^lcsTncu id up a j 


6TT 

iSlfiinfT) CTuSlrrjrpj cutum CTCueurnb 

S_L,G3T 

OuiDlDrrCCT ^,65TGD«J7 
l-D€iDfr) GVGXUJ, L|«>^> €U6TTfJ, U5IT|_lhC^jItJJJli> 
idstuTlu ib cpessi Q^rrcifl ^ongrr ^,ld 
eurrrnb G£{b } 

&\gs)tt) Qurri^lco ^©ncssTf^Sj 

O^GSTOjeu dj<5.lD 

^)(nj^Cg»rTGUCyfnT-A4d?i gii giT~ &M*jiGt_63T j5>n(sCirr. 

The sharp speared Khara-Dushana, 
Kabandha, Vali, and others were 
destroyed by arrows. Then in the city 
of Lanka, the Rakshasas with their 
crescent teeth, and their king Ravana, 
were wiped out by our lord. In every 
home the sounds of Vedic sacrifices and 
worship rise like a crescendo, while in 
the Mandapas, in every half-open 
space, students sit and learn the chants. 
The breeze caresses the watered groves 


and blows over the town. I have 
seen him in the beautiful temple of 
A irukkovalur. 

^ 2>njj QcucnuOgffjrjj 

GlsG 3 TgD ^ 15)0 

ram -' ,CT,sw * *<=*"0 syuail a-oCcunGl 

S! ® ^ CunQ f^^ Ji 

Q ml a ^* r * siT US5 ^ g,eiresHDiurren& 

*„!«»• iKcvmoasir uafta^Cwn© 

OT **•' CTS ^ <a<n«e 

Ci-jn .. G<?gO£u<? 

& miiLi •gUjj.jgg, 

^ ©*c* ffeug!)tft . ^ Sgusfr . 

fbnCcsT. 

the rn 8 °u U ,r°, tbe fragrant butter on 
scei n r P I Sh L f bnghtl y’ he at e it all; 
bound K h ‘ S tHe cowher d-lady Yasoda 
und him to a mortar. He stood like 

The C fr ant cb ?‘ ne< ^ to a Pillar, weeping. 
loddlTT ! ° tUS - lad >’ hakshmi” the 
deer-rid° Spe ? cb ^arasvati and the 
reside ' ei Shfarmed Parvati 
abunda" 1 e ” lans ‘ ons °f exceeding 
beaut'^ bave seen him in the 

beautiful temple of Tirukkovalur. (6) 

^ ^ OP-fl*® uA«.u* £0 

Sfil<:in '-* sh «TiP J 100,2,^ 

* , ® b .*r jb 

SU ®' lD Q,s, b «©«©)*© 5 ©a 

© r “ *CiP® LWU, urrencrrClow*,rc-rag, 
•anui STsOsurruj 105*3,0 ^ , Ja , CTli) 

^ ft fT i i 

«©e>.€l i£l* Clioni!® 

fj . ~ Qs>trm Gsnenc \ia, 

©«> ^leuginn-^^gllOT - asSnCLssT 
ibnCsur. 

e|’A ,0rd destroyed the rutted 
P ant, ripped the jaws of the horse 
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subdued seven bulls, uprooted the 
Marudu trees, smote the devil-cart, 
killed the wrestlers and struck death 
on the wicked Kamsa. In the nectared 
bowers where Serunti trees spill 
buds in profusion, the dark Areca trees 
wirh green fronds spill white pearls, 
while the fruit is dark and coral red 
all over, I have seen him in the 
beautiful temple of Tirukkovalur.(7) 

umicTgjj Qu(2)ii> umjih ^gu uararQ 

umT®§>«T CWojqj® 

Gg>iTGjrj}j snij£l ST^In'2>^n’rr Csenssr 

Qs( 5 e,s>«n 5 >g)i 2 i Oap!D ne ^ 

GuniTGJfpJ 6£63TfT)j £i_CT)l—UJfTgy'-B, 

G<£F> rTgu lb 

L|fTrKff.fT6T>lli> ff)fTG3T(lpA@J^ QUfT0{bgiJlb 
<?grr fiCu rTGVJ 

tDOTirpiufTCTTn J0€ir>rr>(b5> Cl$ei>6y& 
&l(5«,C.5,n'eugynii-,st2,cp«TT * *«wCi-C3r 

r^rrCcoT. 

To rid the world of its heavy burden 
the lord entered the Bharata war as a 
messenger then drove the chariot for 
Arjuna and destroyed the army of 
kings in combat. The bull-rider Siva, 
Vaisravana, Indra, Brahma and all the 
other gods are gathered in the wealthy 
town with Vedic seers in good 
measure. I have seen him in the 
beautiful temple of Tirukkovalur.( 8 ) 


unit isaeft, y, u>i£>«r>aGujrT(5' 

■s.Lii iDC'I)’""™ Glun-cilibgj) 

Ca«g) fTGJFTfD , 


'5ifT€lUq.cfi)riT <5>lT)t J^GlD GljTGU f^l GJTrpj f 
<5>GUfb^.«iinAll0 ^06TTuirfllMlb 

iTjTrT<sn£tfT f 

Gscui^ GT><£F> ^l0G\JfTlLI «H<nJ«bg> «^,C«r>L- 

Qaib QurrGjT Q<?uj ^0 a_.0cmb g^osuiGSt 

a>65Ttoff>C3T 


^UjCgH CuffCUGUnfl" lOGtfTtpi 

£'© 3 ,Gs>its)jg^iT-^i@@DC fr -5>srarGL_OTT 

fF> nG G3T. 


A beautiful form with Dame Earth and 
lotus-dame Lakshmi resplendent with 
conch and discus on either side appears 
like a forest of Kalpaka trees, gracing 
the devotees with a benevolent heart, 
with red lotus feet, hands, lips and eyes, 
— even his robes are red, his jewels are 
of red gold, — his glorious form is 
worshipped by Siva, Brahma and the 
other gods. I have seen him in the 

beautiful temple of Tirukkovalur. (9) 


eyirgs$mhQs>grfr icirsnsu, 

u>gag>«ns> manip (yiiflCcu Guncuojndr 

Q) G3T63") GfT 8 

#n^tC53T(ii0 LDCnjDUunenrr iglanrrijbgi Qacosug, 
acSnCi-®'^^ 5 )) 

(Lpcaico u)i_ojrm u>fi>cns> GojibgiSaT 
aiml agSIojot sgeSI g}jbgi«i ©&§>“> 

GU GU G\J IT IT 

2_cu5jib &><sofjr>&)} <^^0 
<3 fbfbi 

ag^gl cnb)(g)ii) ug©o,i«n5sra, arrcraruiT 


The coiffured-dames-abounding 
Mangai’s King, swordsman Kaliyan, 
has sung these ten Tamil songs with 
the refrain ‘‘I have seen him in 
Tirukkovalur” on the lord who saved 
the elephant in distress, has the hue 
of the blue water lily, is the emerald 
gem, and is the rain-cloud pleasing to 
Vedic seers. He lives in abounding 
wealth. Those who master the garland 
will be worshipped by the world, and 
receive the vision of the lord. ( 10 ) 


3.1 On Tiruvayindirapuram 

Irundan \ Sankarabharanam \ 
Rupakam 


^0^b5>(5r3T LDfT 10GIHX) CJG3TU) c^! toUCTIUtl 

lD0UtSl<Sjfl«5O <£N<9>!?>g>l 

3>0fb2>GranOfT 8 > gjJl6l65T«T)G>J<»3T 
SjlDGVJfbCU LDCOrr5»G^fDGO 
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*©»« 

^©CUllSIlj.DgnjC^ ^-iPa© 

The lord who came as a boar and lifted 

e cool E anh on his tusk teeth reclines 

m the deep ocean. He also resides in 
Tiruvaymdirapuram where bees in large 
numbers drink the nectar from lotus 
flowers, sing and dance, then fly to theft 
j' VeS on *** tall Serundt trees m the 

dense groves around the temple. ( 1 ) 

iflorgjju. a)ra.«n* UJajs i r) 

S-CtlJ) 20 $0 lomTucjr, 

uw Our^ri, 
uijarr -eoerxjS sn ij<v 

iSlCTgum uiirjbsflu usacfltO C1 u6J> l aj„ 
iSlarafl .©icfiUp aLDaj&gsjg, 

“t "“S’ <***"© ®«w msb 

4)'(£)CUuS)fb^lgLigCi d. '~^ D 

The lord with the resplendent discus 
in hand, w,th lotus-dame Lakshmi on 
his chest, the substance of the Vedas 
resides in Tiruvayindirapuram where 
bumble bees on the Madavi bowers 
call Tena Tena’ in sweet musical 
tones, waiting for their mates, — held 
captive in the closed lotus flowers of 
the night, — to join them. p) 

snojwii) enyjti a_cwi0 ^su @ar>tu 

LDrrujQj€3T, ^Iq-UJCUITft^ 

Qo 5UJUJ€ST Cl^UJCUf^fTUJASST 

CIlDUJ5>0 GlS&T)IJ 8 erfigcil 

Old mu Q&nerr ujrr^sfil eemuAib Qpiuifc^)^ 

(LpcO«060 c^)if) Q<5»rriq 

Qfftuuj 0 ,mr)Gr ><)6 Qfffgib ucnegyr 
$0€U uSI fh>$ tj LJ gClD. 

The wonder lord who swallowed 
the seven worlds and lay on a fig 
leaf, Deivanayakam, reveals himself 


E SACRE0 B0 °K / Divya Prabandham 


P«t, 0, “a Her “ d ““Tin,vayk<ii r a 
Erow 1 h T de "' e M adav, bowers 
ZZn***~ trees i„ the 
‘ h r«* i ““PEr sways 
fill t ij e an the lotus blossoms 

er tan ks brightly. (3) 

a *"*0 

f ** @C 2 > *" 

— 

'fi*ibu » m „ „ aon !P 

h «e anTa’ogil'T't"!' 1 cultivated 

chest aX^'Hwreapar. 

resides in Timv • , ls §°od son. He 
render sug arc a> ? ndlra P ura m where 
reaching the u^ 00 . 15 § row densely 

^^whlch^t^ad^o 
Q hjfrdr ~ 

C ** 4 ®a wfcu ii .^ CT,a ' 

s, . ,Tl£>lSlsfl a' ©fiCWQ 

^e lord , 

^rificeandmeasu'w 1° Mab ^’s 

°rd who subdued se 6 Earth > the 
cowherd-dame Na^o b - Ulls f ° r lhe 
T, ruvayindi rapur PP nnai res ‘des in 

in hordes jump on V ere monkeys 

Senbakam trees cn § ai > Kongu and 
8 °ld, then g 0 an d a ‘ n u‘ n8 flcwe rs of 

Jackfruit deaihone y-dr« Ppin g 

(5) 
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< 5 ^lCTT 2_CUfTsffl LU LDL_fb^)^) Cl5>fr(^l0 

Ostre^GST 

ArresT 2__currcfiluj s>^ (ip^lcu 
@uu> -asfilisji ^(Jii 

sutissr S 2 _suirsfilaj UD$ «>ajy? u>,re “ sucnff 

ion m^lcir i_|cni_ lg,tP- 
Gaejt s!_ojit 6 S 1 uj Ostjjii Oum£l&) ^QgsSI^ 
$(2>6uu5l<b<£) gqgGi0. 

By the words of the hunchback woman 
the cloud-hued lord went into exile in 
the forest with his young wife. 
He resides in Tiruvayindirapuram 
tvhere mountains and mansions touch 
the sky and bees hover over fertile 
wetland tracts. (^) 

'firaiaflsir r^iciisi^gcni- UK-*C'* m 4 angcrani), 
6filcu(^i&c6tesn£l«n5 ^Gu(bJ«r>fi» 
LOS5TC3T63T jgcir (Lplft. OurTlq. CWlU£> GnLDjijgfGaTgll 

^Lib -merafl sucng <StpsCj 
<5icircmb unnosufr ^gefiljiSgigiJ < 9 uD«ifluSl«u 
OuOT>l_OlijrT(i})U> <^1 LDCT j 

Gl0<bOrF>cu<5y,n <s,cu(fla> 0encue£* ^,eT5T 

^9 ^frj su uSl <b ^ 5 M 9 G id . 

The lord who destroyed the fortress 
°f Lanka for the sake of his Sita of 
lightning-thin waist resides in cool 
Tiruvayindirapuram where in the 
shade of the mountain, swan-pairs 
he on beds of lotus and fertile paddy 
fields wave whisks. (7) 

j,g, OiOGTTSi^i^igLpw amtcJSTii) 

sSIcu gDgu&g!), <SiL-ai manipaig) 
eu«r)g(£j<sm_ 

!©cusfiloj b - g>ui£> 

^wngcuerTii) £l&,ijp 100,0,1^ id^uCIuit^ 
losna, suenir ^ a! eu a_ 2 >^ig, 
^cngOanOTTimt^j cuujcijq(ji 

(2) su “9 2 >$ gqgCu>. 

The lord who broke a bow for the 
sake of the dark tressed Sita, and 
w ho lifted the mountain to protect 


the cows against a storm resides in 
Tiruvayindirapuram where rivers 
flowing through the mountains and 
forest, bring elephant tusk and 
fragrant Agil wood as offering, then 
irrigate the fields. (8) 

CsusuQa.n'sit sr>e,$>g>a>g>gj SW#" Qcuii) 
Cun’fflajflcG 

dj)csujgps>(«) oNjW, idC g>iT<3> 
G<9>rTCuG5>rTCTT CT>0>&) £>6Ug>g*J CTJb65T>5> 

QuiDlDrT63T @I_U> - 
0GU€1| g>& 3T GU6TIQ& SfTIjGU 
,5irTCuQ*tTerT5>6if5T Q&mq_6T>£>CTlpS> *GP0 
ufTCDGTT^CTT 5>lDy? tflTgCU 
G^CUftCtT UtTUJ5)(3 ff,$GUlUGU LJ(£) 

0 cu uSI Jb $ <J M *jG• 

The lord who drove the chariot in 
war for Arjuna resides in cool 
Tiruvayindirapuram where Betel 
creepers climb over Areca trees and 
fish dance inebriated in rivers that 
irrigate the fields. (9) 

£LP«JIT ^^llU 6£>(fT)6U«J3GCT, £p6L|GVJ(2) 

9 CTTT 01 SL_t_® Lpj,gd «^Cnj|)g)fT 6 ID 63 t, 
G^CUlT5)fTGJT«UITQa<^p Q<5«3Tp @600)03, 3)GS3T 
<£1 (TT)6D uSI j)^l »JM tfgjgiJ 
ClDCLJ G< 9 fT^ 1 ciDUJ CojGVJ GDCUCD CTT &,gS\ 
&GSirf)\ 2 _ 6 orj 2 > 5 > 

UfTGVj 8>OT3 T Ugjgji @6T>6U UtTlq.l_U 

UfTCUf^JftCTT UuSlcuoCGll. 

The lord who swallowed, made and 
measured the Earth, the One who 
became the Three, whom the gods and 
Asuras go to again and again and offer 
worship, resides inTiruvayindirapuram. 
He has been praised in this garland 
of cool Tamil songs by sharp speared 
Kalikanri. Those who master it will 
be freed of Karmas. (10) 
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• Hllai Tiruchitrakudam 

Unvada | Mukbari \ Khanda Chap,, 
iSlfluinu 401* 

~ ni - ^ *«* Qaiiu cJ2S 
a -rm @sn “ CuJ ^ a ~‘ u ® 4iw4l(ba« 

lD © cn lg)a aranih 

*"* ^ “V™* M® uCu 
AM** n"'* 

n ! 0fl f C.WJA.CJ!! 

T W^'non 0 ^‘ Sh *2 n ‘ 1C overHeav cn! 

SSS!^ 

in the winH T s ’ bees da nce 
over mansions iinhe sky. n ° nS ^ 

^(ThP S,0!f1 el - cAt ®. sS* 

^ ^ q .“ ! 

? z *£ 22L . 

U 1 eople who wish to hold rh P I j 
jn your hearts! There is„„ h P rd 
live on fruit and vegetablesrfr'Tl- 0 
air, or stand between the f ’ thln 
do severe penile ^ and 
worship at Tiilai t" °L- and °^ er 
where Vedic seers . 1 {" uc ^ ltra kudam 
and perform fire sacrifice* 

wuh ever-rising glory. Veryd ^ 

Glonbmb ilsro^ju cions, Cs, ln „-, . 

$it Cipg.1 GWnni, /ehu^ 0 " 01 ^ 

@©ui5o! 


UJ LU MO 11 LL| I. 


®UU)QiluSsirgJ)U) (yj^g, 

G&ircnrriTij>gji 

uchl. icenorcuOT ususueuft Cam* u tJ fb& 
“ Qu “ ua»t> wsl.K.s,* 

jglcuanGU^ 

'i Qootqj Csitiflcns>Gcxr- 

The angered lord came as a wild boar 
and lifted the freshly decked Dame 
art i who was held captive in the 
ocean. Those who wish to attain his 
otus feet, Hearken! Go to Tiilai 

‘, r , UCh j rakudam surrounded by 
& an gem mansions, where the 

~ allaV > k ‘ ng offers worship 
th 8 old - gems and pearls. (3) 

n ^ ' &tOTC,u,rsil . ©P* 

^ OT Qu © CsucrrsfituSI^ 1 ClorarrpJ 

0u sr 

® JUJ,T CTcircn^IrbiSr! 

^©^^^"' SHCnSran:j c^uSlonCowo, 
© 2>5«u-UJ Q as5T0J CsniflcitaCsn. 

great s 0re r hel0rd went to Mabali’s 

',,r, f ,„ „ , manitln and 
who w 1 ' " d ' Eanh O Devotees 

names! Go to Till T'^ hlS 

U*shmi hap* W “ h lllC lo '“ s - d ”“ 
C«n to*#, 

. UGU CDCJJUJUI g» imii- 

****£2££? T 6 ® 60 

ms ( y>afW, u P Cni '? a ’ nL - L - Q51Jsi ’> 5l: * > 

*^"tt£2Z£ 

•i 11 «*urT|i|»lcu {0^£g>£> 

Qadtm - ?*?*"* 
■ffCOTg^j V»«rTLfi1®rT<3>Cp6lT. 
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To rid the ocean-girdled Earth of its 
tyrant king and elevate the souls of 
the good folk the lord came as 
Parasurama of great penance and merit, 
and wielded his axe on the kings. Those 
who wish to make him theirs, go to 
Tillai Tiruchitrakudam surrounded by 
fragrant groves of fame and 
auspiciousness, where the lord resides 
with the lotus-dame on his chest, 
Earth-dame by his side and Fame- 
dame all around. (-*) 

^JbujQjinu cSuiM dP 

gjOTfluju uOTflClairarar® <SH« rafl 

giwriilg, 

asiD^n mcnsflffuciraTeraisr'^ eranrerafl g>ii> 

lOOT-^Ca su ' T tP sl,50C ^ n ' 

GuinaiiD a rTI ® T 

id rr idcwt) ^l!B2) iara,rT i'!b« n 2> M*- 

GWigu mu<5> dglofl rbiremDfiivD >->"(9 ^ lti,ia1a ® 

^©oil|,rrasi-uiil OaOT©! C«rri£l6jis>C«TT. 

The lord shot fiery' sharp arrows and 
forced the sea to make way, to build a 
bridge across it. He is the dark one with 
many ornaments. If you wish to make 
him live in your heart forever, go now 
to Tillai Tiruchitrakudam where 
Parrots learn to sing the Vedas from 
young maidens who teach it to them, 
tielighting the hearts of their fathers. (6) 

f ®^LD(TTTClic , ’i (tfyipcO tf^f) OlOGT^ Ctf>nClT •?' ( UJ» 

IDtfjijLD tf,ipcotf tfiipGu UUJlj>£& 

' c 'ftiuen.ig» $0 mu inc\»n lOPinST)^ 

$0U)rTni_l6y>G3T tf CiT»GlJ2jgjJIi5 

ffT«aFn5n! 

l Ao,CTTff 1 D6>J<9> tf»6lflrr)<f))<I3T <D0‘I'T) Qua0Ul96O 
*UHp tffT->gj|lb £!_]>><$ I^GTin GUGVJlb QihfTCTT 

i ld Utf6inr£i Ctf iri.fi) GintfiOcrT. 

The lord embraced the bamboo-slender 
arms of the flower-coiffured cowherd- 
tiarne Nappinnnai. The Makara-fish- 


ocean-bom lotus-dame Lakshmi resides 
on his chest. If you wish to keep him in 
your hearts forever, go now to Tillai 
Tiruchitrakudam where the lord resides, 
surrounded by the gushing waters of 
the Vellaru river which brings fragrant 
Sandal wood and elephant 
tusks as offering to the lord. (7) 

ion suiruSlsaT ^iiiiaib iD^liungj ^rfi), 

IDGDlg ID It (lpg)J (£)<lifTTTU laQgjgJ d^LUlT 5)fTaJD,6ri 
C*mt jQcnil CiDuug,gj, a_a>0 a_«raru 

iDtiujsjr 

(&)( ir>g ion *Lpsij Dn.Q'ib (£)rf)1ui_| a_«ni_i£n! 
{^psunuSlrjiD rt,(TOTnD€ 5 yin)iuiTGnn r3iriGtr,ib 

(Lpcmrr)iufTcO suststpiia ^idraribi^ ,ra,uj Gan^l^, 
G®6»r^lGg,su«3i ^lajp^lcirn) ^IciiasiGu® 
^(njaifljittan i-ib Clacngj Garri8sjia,Gcn. 

The lord ripped apart the horse 
Kesin’s jaws. He lifted a mountain to 
stop the rains, he grazed cows, he 
swallowed the world wondrously. If 
you are intent on reaching his tinkling 
feet, go now to Tillai Tiruchitrakudam 
where three thousand Vedic seers 
offer worship everyday, to the lord 
Devadidevan of immense radiance. (8) 

0 b(5 i£gu Cqjcu s>«fci iDuffljirinSlp^gjis 

.■.n<?JTtf,Ctf)ll(H) iSlcaTCpI tDC 3 Ttf>tftnrGO 

«jG1Tf7tf»(tf)lb 

<J £10 lS,GV> UITGUlb ^tf>G\J, L-|tf>»P CtfIT 

r ^iDfTiTtf,0Lb CTUJtfirTtf, ^©ini tfij&J ,@ 0 ui 5 it! 
Qu0 i§it 'Sicrin a_jj>^) (y>g>£>ib Q<hnGM\f\it>&i 

CT(^J0tb 

6\JUJg^»6TT tfbUJCij LlfTUjj.tfjl a_tfjsTT». 
$0 l0€8Tg)J $tf> Ip <&)«!£) 

g£)0^l£»!Jtf« v L ib Otf 65 Tn^j CtfnuSlcijitfjCcn. 

Looking at dark Vel-eyed dames 
with anger and intent on enjoying 
them, they only increase their store of 
misdeeds every day. Those who wish to 
cut at the root of this misery and turn 
to the lord in his abode worshipped by 
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the gods, — go now to Tillai 
Tiruchitrakudam where the big Niva- 
Vellaru river flows through endless 
tields throwing pearls, where thickets 
of blue water-lily raise their heads and 
smile, while Kayal-fish dance 
inebriated. ^ 

^ (S!P!bgJ ^ <g> d*,ui Slsfcan^ 

^©a.flfliiJsn.L&gj s_ m;D Gaii, 

“'"guaig, 

2_cn«n&2,®jn Cail® e_qjuu, 

dicnsu £it a-cu^a^ ^(jCot qiA^ 
ftnfr qujcO cnaa asSlaciri51 g^n 
g>c5l loncnsu @>ft ^raruCisn® 

gucocu rriT 

umr ^rr a_suaio ^cnj.a.nrar .siiq.ft&pG 
ucuancmi) £lii)(g,iouin simipajiT ^.uGu). 

Kalikanri with arms like the dark 
rain-cloud, — which always does good 
to the ocean-girdled Earth, - has sung 
this garland of songs, to the delight of 
devotees with boundless love for the 
lord who resides in Tillai 
Tiruchitrakudam amid beautiful 
groves. Those who master it will live 
on this Earth for long, as devotees of 
the lord who measured the Earth. (10) 

3.3 On Tillai Tiruchitrakudam 
Vadamarudidai \ Purvikalyani \ Adi 

«uiri_ iii(5g,i @«ni_ Curr^l lOGusucnja 

ClanraTrjj ^aaaSls^ilQ 
c^usi) rb«ii ion a_«ni^| ^yuii ^ Slsnj*^ 
^L_rr ^JiTULifTesT 

n«.iq.iii ion loonip ang,g, CTCn 

«J(5<£lsjrn>nOT 

Cff® a_ujn y,io Quniflct, $cu®r > cu ,5 

®-6ticnnC®n. 

The lord toddled between the Marudu 
trees and broke them, he ripped apart 


the jaws of the horse Kesin, he killed 
1 e wr estlers, he protected the cows 
“gainst a hailstorm with a mountain, 
te danced with pots. He resides in 
the cool shade of tall bowers in Tillai 

Tiruchitrakudam. (1) 

ciiiiioasiT Gambians, iSIsiransv 

uifla, | gg | j CTsjtjjnei), 
Igl* Ion loa.cn ^ 

CTfflrnuio sucjm® a_cifei 
y, Snuia,^ CTsjrnu^ 4eu6il 0a(;g 

Ca>frcfilujiT um^5> 
&_6TT6TTrrG6ifT. 

When the attractive cowherd-dames 
heard of the child's wondrous act of 
ucking the ogress Putana’s poison 
breast, they worshipped him with fresh 

o?nT T^'^—hythehusband 
hum" , anh> ^ " the ^ of bee- 
reslT 0 r n tUS ‘ dame La kshmi”. He 

residesm Tillai Tiruchitrakudam. (2) 
--0 @«u* CWG^ 

CTonnji JSJifluu 

siowr SlcnaCiun,n„a ^ • ®>tP' uu > 

(2,l ° 

teft^n, a n>-no^a,C OT n® 

-t.i ®—c^cnirCssi, 

comoir h r d u dames gathered *"d 

complained that he ate their butter 
when h ' in W01 ' shl P 

whenh between the Mamd P 

men n Tu° yedthem - Gods and 
chanter? ^ Strength w 'th the 

j .^he-thousand-names. He 
resides ,n Tillai Tiruchitrakudam.(3) 
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CUOTJCTtA GMh 0>Gf31 IDL-CUITIT ^^lU^i^luJIT 

^lejDLpCx-J, 

acnsrragj ^sffly? gittUDsaiffU Clumu^n^b gast 
0I _, i> ga© ■dSH®*''-" thirasi, 
(ipcnsngiS cni51rt>iry 2> no,s, 0 i a_ffiluSla> 

r9sirrpj, ^gjl ajm-ff; 

^snsTtg,^, ^iiDir Cl5iijg>l oJ®«v™ ,r ' 

S\ibSfos^^*,§ 3 > a_siicnnCG!T. 

The fair-bangled wide-eyed cowherd- 
dames wailed in concern when the 
lord entered the cool waters of the 
lotus-lake and, — watched by all, 
danced over the hoods of the poison- 
fanged serpent. The mischief-maker 
resides in Tillai Tiruchitrakudam. (4) 

oy^njA «,(£, yiiOso spjSgj) Gpg>S>i 2 - <5r ’‘- 
iorr ai_«u «pS>gj)> 

<£1 acri G3TfD ^uSIgii) 

Clunrar iDCJXM epgigih 

LDfrcO efilanu 

^aytjsfflcu ^laf>OTAgJ suyTjSun-CTr - 

ilsj^ltran-i-agJ a_OT«nrtCajr. 

The cowherd-dame Nappinnai with 
her dark tresses looked like the rain¬ 
laden cloud, the pearl-laden sea, the 
stream-laden mountain range. Our lord 
subdued seven mighty bulls to win her. 
He comes playing in the stieets, he 
resides in Tillai Tiruchitrakudam. (5) 

triuuio il<a->®tb<s,gd gJcuAusn*; mcuniia «u© 

LDGaDip <£bl7UUrTS3T f 
3- uJUJU U(TTj 6U63)IJ fb 1 <=H| 

0,fT535>fTdfT, GICSTgJi GJ0>$, 
<n6O0ib GOGtftfTrhJ* <£<6334ibi0 ^^9 
ion tn«ncu GuctCgu, 

^kbiij6Du i_|Gtt «sjttS 1 ^ij(rTjcnjrrOTT 

gj_6TT 6TT tG 63T, 

The mountain-like lord goes about on 
l he Earth riding his Garuda-bird, 
worshipped by all. He rained arrows 


on Lanka, he lifted a mountain to stop 
the rains and protect the cows. He 
resides in Tillai Tiruchitrakudam. (6) 

^cuii @cnsi) Qatiigji ^rfjlcuim ? ^|g,orai 

ID FT LOGIT) GO Gu IT GO f 

Cldsli ilOTTgjgd <&ti_co CmjLpib g%> (tpraflibgil 

aiif© 

airefl ujsviit ftCTOTsremrT Ctsnjp 

6f)$ GO06OITG3T - 

Gg>6DlT 6065311^(2) $€0®^™^ 

<fl£>$fJ«!*D-l-g>gi] 2_GTT6nnG6!JT. 

Who can do such things? He rolled 
a terribly angry rutted elephant, like 
a huge black mountain. Women with 
long°lotus-like eyes lift their hands in 
worship when they see him come. He 
resides in Tillai Tiruchitrakudam.(7) 

Qunr6)<B ^(iDiflcu 6p®ftrrcO 

Q U ITGStCIuLoGiJ IT65)654 OgO0CU, 

^rij0 ^60 65T ^5,ID ^65)GTTIbflll® 
^JjjUSllJl-b C 0,06*4 GtllglTjgjJ 

enumi 5,mi gjgofia® CTlfl alT ® T ! D ®® 3TL 
6TuSllT)G f lT)fT(^ Gulp GOrTUJ^ 
£\rti\&, a_0G®65T 60 060 0634 - 

i_5>gil SL_6n6nfrC63T. 

Once he took on the terrible Hiranya 
and showed his anger on him. 
He sported a thousand arms, his eyes 
blazed like fire, his gaping mouth 
displayed sharp feline teeth, and he 
tore the Asura’s chest. He resides in 
Tillai Tiruchitrakudam. (8) 

, 3 ) 0(jp^lGO GuOGOGOgJ 6£>0 GlDGofl J 6T»<9>11 J634 

<5>y£)igu) 0»rii0ii>; 

Ou06filjDGU GO fT65T60 IT0g> GJlpS* . GU01D 

G< 2 ,n(igg,j GJgbfb • 

6p>0ir)<3>6n c^UJO IDL {£,63^5) 6j?0£>^ 

r^coiDAGTt, inrr>«r)fT)5) 
^0lD5hG6TTrr(^ ID GO0GOO631 - 

J$\ ft)(J l 606TT rr(.»C3T. 


243 






the sacred book / Divya Prabandham 


With the hue of a dark rain-cloud, 
he comes wielding the conch and 
discus, surrounded by celestials, and 
worshipped by the seven worlds. The 
lotus-dame Lakshmi, the Earth 
Dame, and the cowherd-dame are 
by his side, when he comes. He resides 
m fillai Tiruchitrakudam. (9) 

CgOT^tDit y,ii> Ountflcu $gvct>gu ,5 

•JurTOTrcfjn g>nij,3>CTT 6) grrcnoT ldot) e> uj fr 
Caircvr us^ojaiT 

2£IQT ^IDIT GcUCU 6^€T3T jgjlfilyy 

SpXSfTuCd&rr^ Cp)63TQjLD 

cst pencil $>rr)rr)j 6ucu6orTirCuDcu <fjrrryrr- 
nCcn-. 

The lord comes surrounded by bee 
humming flower-bowers in Tillai 
Tiruchitrakudam. Kalikanri the king 
of the Mangai tract, who wields the 
sharp enemy-piercing spear, has sung 
this garland of Tamil songs in his 
praise. Those who master it will never 
acquire evil Karmas. (jq) 

3.4 On Kali-Seerarna 
Vinnagaratn 

Orukuralai | Atbana \ Sopanan 

«?© © JOS" ^iu, @© fiwib 

loofir Cciisfjr^ ( 

a_su© ^lanensguib n-n ^h^ujitsu 

£?0S>(O G^OTJJni 
&©& 6Tcsm iDrraraSlanujs ^IssipuSljO isneui,/}, 
S>m_nsndT gnch e£|nn«sjTeffrr! &ng,g) 

ai© inonrousicarr ^1 gcrr fs,ncarr(£,Lb CaudisSl ogj^ 
eSHiiiaiiiftch ,sr«n«i <=»,©) ib c,^’ 

tl»©c£l«u lotfl c%,tTo.cn(ipib 

£Qnu><sB\cm<xs!o,C.g Csftiflejr jgQ^ 


One day this two-foot tall 

• i manikin came and 

asking for three steps he 

Fnr , measured the whole Earth. 
For the third step he gave 

ni i„ l , Mahabali King 

rule of the nether world 

i , benevolently. 

With the sound of Vedas-four, ' 

«-A„ s a ! , sevenSva „ is S “ ri lic;.f,ve, 

S-~.li filled with 

Seerama Vinnagar, O Peopkigo tof(l) 

< ®* I **-«*“S 

egofl loeuni eifbtsng, 

Gacuuv aicncjraTsgbl 

<a«U(jp*ib _a.fr S’ 1 -® 

^rti)srt«uiTuj a_(©o,2, 

°* B * ©<s© 

n> ^ <5CXJ urr LLi ftmijU 

P r°ud over his life span 

cha ming and lost one^ear^ 801 

Siva ^ok the b skull a'sT ° f R ° maSa 
°fr lord did fill i t b w C S in8b0Wl ’° ! 

Presides in fenirftu n s dfreehim - 

*«co„chef|.“i h pel b fnS UllS - 
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G<5.rTL_0 eurirraii) 

uiOTCT cTCuGurnb ,@ufbgiJ <rf){bQ$) U)5&f£toCTi 

G<£FlUg>I 

rfluSltfjrrrrcju GDfTGffSTsiT 
^Igwjt G^rrch 

Cr^ntjjgjQj cjr ^hctt 

Qr^iu^iGGVjfrfTJI 

c-nio^G-^caTjirV)^ (gjffiWGrr* 6 ™ g>ii) &gsjt<*stt 

<nG3TIT)JLb 

LDGO(T«) 0(jpj2>lb QJITIU G7 63T fjpj LD 

dbODL-^f) LDfTtTdhSTT 

Qaiij^ GiDOTTrrV^ «3>«Dffn ^cncniungij ggjjih 
^(JnuDcr&l€T3TGjnn5 >Gij G<fnii5l67T £Crj. 

On his tusk he bore Dame Earth 

coming as a big boar, 
Lifted her in the sky 

whispering the Vedas. 
With a sharp-edge discus he 

cut the thousand 
m ‘ghty arms of Asura king 

Bana in the yore. 
Transplanting farming-maids 

see their faces, 

e yes and lips reflected 

in the water lilies, — 
Then cease to work in the 

fields of the Kali- 
Seerama Vinnagar, O People, go to! (3) 

LJ (CT)dfluj QldgO ^ Iq u iSI GST cm GSTT (T) g, g)J 
(LpOTT {T>fTGTT 

Urruj GJip <£^1— (T^igtl ClurrG3TGiJTG3T 

cnuib y,«raT 

^Jb<2><3» <£,£), sb_<5>i s-£ln Ggdsu 

^GTOTL 

I0G3TtDGU65T gjfTGri ^ €!T> C33T <£) IT) L*? IT! I^CVJ 
LD n£D6U<5> 

ft^ 2 j«,S 2 _ 6 y) L _ liJ ^(TT)6tT g>©ng>ui j fl,rjcmb 

id^1l61«s5t flcurra, <3>mlL_ ueucnib 
5>637 €UT (T GVJ 

“'®lg,a,i_iTQs UU Sl 6 o sfiliflajg.ih ^jp^^nari^iU 
^OtnrjefilctjjfesTT&Crj G^fTtfilOT 


For the sake of Nappinnai 

he fought seven bulls. 
For the love of Prahlada 

he took a lion-form 
And tore the strong chest of 

Hiranya with claws. 
Devotees who wish to see the 

pure lord, hear me. 
Mansions with blue gems that 

steal the darkness, 
set with pearls shining like 

moon in the dusk and 
Corals that light up like the 

red Sun rise in 

Seerama Vinnagar, O People, go to! (4) 

iditj LDsffrsjTfr Qif.rrwji(ijl 

$0* @a)®^lcu ^p^C^nHafgjS, 

CIsuajciMnu ujn iSewr® Gcuipu) 
efilsrarcisjTCija Gisncsr g,rroT 

S&ikllTg, U)fTiF,rT 

1 gyfTffTT QjbglftJ SjfcCtf! 0filJ6m€n if.HlI.L_, 
^jfifilibg>Li> (Lp*LD a>mli_ c5(0G* ^lbljgu 
G inajcLLnuSlcir ani|ita 

^(jmncSlsiraTcraTaGii CfFrriSI sst ^Grj. 

Destroying twenty one 

mighty kings with axe 
he performed mane worship 

through their spilled blood. 
When the horse-demon Kesin 

charging came on, 
he tore the jaws apart, — 

lord of gods, he. 
In the fields of Kali where 

water tanks abound, 
red lotus shows the face of 

different women. 
Blue lotus shows their eyes 

red lily their lips, 
Seerama Vinnagar, O People, go to! (5) 
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S>u ““ i ’ f 1 ®" suttril lD „ m> 

ULITOJOT^S, ftSUIbsQOT^glib UCT>1_ ’ 

. $«rar ana, 

U<aju> acre, cfilnj* sfilpgrfjr a_* <£1^ 

dil cot tsar ajfr Garra, 5 r,sh ^sncwrcfifr, 

Oa'SMu Gungau, 
g.i^a^a unroflan* Cud, 

»"*• ® af> '- aj ™C!P^ *u>5ui &,„£ &&cmeij 
^Iraadr^aii) ucrfl ucinuag,^ ^ 

ffitTj^lfi 

ffaiUBSDlBS5TC35iaGr! CfflTlfl.* gGg. 

Green eyed and red faced 

Vali was killed; 
deep-in-the-forest-dwelling 

Kabanda too fell. 
One-eyed demon Viradha too 

fell to the bow of 
our lord and master who 

rules the celestials. 
Mountain-like mansions in 

Kali rise high, 
thin waisted girls in the 

balconies call, 

Putting to shame the face of the 

full moon, dazzle in 
Seerama Vinnagar, O People, go to l^ 

CluuyjgtcO eucuibgifl 

L|njgj inrglijg.OT Cuircuu l|«61Gid«j 

Cls0«6ld> cusuii) qifl slcnoja, 6no> wane ^ 
Ga>fTciT 

10(2,561 sucoiiqifl snthenga, *,£1 

su^jsu (bOTtarrfl wemj, g,^ £* saj ^ 

a,T 5V, lOsJlCjfl, 

Cla(5«6l5u cuc>nhL)ifl (btjmu, rrg^ ft(t r,\ 
^girmsflcAtcrataGrr G«<tl6I6bt ££,, 

Head after head of the 

... demon did roll 

like white-ant-hill-canker 

tt; l l m the Warfield, 

Hit by the arrows of 

strong-arm R ama 

Those who would join his feet 

xv, r 8° t0 Kali. 

Waters from ocean deep 

f „ . r ‘ se high in the sky, 

as ram, flow into 

T l , rivulets and tanks, 

Ihen S° ’Trough fertile fields 

UL! -®dig5t( SJIT a \ 

c^«5>6U ^GU0CU UGUGTTtf 

'*“**-•0, Xl* 

Satyabhama with b roa d Sip, 

^boclika^^^'hood, 

Sp '" hl ' k '' h «»«fed W:,h 

made ■!>' Wd b„„ n g e (o a ; e ht COitf “ re ’ 

*-«® =„. * * 

• . IDfUTlSlcO 

2,5,5^ snd , 

&ei 
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gJSr>rr)2,f£j(£j a,ifl6VJg,^l0, gjuSlfitTtpj CDSOTgjgj 
GsjrrQ ^00) Qun^l Can(T)rQj5 &GfflG3znb 

<^SD0}6UCTOI^1 un(pd) 6UUJGU (£^f> 

^frioefilc^iTgagTaGg £>Gg. 

Keeping mat-hair Siva on the 

right of his side, 
Brahma too on the full 

blossomed lotus, 
Sharp-as-spear-eyes lady- 

lotus on chest: 

Devotees, come if you wish to 

see the lord thus. 
Bumble bees in lotus 

buds drink the nectar, 
then go to sleep wearing 

screwpine pollen, 
S*ng and dance in wet fields- 

surrounded Kali- 
Seerama Vinnagar, O People, go to! (9) 

^UJ63T ^Cn63TLU lf)£if>IT)GujfTIT 
0>n$s 

ffijntDgfil 6 TOT fc ~33T&fT ffr£3T QdFfbl IDrTffDfiU 

<£MU>&U)6U5, O) L_ QJUJGU (g,l£ <£H,6<$I 2>fTt_63T, 
•SiyjjSTT LDmfl, ^(«r>i_ujrTiT 

^ipoSlujit Cgu£<t, auhi&n&> 

Cl5,fTfT)rr) Cgugu urr^ncuCffT, 0 >g$uj63t Q^rrcjicyr 

&QP&0, gfiBlup iDncneu U^jgxlLD GDGUGUfm 
2>l_ rb>,g,i_GO(*jyp 2_6u0*0£> ^bfincviCiHT <g>nCiD. 

^edic seers bright as the 

lotus-Brahma 

flocking in Sreerama 

Vinnagar-Kali 

Lotus-filled-tanks-and-fields 

Ali Nadan, 

Benevolent rain, foe-queller, 

lion to enemies, 
Sweet coiffured dame’s sweet heart 
Mangai-tract king, 
Vl ctory-spear’d Parakalan 

Kaliyan’s garland 
ar >gam-Tamil sweet decad, — 

those who master, 
^fll rule as kings of the 

wide Earth-ocean. (10) 


3.5 On Tiruvali 
Vanda \ Saveri | Adi 

GUfTj^J 2_63TgjJ <^Lq.CuJ671 U363Tlb L-I^Jbjf&nUJ 
l—( kSl GST (Hi GTiJT fbl (< 9 j LD 6 TG 5 T 

dTlrb^.Gi7)G3T<5>0 ^GsfilLJfTlU -<$(TT)Gqj! GTG3T 

c^,it 2_uS1Crj! 

^ih 5>6tfliT ^Cdrn-^lGST @cnfb 

g,GTfllT<5>GTT <9>G\Jjbgd 

Q<?jb 2)fpS0 gCDIJLLllb ^I^TjGUfTGlSl <2^1.0 ID nCsST? 

O, Lord of Tiruvali, my wealth! Freshly 
sprouted red leaves on beautiful Asoka 
trees everywhere paint the landscape 
with fire. You are my life breath, you 
have entered the heart of this lowly 
self. My heart worships you, you are 
indeed sweet to my heart. (1) 

I%GOO) 2)«_ QJCTTfJ ID IT iDGSjfl 

«f£1t_!i2>gijGurT6'U , c^fJGLj ^OTTGITST 

^u^Guiot 

lD63T5jgiJ ,@0Jb2>nUJ 

CarTGDGvg > g)GnGoS> asm inn icuSleu fbi_ih sy- 

LDGiDLp CufTGST^J 6T^rF)g*|, 6TThJ0lO 

^jGDCVJU l_|€D<h <£ElD(l£>lb 

^ id id rrG qt ! 

O, Lord of beautiful Tiruvali! The 
smoke from the sugarcane bagasse rises 
like dark rain clouds over fragrant 
groves where peacocks dance in 
big numbers. You recline in the deep 
ocean on a serpent bed like a bright 
gem on a dark mountain. Today you 
have entered my heart. (2) 

0gj63T<>I!TGO Cl in\ii, QJ0LD GIGST^J CTGTTTpj GT6S3TG5&fl 
^anemD GT63T ldGiJT< 5>G<9) i~|0|b5>gil 
^ibcmL d< 9>0 <rrG3Tirjj -<rrrfi) £n 

GUC1T(€T) Q^^jG»Sl€U 
Q5{TiQrF>GU GTiLp curfLOL-j 

t»T| LQ GDfTGTDGn IjLJfTIL) | <5>0LDl_| 
,-fgiit £>GU <5>fT(^ ,^GT>633TU-JlD c^GKlfl ^6$ 

l_D ID fT C G3T ! 
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Je dense su^caneS^E 

deceiving me with “Going yesterZ 
and coming tomorrow” I* l" 7 

(I™ 

. **■» “MW «*W &*, 

2? C r-^ ID ~- 

4 ~ —sit 

a,nuj ^ u OTOTT5>ch J* * 

.Siraisjrii, ixiiBiavLh • Bg> ^©id 
®l“ « u| usu aisrafl ^sa 

f-\ T , ,, tSHifluurCsn! 

2e lakes 0 L r a h UtiRl1 TimVall! Swa ns fill 
You weaned me awav f P r °^ usi0 n. 

oflightning-thin^Tir ^ U§htS 
"..holdoLoyo^Si'lr 1 ' 

"" 'o^S. 

u*u»* ^ fill@J0sjT 

^p=^S3S 

St^Sy-jJE 

flowers and garUnd, g ”"“J 
never think of letting me whher’lsf 

*** ~ A «*0* @C0, s* 

S ' n|C " ®>ttQ ft(r(u .-, _ . 

M^C U ,^ „ 84 , w J 

. &&&*>& G&uiku tup^ 

*»" *«* ^ ^ <or , 


U 


- Lord of beautiful Tiruvali, where 
generations of Vedic seers live, 
earning and teaching the chants, the 
ri ices, and the ritual practices from 
begmnmgless yore! My hean worships 
> our adorable lotus feet with fragrant 
overs culled from the eight Quarters, 
ou have entered into my lowly heart. 

Now I shall never let yo u g 0 _ (6) 

*-**t S«W«w* uAMa 

U b 1 *e“> sSlOTfl ^651 

y sSM to ID nG 5lJT ! 

'*e.whet™aT" f “! Wll t “ id 

under rU 1^ Crabs rest °n lotuses 
p un ■ e , S r a 1 e ° f ever ‘Llossoming 
You left you" 
resideindi^ i" ocean to come and 
Poet I sh h ? ° W y heart - °> % sacred 

P°et, I shall never let y 0u go . (7) 
0 ^© •*« 

UHuensumd, xi . . ^ 

&'^© erdr®,* L .,,f ' 

Oeiitild, O Cu| nu, @«nj> 

® ® *•**“"' 4 * 

^tfbwuiMTmwIj, where, he 

the ( r. ia r l ::: n : l T“'^"''' nectar of 
flower, 8 ,1 S “’ bal “"' and Jasmine 

T lr thnnttelves svi.h 

&Sih" nd ,' r “““■ 

deen d , ho "dines in the 

J ocean and m KadalmaUai! Today 
yo t h ve M red my h ,a„ with grace. 
w try leaving me,I challenge! (8) 


248 







THE big work / Periya Tirumoli 


££<£1 c^uSIrr trjfTa>(y)U) 

Q2&, @a'&tes*-s£3>fyg> && CluiT0ciT, 

Gqj^I Lun! ^CiDIJUJu! £—cy)(JUJITW 0 

iDrrppib -GTrb&nujl 

*£$ ^.fQuj Gsug) iDfT 

ujfrsnn C§,mr)<Dib SL-GW&& ia'D'D*'"*® 
^uj ^0^^! 

^ ldld rrGsirr* 

O Lord of beautiful Tiruvali, revealing 
to Vedic seers the source of all 
thoughts and residing in the hearts of 
others as the first-cause! O Vedic Lord, 
mischief-Lord, my Lord! My heart 
worships you with the chant of your 
thousand names, and surrenders to 
you. Pray reveal yourself through 
words and their meaning. ( 9 ) 

MsueSI mcTOTgl Clum£l«i) M® 111 - (gj,ip 

Gig,* ^eSI g<(g>Z>Sb “’"iughot, 

IDCTT^I G5jfT6TT ^oSlujcaT 

spcSIQaajg) 

2>c0g\j ,lg)e5T fgjGfio iDircn®' rbtTfyjib 

®gji)guii> ££><anpu> r^dilisifTp ^fnii a-i-OT 
teuton gyb a_«ngLiuiTn&(0) ■Si® 10 

surTfisr a_cuC^>. 

This garland of sweet Tamil songs 
by strong armed Kaliyan sing of 
the wonder-lord residing in 
Southern Tiruvali surrounded by 
bee-humming fragrant groves. 
Those who master it will live in the 
world of the celestials. (10) 

3.6 On Tiruvali 
Tnviriya \ Bebag \ Rupakam 

(A girl sending a message) 

sfll ill UJ iDOJ(Ta..ipA^ , gd€5>c,dJlCturT(hllb 

iSlrflujnC<£. 

iD^jg^5>^(TjU5 CluErrf? suifluJ 


■gsfilifluj iDcnE)iajciTria.®ui gag) ^sirrt 

^l(fj,sbns5l 

Gjffurfl GGUii>$Gf)GUiuflGpj<9 ,(£) gtot r^lGraruGnin 
$_singujnGiiJ. 

Hovering on the lotus blooms, 

_never leaving your beloved spouse, 

Drinking from the nectar filled buds, 

O, My freckled bumble-bees! 

Go to my bow-wielding lord, 
tell him of my condition. 

He resides in Tiruvali 

guarding the Vedic fire. (1) 

£1 GraftssS'liS'i’ 2>EU S 60 u>cu " iflipaj, 

G U 6?D L_ G ID fT@ LD 

^SrafllDCUlTClDCU U>&| £j<9>0ii> <£ip 

^lp 6iieroTG»_! 

yssasAe,^ 

IDG73TGU fTGTTiotfT 

urarfl^i'CaiOT; £ CWp uiucr-w 
GjbHUJ 2 _gd! 1 iuitGuj. 

Six-legged O Bumble-bees 
with your spouses enjoying drink. 

In the lilies blossoming blue, 

almost shaking off the petals! 

Go to the groom of Vayalali, 
living amid lotus thickets. 

1 do not know what he intends, 

tell him of my paling disease.(2) 

jgii, euircmb, iDGrar, STrfl,®ir«0 ^t,iuc0OT!l> 
QfF,0lD(T6O jJbOTl 

&,na <SH,uj jbP2 > <sttojld OLJpu) 

0,<SD5>GlUfb0 ^06mTG65i; 
^<3*0 ^ Gurtt^lco ^0tfi»fTG^ 

eiJlUGVl OJlT|t£li) 

«viT«un-uj *flp 00 Ga! 0f$Oi i ^rf>l j,gj) 
Sd. fT) rcG UJ . 

Water, Sky, the Earth, Fire and Wind,- 
being all these, he is lord above all. 
He denies his Tulasi wreath 

to my asking-weeping-self. 
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He resides in Tiruvali 

amid fertile watered groves. 

O, Pecking-sharp-beak-crane, 

learn what he intends for me. (3) 


. ani&Cojnjg, 

Cl*m* 01,30 Q aiijlu 


d to ©S) G CU G CUT fT ? 

C^rrai .acj £ 0eu(Ieffl 

•W ‘% ttJ 2 >® ^ «-Si Cjbmu ,*,51^ 
ClaOTgj 2_eni,ujnCuj, 


On his own he doesn’t pine for me, 

1 alone do pine and despair. 

Is it right to make me thin 
through the pain of fish-emblem lord? 
He resides in Tiruvali, 

Cowherd-lord and King of the realm. 
O Honey-tongue bumble bees, 

tell him of my woeful disease.(4) 


Currsn^iu e,«rar uofluu Oidgsi (ipcncuacii 
QunC 3 !<£|( 2 )U)U, 
j,nsn5,(T|gj)U) tglor (glsinraiTjbgj enj&Cewrbfg, 
«?! mein ^rni2>a, 

2,rTCTTfTCTTrr! fi>c33i gjujbejig, t&atjne mt ! mjong 

CT Qs>& 

G^>rTCTTrrcTTrr* ereSt 3,cn/h^ Sjo n gjjensiraTujrrtnsar 
^t,a.nCuj. 

O, The feet that measured the Earth, 
O, The ruler of Kudandai! 

O, The arms that held a mountain high, 
come and be my sweet companion. 
My spear-like-beauty-eyes rain with 

tears, 

my tender breasts have lost their 
colour. 

Everyday I think of you alone, 

O, When will you come to my 
arms! (5) 


S>™ <9yu gjoro, 

CU6JT»UO)fTITU€3T> 

(•Ulrica* CW q un*w, 

_ ctott ^ ld u) rreiFT , 

G a*$J©tb CT 2>© ^ojfroS) JT>0jlT 

acjt cucjncTTiMii) 

A GIMT cu rrG C3T IT ? 

° i: 0 , rd wea ring a garland of cool 
I ulasi over a mountain-like chest,- 

Whtch the bumble bees dig into,- 

O t'° rd | Wh L° P U0ked the ele phant tusk, 
L ° rd wh o rides the Garuda-bird, 
my Master, who rules over Tiruvali 
With streets w.de enough to run the 

. . chariot, 

is it right to covet my bangles?(6) 

Clanfflfn © *»*>A oa.,, 

. _ ^‘-cOCldcu (ajCucucngCurrcu 

«WS* *,««■* u(f * 

_ . _ ucjmurTcnrr! 

""© ^ lo ®‘ b su <"* Ou.jp* && 

acAt . . CTCST 

aiuSl^ £ Gl«ftani_niui, 0 CTdT 

«K*>«nujU> AuCajCorn? 

O Lord who came in the yore as 

O V °7 r nm8 m $ea a »*e! 

Lord who “ eas «red the good Earth 
in two tall strides and took it' 

Bumble-bees humming eternally, ' 

oS f W v erSS M rOUndy °ur'emple. 
Pnnce ° f Va y a | al1 . you took rny sleep 

must you take my bracelet too? (7) 

® 1 ®* .vena CluajJ^ ^ ^ 

©c-aena* «, Ul b 

SluiftGaiCom? 

CPttJ * J *»“ eue^en 

SI @a>4G2,!b ® 5>©Csu, 

* ** ! Ganen Jo.,, 

lOSIlrf) O 
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O, Pot-dancer lord of Kudandai 
surrounded by fertile groves where 
cuckoos haunt! My eyes do not go to 
sleep, always thinking you. The tender 
rays of the Moon, — made inauspicious 
by the rabbit, —have stolen my 
bangles. In the midst of this, would 
you steal my rouge as well? O 
Bridegroom of fertile Tiruvali! (8) 

ifjcn suOTreia Csurosti-iiCm 
<^<£1 eyj 

(^p^CU^CTT <§N* C0 2>2 )f7G ' J 

^otitGuj ; 

•^cncuuu rrsnn! lorrib e>w2> 

$(IT,GlDmm 

mroicumiTciriT! rojro>sfl,9t>cn 

IfllTmCl—ItGlIS. 

O, Bow wielder, strong tree-piercing 
archer! O Tirumeyyam-recliner! 

Even if you decide to spurn my 
devoted love for you, come one dat 
and rub your wide chest against m\ 
risen breasts; no more will our lost 
bangles concern us. W 

a 0 nil (£) cu ^ 

Q&mgsuniig) uwuiuiwa' 

® n 0>&'cvjPhi0 C<njevi0»6$uj(SFT ^cyar^ 

SL-GT>g&& 0)Sip IDfTCTlCU 
© <® l JGraT(5'tf > $6T>6U CUGVlGUfTfT5i(2j 

^cnumnCsu. 

The spear-wielding Kaliyan of fertile 
Tiruvali, — where dark blue water 
Elies fill the lakes. — has sung this 
garland of sweet Tamil songs on seeing 
die lord who wields the sharp-edged 
discus. Those who master it shall 
have no bad Karmas. 0^ 


3.7 On Tiruvali 

Kalvan | Kanada | Rupakam 

(A mother) 

g, draiOTOo.ua)? mirror aijfilCmror-s. if) mirror 

g>0 5»(T<Mn<nT cunpgji, 

susrrcifl 10(5^1(2)^ clri ' S’® 1 U5L - v>"«’ f ' c;r,c,T '-' 
Cun# <rr63Tn}j, 

ClcuGrrcifl curorcna, ro>fl,u uppu ClupiD 

2>fTUJCna «S\lL 0 c^AC3T(pJ 

^STTGTTGU c^LD Lift 

i_j0QjrTCl«5»nG<»urT ? 

Was he a thief? I do not know. A dark 
bull-youth came to my slender-waisted 
fawn-eyed daughter saying, “Come!”, 
and held her bangled hand in 
his. Leaving me, her mother, she left. 
Would they have entered the beautiful 
Tiruvali surrounded by lotus-filled 
lakes and fields? O, Alas! ( 1 ) 

urorrgl .gmjror <SM,m«r, ^ibiairm! uutpror; 

M(2>!bg>) fT ® 1 to* 5 " S'® 1 

CljbirrosrrorL C 1 '"’* 6unal . 

s ,a,na,a,irrorra» e-«"2>g>l JW«udnSlan 
Q^OTtroiL. «?«*r ff.ro3r iflsflff* fl*rflCuir«u 

su«rar0 .SHimi ^rrcsrcCj io«0(a>u> «um(U 

l_j0<SDliG5>nC6Vjn • 

O Ladies! Earlier this fellow was a 
cattle-stealer. Today he entered and 
tasted the sweet nectar of my 
daughter’s red berry lips. With her 
innocent sparkling eyes she made 
off after him cajoling like a parrot. 
Would they have entered the 
bee-humming ncctared groves of 
fertile Tiruvali? O, Alas! (-) 

Ocoiih OtonGu; 

0©JU I. 1(1653611 ^6jfT6»nC3T 

Qcuib (\pa>0 

Cs>L.<$GU GlOlijUuJ 


251 



























Bamboo-like arms, 

I' th ' ™»n-behi„d.i t! - ma ,e 

w „ ( W “ ld,h 'H'»ee„,ered ,h, 
wa ter-fed Tmivaii? O, Alas! (5) 

"*■> ”0*c«ib 9 

2)C3^€Jni£»a>(^)Lb 

O 10 '-UfTUj, CTl^lcO 

I hrv> L . ^©^JfrQftnCcofT? 

she had no though ohh mP Tr' ^ 

on her cnmo ” l h at -I lost out 

bought of that n ehhtI a Th Sh [ Y u° 

gives the eods i, • The lord wll ° 
[ be boon-b|^^d a0 ™Pany destroyed 

c °mpanv anr i tWo have joined 

" d ;:r 

>Sf«Wcaiss,UJm - . 

**<£?*** "*»■ 

^•sjfsJion aca . ^ 

ftrrojc^gjr .j.gU. p, . 

3 ULJ C3ib CgjfTGTT 

^aiSinOTaju) c • < '' u «*'fle3TGTTrTeO; 

aZ.jry?**' ?-** 

l&iPMCJrco ,^©S) 

We W er* n r ^***"0™? 

her - alas, she had no" ^ m ° ther t0 

Sh e prefered t , th ° u 8 h t of that. 
^ a Ppinnai’s l OVer 1- 'f n ’ brace of 
^hh her lightnin ° ng arms. 

^ a «t, she walked all rh nCreeper ‘ thin 

Pu nnai trees and Su- ? ^ where 
Would thev h an 'Pairs abound. 

^Tiru v i^ red the water- 
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Goxjrhi <£terflujib &££6&}jih 

^JD^cO ClLDCTT LJ,C3'iQJU-JLD 

Q^^fbj Q&neng) 5>‘^ T€y>CTTl - J 
ClujDr^CcucjT (LpjDDJ pcmu; iffypuiSloSl 
iSl65iCc3T rb«_fbg>J 

GTCOCUfTlb GT>$> OgjfTlpU GuffUJ, CUtUGU 

Her winnow-plates, her parrot, her ball, 
her swing, her caged talking mynah, 
she left everything. Alas, I did not beget 
a garland-wearing ornament-decked 
bride-girl. Worshipped by the world, 
she went after a fellow of no birth. 
Walking together would they have 
entered the fertile Tiruvali? O, Alas! (8) 

aireSl acTOTssafl srsroGrafkv 414 ifln 

iD£u (tlj i_i rrcsysii <*p lj lj nCTT; 

urrcfilCtuear Quii>fDcr)^»JU nc ^» uOT€JOTg> 

Cg)fT£tf] U(J^*Lp|bijl 
Gari ^63T6uni> ^trjTQT (j>cru-ujnefr 
QfFj^iorrClGorr^ii) CufTUJj 
currcfil ^ix) uGn^RT «smucO 

t^Qj^GUirOffjfrGcun ? 

Come to think, my lotus-eyed girl 
Was verily the lotus-dame Lakshmi 
herself. Because of this sinful self, the 
Bamboo-slender-arms-one lost control 
of herself. Walking with the grace of 
l he flighty swan, she left with her 
long-time lover. Would they have 
entered the cool lake-surrounded 
fields of Tiruvali? O, Alas! ( 9 ) 

iDCrtLD f£)«5T(T}J ^jCU^Guj 

(J1ay(^lD rT 6U <2j|6TIOTiSTUJfT . 
GurruSW L^rbi QftfTa^ujfTciT qOTcu «^,g61 

Gsijcu <9>g61ui63i 

icnGincu ug>^|LD 

OfTjjCT^ £_ dT>t_ UJnfT 


This garland of sweet Tamil songs 
by angry-spear Kaliyan sing about a 
mother wailing that her daughter 
left with the lord Nedumal, that they 
would have entered the lake-filled 
Tiruvali. Those who master it will 
rule the sky-world. (10) 

3.8 / On Manimadakkoyil 
Nanda \ Pantuvarali \ Adi 

iTjij,®" cfinraC*! S\^S>S>V& 

jj,ij jjiirriOTnGsJT! B>( 2 > unit (yj^cuCuneii 

(TtgjgifTuj! GIiDDjGd, <S^J(TC)GfnTUJ GTG3T 

^cna)GujniT upgijid gw, ^GTiDaiLQ 

ijib &\iii Gg,«5T uni_ uxtGl., 

sueinQi iSy><b!P ; 9 ip«u g/iGn&jbgi) 
iD2,g,fraii> iccOTii locu^ib 

lDCnlfilDrtL.5,GftruStcu - GDGOO' GT63T 

ID CffrG GIST! 

Celestials stand and call, "O Nanda- 
Vil.ikku, lamp-eternal, hard-to-fathom, 
Nara-Narayana, dark cloud-hued lord, 
grace us!” He resided in Nangur where 
the bees fill the eight Quarters with 
their Devagandhari Raga while the 
bumble-bees follow their songs with 
shadow accompaniment. The Mandara 
trees spread fragrance everywhere. 
Offer worship in Manimadakkoyil, 
O Heart! ( 1 ) 

(Lpg,enaig> gifflfl IDIT (Lp I) 653T^j0 c^GSTgi 

(■tpgjl GW&lihQ^C^QJLplb2—IUUJ, 

6S1^63'>GU5)5)€r>GVJ^ C)<5631fQj SifapCto 2L_£F><sfil 
dll 6ft GOT e^lDLOrTGOT gj$l UJ dlleffin 

^ICTUTGIjlb 

L J&teiTtG\J<fj> dbClJfT^^^Fjj Gp>of1 lOfTl Qfhlftfplu 
ucruGTTifR Q&fT^^fbj 5>ncu einuf^j 0 »itgu 
qrT>Giiib 

t 0)OJTCV.I C0 lDc;3T(<i1uC»i''H tfCl (*)llb IT 

tXXafflfUoiTL <9>C.JhnuSlcU - GUGWrnii^h ffTQl 
»£> G3tC (5JT 1 







the 


Then ln the yore t he lord came to the 

^^ur ibl ' c r dfl ' 

_ r u , | lephant in his jaws 

— then and there heloed 1 , ’ 

m distress and took him ’ 6 e?hant 

w= j ^*,hirr s ,"w piseon ' 

»r.l-br,„ ch W^°ob g 
tlexend lh . Cl Z Pigeons 
their courtship Q P ‘ Uars 311(1 display 

M.»™^a,St„T rshi V ) » 

“-e 

<SMens33T£,^lc.i ® ’ ,lD 

®L U ^ 

*IEf>6UU Ms ro L ujfrcnn-,, . 'Sl'f'wnso 
dianfl (Lp4, A . pi U)( 2 >UL < l i i oSidPgyni, 

— u u^ uli 

TU.„ • . U>«n-G®r! 

heavy footed elepham l^dT^ the 

f^thelotusZeiSS 116 -^ 

loving embrace . shmi m his 

resides in Nangur where Pc 75 h |! r ' He 
K-eri t brings elephant tus T s '’t enVer 

A fi'l w °od, pearls, white wbl ^ 
Precious mountain Dro d ^ 311(1 ° lher 
35 off ering to the lord 

-ManimadakkoyU.OHetH^ 

^y* S-SUKRmj Lien msinr _Q 
.->_ ff’ti)' J.eueo <§H0«.o,n mn-uj 

UOJ ®SP «•“*•>* *^ 4 ,.,* 

®«-lb 0>fT63T 
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dP^S^aeu «,«*•**„ ^ ilu * fJt>(I * 

Cards it i 

3 oicnsSl ej^tesT 

,, ®cnoCiuitiTi 

™ *“""*«* M6 y, 

wingedC^ J° rC lorcl rocle on h jS 

hattfefielddesn- m0unt ^ traversed the 


besieged rh ■ i C * j Quarters then also 
rSSinN “ Iand 1 cit y of Lanka. He 

the four V^K 18 * the f three fireS - 
Angas nn A L ’ t le h y e sacrifices, the six 
by Drone 1 e f ev J enSv aras are cultivated 
seers of IV T et ^ ocl as Vedic worship, by 
in Man’ reputation. Offer worship 

Mammadakkoyil.O Heart! ( 4 ) 

*»«, *©d,d> 

® OTn ” ‘“O' CW^Q 

ftSTHp Qjn, 

a , i 5>n5T1 ®C2>E>aii) sj.dfl.igjj, 

ftLB JLJ 

WhCinip <*. _ . n . ®h_U) Q,ndn 

©uileu dta.®, g/o, q j 

—«> <%© “ r® 

WSWTrTu^j ffigJT 

-pi . ldc3tG«jt f 

Poison from Uwbr^ 'Tu dr3nk lhc 

ogress thre east of the jewelled 
bedeviOedwZ , 3 d f vi| - calf a g al nst a 
both, toddlrfK''”"b d ">raye<l 

the cuckoos sm» p lj rs SWa y over them, 
the clouds pl av A ' ^ ? pe3cocl « dance, 
on m.nZ'^-nhtheponnon, 
their union offp Utler announcm g 

M >»im.d,kk„vi,.o r H *°r h,p ( 5 j n 
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ucjjr Gr^tf ^uja/lujrr 6u©au 

ug, surtiua a>(g 0 l®@ §}<j™ s > n {& 

^QjCTT g>63T 

2_€TOTCiJ3in (lpC5D6VJ LDfT)©J 

s_i_Cgjt grGrtGv&tbrt^ (@'— l ^ } I?^( 5 ? 

GiDUlj) £jfTGTT 

<3>GTiJT ^fT a>(fF)lDLSlS3T ^C3T£U ’ 

*^grfld> cpy>^ Qs (i§ £"S> 2>>-S^ _ 

V06ff3T 67^)01 ,@60 6ffl6U(£) fbfTIb)36^ 

u>sranujiti_ACs,mfl«u - 6u6OTtii(£„ ctot 
LD 63tCcUt! 

Then in the yore, the lord was a child 
nursed by the fierce ogress Putana with 
thick-set lips and poison-breasts. The 
sweet-tongued, soft-spoken cots herd 
dames were filled with fear when he 
sucked the deathly breasts unharmed, 
then also sucked the life out of her. 
He resides in Nangur where buffalo 
calves nip the shoots of sugarcane 
growing tall, enter the lotus pond, 
then come out smeared with the 
slush of water tanks. Offer worship 
in Manimadakkoyil, O Heart! (6) 

acncn* ail0 ,5H6% 3>«^er>l enai® 

QufTUJ6in0>5> 

2„_ii> m*@ dli-**" ® n6 ° ^ ,<:ui0 

@«nsTTs,a,g, ^«as«TTg,ilil0 aiS-® 1 

5>iS3tGlOC0 

aiuv emails, ^.biorestgi-ib 
£'an«rTa,(3, l b Oa.mii iDireflena, (gy> Oa,©sfil6u 
Oa(Lg (tpa,0 OsusotOotp© « ,ot * 
Q^63TQJ (LpG3Tf^<^ 

CU€D6TT5>Cy)«S, gjlSnGTTU U " GT> 61J W IT 

fTjfTf^ja«V *T 

IX»arfiu)m-ACAITuSi<W- GUOTiTT^(5) 

LDOTTGcnn! 

Then in the yore the lord entered the 
lake of lotus buds and opened blossoms, 
then placed his feet on the hoods of 
the venom-spitting snake. He resides in 
bJangur where pennons atop mansions 
play with the Moon and bangled 


coastal women roam the streets peddling 
rice pearls for pearl rice. Offer worship 
in Manimadakkoyil, O Heart! (7) 

0OT6IT «2yt a,© OiasiT ©y>sO ^yiiailuj" ^ 

0^1sO surtifluiib rfljbiSlsu <flt 5 r> 2 >£ 0 U) 

©cnsnujniT 6 fil 63 iCTujne.Oi_iT 0 a,na, 6 u 
QojOTCTub 

sSlcnctisSlsa auoiwTOT @.-lb Csucu 

Off) 0 lil & 6 S 3 T 

(jpcnsit sunerr eruSlpDi asusunfr uuSlrb©! 

Ouimp Ca>ilin.©j>gd cy>£ri™> @ 63 TQanGu 
Qjcneti 6 umu iOeneran io 6 «d un 0 ii !bi™a«)-iT 
lD 633fliDirua,Ga,rruSl«v - cueOTiii© <r<2n 
CD MiG fas)! ! 

Then in the yore the lord stole the 
clothes of the dark curly tressed 
cowherd-dames, broke the sand castles 
of tender unripe girls and caused a 
flood of love. He resides in Nangur 
where long-Vel-eyed dames with bright 
sparkling teeth recite catches from the 
Vedas and hearing them, their curved- 
mouth-parrots repeat them tenderly in 
sweet musical tones. Offer worship in 
Manimadakkoyil, O Heart! (8) 

sfilGTM-. «?L OsuriTSI ^waifl CllD65t C®"OT 

5>uj ybg) 

c6l£llta,n! sSlCTTtbJ© a.l_IT «T 65 I@ 1 IID 

u^Cw-t© aii© 6j.6i.su »_«*>uuJ«ru> ^ 

fyornrn 

^sniflCainn uCJ 6 i|ib 65 .U 2 ) 

S.U 00 o 

Cluemu Gujn© Clam. a,neu ^leiieanb 0cna,uu, 

Qa.,n6y>a.u L| 6 i 3 TufTa,a>$ 6 tf)i_a 

Clamia.i^jS'. 

.D63SL- 6J.e J063TSJJ .00 «Slli>Cipsb " 

u) 63 a(lu)nua.Ga.ouSl 6 v) - eixasatiii© 6T65T 

Ifi OTtC CST! 

The celestials call, “O Different lord 
who subdued seven bulls for the 
embrace of the cowherd-dame 
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Nappinnai!”, “O Lord who wields the 
conch and the discus!”, and offer 
worship at Nangur, where red-footed 
crane pain in lakes roll and brush against 
the profuse lotus blooms, and the red 
lily in their midst flows nectar even after 
the petals have fallen. Offer worship 
in Mammadakkoyil, O Heart! (9) 

airor© GlonipsO ^ 

!bnrh}0to_fr 

iflorfliDnuaCaruStcu CltbQuingyag, 

GTQTfTJj LD 

QarrsjwQ g-„ 

C*fT63T 

aoSlujoT egsSlQffiu jV> uxtsmso 
GV€UCUfT(T 

amnnumT ojsrerniiAe, aetfl luncnot SCg 

ftL -* &IP «?© aTsucuiT^i. 

rflorai Cg,nuj Clrt>0 ClsucCT g,crn_ igipcSIsST 
cfilrfl £rr 2 L£U(£, ^,eru0 «8(5U)L|6uCrr. 

This garland of Tamil songs on the lord 
of bee-humming groves-surrounded 
beautiful Nangur’s Manimadakkoyil is 
sung by the lord’s ever faithful devotee, 
the lasting-fame-fertile-Mangai 
King Kaliyan. Those who master it 
will rule the ocean-girdled Earth as 
kings under sky-touching moon-white 
parasols and rejoice. (10) 

3.9 On Vaikunda Vinnagaram 

Salankotida | Nata \ Khanda Chapn 

^fjcnjflujCJTgxi ^*co lon-irsuib 

■*. ~ti" - 

fr.^Gmcofh ffjO r>t_j>giJ Q&'igh 

S_ftfTCDCfT, 
0>0 (ip&& Currcu ^(f^Guxjjfl 
■^ibuDfTCST 

rPjfTCTrC^brr.Tyih u>0sfil 

2_«iT>nT ^5>rTuS1 CU 


••wtiCWafoQ ujso ft 

!S ” U ““ 10 4531 ««* 

CluinElsgcjiiiCi-i 
sutoicQana^g, ^ ^ 

Then mthe yore the lord tore apart the 
jngry Htranya’s chest, and churned the 

benevolent" f° rambrosia - Like the 
and re '7 ram c ^ ou d, he has a dark hue 

Voves^iA S“he' h r“ rf ‘" e 1 

Vaikund r v‘ P IO h ‘ m m the tem P le of 
^ da Vinnagaram, O Heart! (1) 

flrtwrfuj ® *-©•„*, 

64 ■S**«u®ai s_£l <t 

J"©*® 5 "®^ 

v!!!) 10 ©UJGJTfT) 

U)OT3T<SraflcO ^ ° ©WSTsC^fTfT 

« n «'@!bS S fil S5nemA ^snb 

Then in the yore the lord c^m'^ 
strong man-linn r me as a 

Quaners b >' ^ 

and Asuras. He took ^ th<? gods 

H.ranva and tore h u ' mi S ht >' 
resides permit 15 ^ ^ 

tbe rich chants of'^Td ^ 

Prasnas and the seven Sv d f’ th . e 

“^-■-ndw^rr^f 
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great merit live in close harmon). 
Offer worship to him in the temple oi 
Vaikunda Vinnagaram, O Heart.(-) 

<S)cmTL_^Lpib, £§«ii <£ ,cr ' cu ai-guii- 

^sucafl*©* crwcuniD 

•SltiPgd 0 ®uj 2> i 1 © suuS'ib'S'® 7 
OarrsisT® 

(ip6OTi_ii> t£lsr>lD®®l ^ensino. 

acruib aigil £® > © tb 

(jpftcO^^ ^sussr U> © s£ '’ 

£_6JTMT) Ga>ITu9cO 

GT6TOT «.».,* Ctu0© CU^O»* 

Clg,rii® *g.sol 

®™cu«G*«* «?«*• ©»•** . a, ^ Ga " 0 

OjCTTiD Q^rrrtluJ, 

OirijtQ uw “"»-* LDuSlc; ' ,SS f lllD . 

f^nr^j^rv. fT 

cd su (<k (v> gj^CTSTC 731 ^ 1 * 1 '^ £l37 ' 

® Clr^C*! 

Then in the yore the lord swallowed 

the Universe in one gulp, — ■m d ™> l 1 
it the oceans, the continents and all 
else, — then rid Brahma’s-skull-tor-a- 
begging-bowl-Siva of his eternal curse 
He resides permanently in Nangur 
where paddy fields, tender-coconut 
trees, banana plantation, an etc 
creepers vying with Areca trees glow 
in abundance, while bees sing and 
peacocks dance everywhere. Otter 
worship to him in the temple ot 
Vaikunda Vinnagaram. O Heart.(.) 

a>ariGu£^cur*i©tit 

ops® s-ufl- 

^oien.spttt 

ftor-«eifilti> .ai.i.s’ 7 * nr ' c ' 1 *® 1 ' Dane " _ 
us=a Cl*' 1 '® 

9, igG^ncnsi 1 io4t' l. 'ft® 6 ! 1 


icns'.jJgst.'S.® tBsrcfl aiin_0gii 2_*iiSsr>as 

®suib 

0 S(t g(ii Cl*trc*n-<w at*® 

iDGnsugse*.® ictFeiflcnaCiDW idgSIsm 
CTlijgxl 

a>L 

Qt£»t0G<5 ! 

Then in the yore, the dark hued lord 
chopped off the ears and nose of the 
Rakshasa clan’s broad hipped 
Surpanakha, and made her raise her 
hands over the head and run shrieking 
to her Lanka haunt. He resides 
permanently in Nangur where the 
tridents atop the gemset-high-rise 
mansions tear the belly of big rain clouds 
and make them spill their pearls like 
mountain-heaps everywhere. Otter 
worship to him in the temple of 
Vaikunda Vinnagaram, O Heart.(4) 

Jd^enanu -yarnD©*®* Gu>sOsSltun>*". 

&Gur*itfiraf> 

c015.S .® 7 cyms-auatth c*w. 

Gurriu 

adifl** gjeoilcnw «.«n«rg,®l ««"9| 

Jgcoiiicns. Qum« Gate® 

C®irsnsjr io£ltf5>g>) U> C>®®'; 

? ctr>ro Cftffufl 6V 1 

Qsj.QtbOw' 7 ® G*”* 1 - 

ftUjCL ithOl, CLifTCf'CTT 

Qa^AiieiSCli"® 

ciftl^tf), 

^d-gilM*^ Ca.iltuna.sn tosSlsn sri®, 

fr>nrbJ5«v»T 

<sP«.©2.®«fi'«n« Ht ® ,lb eu<OT ' 7 "© 

Clr^lpiG^- 

Then in the vore, the lord with strong 
arms waged a terrible war for the sake 
of his slender-waisted tender danu 
Sita, felled the ten heads and tstentt 
arms ot the Lanka king Ravana, and 
destroyed the city with his fire-raining 
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arrows. He resides permanently in 

Nangur where paddy fields and lotus 

SdY K L With Sel ' fish ’ Valai- 

K h “d Kayal-fish amid red water-lilies 
brightly and Vedic seers of lasting 
ame reside m large numbers. Offer 

wors h hjm in the tempJe of 

Vaikunda Vmnagaram, O Heart! (5) 

Q u*“^ eui&GuGnenu 

a Qurfluj 

^uuSiGngj, Q&rrQ LDfrcn, 2 _uSlrr 

• S-ewr©, 

^ 6OTanui “>cA&<r® ibtu gB> ^ 

P . S'susacsigjib 

s,euar 

2_SDfT) CftrruSIcj 

2-6T5TOTU, iflg, uwnjDCWgl 4Mncuftdli 
QufTCDfTJftgtT, 

a-S«l Qaircnu stots, ^eubjSIot 

,g}Gueunu Quiflw 

siiefsTenu) i£l(£, io«nj5ujQjiTa,ch idcSIcij criogj 

5>fTrbi,5Sv IT 

enoigjj.^sfiloRfreOTa.jto- aiOTriii^ uh. 

Orei^Gff! 

Then in the yore, the lord of gods 
sucked the ogress Putana’s breast and 
destroyed her, he toddled between 
Marudu trees and destroyed them, he 
smote a devil cart and destroyed it. He 
resides permanently in Nangur where 
Vedic seers of great merit, adept in the 
four Vedas and their various sections, 
who cultivate tolerance, generosity and 
helpfulness live in large numbers. 
Offer worship to him in the temple of 
Vaikunda Vinnagaram, O Heart!(6) 

GfjJcTrr&AGjflcjnuj ^GrT^JACTTrpj G&rTsijrQ 

S_$rj crrfdf^gjj 

Ccucu • 9 >C 73 T ^UJS^iujOftCTT CSlCUg,# 

£>uSllT Ggh-TJtGotPu'j 

2_CTTlb(«)GTfllJ QtfOJgj, g}Ci) 20- SUf& 

£_ ©Rflu. (SirTCffhen 

&_ ftfbgjj ^cfig,j ngnC^n^j ih tDr^gfil 

ss-.criff) CftfTt/ilcO 


(©sttuiuuvbcO Q a(i(g) 

CI&fTuj. Qs^OrkCu, 
aeS< s ’© li> '-f ffisraraiengs, arra, 

uicncuftsu 

a, ™ QM ® L - CWnuh shut©* 

CUcWTrij(g) LD L_ 

_ Orb^Ga! 

hen in the yore, the lord came as a 
cowherd-lad and threw a devil-calf 
against a bedevilled wood-apple tree and 
destroyed both. He ate the cowherd- 
dames butter and curds with great rehsh. 

1 i,?'Vr °'' eC * t ^ le ^ averse and slept as a 
uld. He res ‘des permanently in Nangur. 
ere ^ oung Areca trees, laden coconut 

IrT' 7 L mCS ’ su 8 arcane . and paddy 
g ove m lush greenery irrigated by ever- 

owmg water canals. Offer worship to 

>n the temple of Vaikunda 

Vmnagaram, O Heart! (7) 

SLft^ ftlU6iT 

®" »**-* «-»**« jes 

iMm™ . . S-otwt) Gs,m£lcu 

•*** 

©is*, suujsu s ^ i p eui! 

u> "!D"a CW (6 i n . . «S<*n-u«j, 

asucuu) sucrry^ 

“’ su ( 2 )SS«floi 3 io ata!ri . ^ *”*•*■* 
ajErarrug) ujl 

T i k'lbtshGs! 

io “ y ™ e i 

i“, r x' d i h " n8r> - N * r * k “““-'* 

Nangur, where uiiadi^^tdmd 
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water lilies grow in thickets, spi i n o 
waves of overflowing nectar t at 
makes the farmers close their s uices. 
Offer worship to him in the temp eo 
Vaikunda Vinnagaram, O Heart. ( ) 

ainaauiaSl aa-gU** ^"®>»«u"* Csnn '6 l 

mu ctcuii a>fi locuit* 6 * 1 c_Ji > 

eini&eh aol fl ^mua-Cor! <nu>*© <5K2> OTnuJ 

CT65I@)li> 

^cusjl LD^y>!bgll i a5 © s ®J 

2 _Gnrp G&rtuSifiu 

0<3r^j anjaijlij ©jrTC3SCTT5^gTl>li> ^ 

(£^IUU, 

G seb 2-s,i$*,w osnOTi 1 ©JP 

s g^lOs J i’pv> i£)cr'L_E,gii. 

uira.M,a, u>& aia.0 2_ifl©* 

Gn^(££ a dil<OT<5rar*!rU> " sus5,I,b |® ! 

Then in the yore, the lord was 
worshipped in the far Ocean of Milk 
by hordes of celestials and bards with 
choicest flowers, singing, Our Lord, 
our one and only refuge, grace us. .He 
resides permanently in Nangur where 
red Kayal-fish, Valai-fish and Sel-hsh 
dance in the water-fields and the streets 
are lined with mansions that caress t e 
under belly of the Moon in the sky- 
Offer worship to him in the temple ot 
Vaikunda Vinnagaram, O heart! fV) 

This garland of sweet Tamil songs by 

Mangai King Parakalan, terrible sword 
wielder Kalikanri sings of the ancient 
lord of conch, discus and bow, with 
lotus eyes, who is the permanent 
resident of Nangur’s Vaikunda 

Vinnagaram. Those who master it will 
have the power to rule over Earth and 

Heaven. ( 10 ) 

3.10 On Arimeya Vinnagaram 

Tirumadandai \ Yadukulakamboji \ 

Kbanda Chapu 

gs.^ a>L_2,anS. u>i_&e>» @©u*g!)ti> 

ir Cumu <=««■«>. ^^lun.nftL.© 

6T631 iT)J LD 

cry? *J*»**0“ ft 

UGJsfllU, CljnVp63TfTfT 

@ua> Oueib 
qs,jji Gaj&'ujii ajrnp 

^rrsr 

5 ,mc®il*a, 2 ,i_i£*«itQs>' r SU u> 

glLCSjftSi'Qa'rp 1 ^ ^*,9 

^,(5 @,_«s,OT Cluirjflsu ai*«6l, CTjflsO 

ffjfTflijStfT <T 

e M ^GlDUJsfilOTi5T^3T*!J^ _ lfiL - 

QrblgjGs! 

aiiKg, UK® «w(hl nth&yi: 

anuisincrd, &cnn Ogiiinu iSluirar S' , ® T 

*D (TP)tX> (15) ri uSl GO » 

ioc6l Ai-cO a-su^ a>oS1«u pLaiib 

rTjrrfbiiWvn 

^cnrninir CU-JirtJflGU 

^UJfT 5)>j- ^vS'' GO GO S3* I^^GOGOli 
«r> t CtJ 

%ncTT ,..ijArnwc»T, Genevan 

OfhlShlj) lOGvS' .0,1 lT) f Tt^r > 6' ' (S,u3'»6H 

gvi 60 CL* rr nth en 

§)IJCS?jflOujngl <s6Ulbc| .*&*)'*> «’® T<arM ° 

Q t jffjicuffCn- 

Then in the yore, the lord with Sn-Dame 
and Bhu-Dame on either side walked on 
the Eanh showering his grace, ridding 
the world of evil and protecting his 
devotees. He is served by the seven worlds 
and worshipped by the celestials. He 
resides permanently in Nangur where 

Vedic seers live, amid fragrant groves and 
wetlands fenced by screwpine, lotus ponds 
in every direction, and trees grossing 
tall. Offer worship to him in Arimeya 

Vinnagaram, O Frail heart! (1) 
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m ■ o. 

- )GU SlA enamor, sSIsraisrarojirat^ 

_ ^ < 9 ieiig}), 

®« 3 Tp UaiT 0 0 anij auencu* 

aiGPSii) aisrfte^ 
(SX^LDssrafl stot ^ir ^(ip&iD ^cucfil 

GarruSlsu 

srsjrrruib iflg, Qu 0 igi QesCeuggi 

•SariiiQ iDcnaCujrn, 
^iP Igssvsujii) Ca,«risflft| 0 u> gwo© Clu^ 

(Sj^sGs™, 

< 3 UBrrpj £_cyaib ucni-jb^GuenejT 

^KnGSi-ujeuiT&sfr Siriiis^^ 
<SiiflujGii)iu«£lffiOTes!i«!rii) - ajsraning, ^ 
^©Cs! 

Then in the yore, the lord with strong 
hands wielded his sharp discus to 
vanquish the invincible Narakasura 
He churned the ocean with a mountain 
shaft and gave ambrosia to the gods 
He is my gem, my ambrosia. He resides 
in Nangur amid Vedic seers of g reat 
knowledge-wealth and beauty who are 
adept in the seven Svaras of music and 
the Prasnas of the Vedas, — who 
cultivate good qualities, and who verily 
look like the Creator Brahma himself. 
Offer worship to him in Arimeya 
Vinnagaram, O Frail heart! ( 2 ) 

2 -ii>u 0 ib @QJ 6 j£ su«j 0 ii) 5 jy> 

CTCOQjfTtb 

2 _ 6 OTti_ iSlrjrrcrT, ^cWTi-iT&err ^p^sr 5 > 6 wr 0 

CTiige, 

(fjibuii* i£)(&) <J>g, ujrT 6 y> 63 T iD 0 um 

ft (g><? 65 T 

&tqg>& ‘9rjrr<ar CftfTuS)^ 

«nuii>QijrTOciTrT(^) Qcvjcttt (ip&gu) uoo 

MG 5 TC^ 63 T 5 ,rri^ u ^ 

(_/GU fh] fr, <5>£Tt OTT (hfU —1_ f (_j|_ 

^ <^«U(g, 6 U 

rSUlDq^C^CTTuj < 5 ,SOTT iDL_CurTIT 

CTtiigjuj 

«3|rflCl£)UJGfiisTOlOT5T-5>7d) - CUGttTrh, ^ ^ 


Then in the yore, the lord swallowed 
the seven worlds, the seven oceans, and 
all else. He came as a cowherd-lad and 
destroyed a rutted elephant by his tusk, 
then dragged the wicked Kamsa by his 
hair and killed him, applauded by the 
gods. He resides permanently in 
Nangur amid groves of Punnai which 
spill buds of pearls and flowers of gold, 
jackfruit trees which spill nectar, and 
dames with snake-slender waists 
and arrow-sharp eyes who spill joy. 
Offer worship to him in Arimeya 
Vinnagaram, O Frail heart! ( 3 ) 

S^i-fr^^sTT ^rfluSlcjr 2_0>cuib 

C1s,itcrar0 

a-cuu 61 w i£l(g> £1u0 surras .gJorarfUjcnorG 

urfjrSI, 

ornuna aien 2_£lqnoj iSlsnjjgy ^rsusjr 
§>ot 

-S^enOsis ,"® 1 surnigu) ,@i_ii> - ioc 0 s 51 sjr>a 

CsQsjgjj U )Ojne Off^rr,^ Cla«o^, 

a,(y>Aib urrcnsn, 

s sett u&riiasir uooaTii) £>rrrpju) suss^r 

Qurnflca^ sj^Cl 
«u<ucu ^t,cncuu qcn* a,^.^ 

!bn(hi 6 &_n 

oMff)CiDujcfilOT3raiiT5>gib - LD( 

Then in the yore, the lord came as a 
man-lion of boundless strength and took 
the boon-intoxicated Hiranya on his ] a p 
then tore his chest with sharp, hard 
claws, to protect the devotee-son He 
resides permanently in Nangur where 
[he fragrances of Jasmine, red water- 
hly, thickly flowering Senmdi, Areca 
ronds and Senbakam flowers from 

fromT W " h the lhick sm °kc 
Offer ! e b . urnin 8 sugarcane mills. 
V,,! ' WOrsh, P to him in Arimeva 
nagaram, O Frail hean! ( 4 ) 
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<3>CT3Tu61JIT &>lb LDC3TIX) LD^^p 

G(SDCTTC^<5j 

&CTT€ M «@e\j i£ 1(5) ilirjj {£) JD®* 1 CP^ 1 * 

<n63TjTJJ Jgrjfb^ll©, 

<5HOT3Tl_ (jpib ^dj ^CTJCU <5,L-gU^ 

CTGocunib 

^GTTT^g, LSlfJfTCST QJCTnbjGWfin 

QurnflcO «^JLuCeu 

«SHC3raTi_ib a_(T)j (LpLpGl) C£c61lL|lb Cu€7JT0 

^SSTfblACTT 6p>€>Slu_|l±> 

<^<(2)lDCnfr)uSlc3T tf^oSluJlb iDt-GU™ ^lcUlblSsiT 

6^»oSliMib, 

<~HCT3Tuii) 2 _rpjlb ^CDSVJ 5)l_oSlc3T 6^c61 

£>rT(*iS$v.»T 

^rflGlDUJCfi)cWTCy3T5>'JLb - CUCJin^J0 ID\- 

Then in the yore, the lord came to 
Mabali’s great Sacrifice as a beautiful 
innocent-looking manikin-lad, pleasing 
the hearts of all who saw him. He asked 
for a gift of three strides of land, then 
grew and took the whole Earth, the seven 
seas, the seven continents and all else. He 
resides permanently in Nangur amid 
fertile fields, where the sounds of musical 
instruments, the hum of bees, the 
chanting of the Vedas, the jingle of 
anklets and the roar of the ocean rend 
the air. Offer worship to hint in Arimeya 
Vinnagaram, O Frail heart! ( 5 ) 

ajircirCIr&glta arfn icsuire, s«i.;j>g©J 

caiu>$eSl®«>'T, gcoiicna 

IBCSTCSTOT (Lplq. 4J>(f>)U^Jli> (.gTCTT <§(.1) L, §' !1 i ) 

Cornu £u$?g 

SnsnOijjg!j, ^Isjailsneu eueneng>S> 
ursg>eii Csiii, srciu 
gcrfls 0tjenr. GljrT63Tff,i<T.5>0 

Jgi-ii gi_u> s&n 

Gsotbt QftfTcri iccurrA AOicutb Gsgo. 

&uj€Vj5jdT, sunken, 

Q«^Cln,Cteun0ii> StQsig )I <9^^, s_$rnjg 
Qs(jg (ipggii>, 
©j'TciiCljf,) 0,sssi g,cni_&Uun0>&i cun^tb 

•^^GlCajd^'TWlCWJTAfJlii 5UC3fifT^J(2) 1131 

OfF^Cs 1 


Then in the yore the lord came as the 
son of Dasaratha. For the sake of the 
dark tressed Vel-eyed Sita, he wielded 
his terrible bow and felled the ten heads 
and twenty arms of the Lanka king. 
He is my protector, and overlord of the 
gods. He resides permanently in 
Nangur, amid lakes with Sel, Kayal and 
Valai-fish and lotus blooms that reach 
for the sky, and fertile fields of paddy 
which scarce enter the sickle’s bend, 
spilling gems of gold which the sharp- 
eyed agrarian dames collect in beautiful 
heaps. Offer worship to him in Arimeya 
Vinnagaram, O Frail heart! (6) 

■iioorggiwsr a©««srg,i su0SsncuuS1«O 

e£)rfliHib 

Cggu*@iii> yg« r ’ OT §>'*' <%>" a - uS '© li> 

Q Q (£j <g> S) fF 63T , 

anmeruiugg *© 2 _eoi_ 

^ d) ID n G3T 

a ( it>®ib @u Li>-OutT0gj] M«aw g>l«™D 
GP&gil 

r^rriDSarggn-ci) US" 6 '' Gsugii , 

g£>gn 

Gcaj6ii«filGujrT0 <aypi •St™* 1 ** gcSrarji) 

frCDGO UuSl63Tp 

^ lD63T4>giJ lD€T>fT)UJCU n £»6TT LJ uSl Cyj ID 

(F»irr5itfff».n 

^fflGlDaj^CSTTOTTI'^'jdl - 6D€?3T^J(2) 10L - 

Then in the yore, the lord destroyed 
the Asura Dhenuka and the ogress 
Putana, sent by the evil-intending 
Kamsa. He is the dark hued lord, verily 
the love-god Kama’s father. He resides 
permanently in Nangur where waves 
of the ocean lash out pearls on every 
shore, and where Vedic seers learn, 
recite and practise the Mantra-wisdom 
of the four Vedas, the five sacrifices, 
the six Angas, and the seven Svaras. 
Offer worship to him in Arimeya 
Vinnagaram, O Frail heart! ( 7 ) 
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**» ' SH4om * ««n 

„„ s>ir®ri5ji 

amx>(5 ^<0* QjefeTOTTsiti ftnoSlffiirii ' 
CP® * n Uurt«5r 

©airu Shamtu icanjp *0^, 0L . 

. _ _ ■%© ^Si&ei t 

©cuftjui jguifl-Clarr^ io^ctt&ct, lonwfl,^ 

GaiTL|9ri, a OT, 

gtieniT)) LDsrsfl I003ii_uii;a«n, siranajg,^ 

S" u>«njDCiurrt 
Qgiirag; nr-emi^e, Q^jt^^IOujitQ iflau 

uuSIgyii) Csrraneu 
^cirgy (Sicunajirii u>g,j a_srar0 

^infl (Lprrgyib ftir**,, s 
,5)iflGiDuJ6flsrai«®iia>!rii- ai«nn^( 2 ) QgnejC^i 

Then in the yore, the lord came as the 
adorable cloud-hued cowherd-lad. He 
threw the devil-calf against the 
bedevilled wood-apple tree and felled 
its fruits, he lifted the Govardhana 
mount against a hailstorm and protected 
the cows, he danced over pots. He 
resides permanently in Nangur where 
flag-high walls and mansions surround 
the high Gopuram and intricately 
carved Mandapas, and pure Vedic 
seers chant in unison in Yagasalas. The 
bumble bees drink nectar from the 
fresh blossoms of the surrounding 
groves and sing joyously. Offer 
worship to him in Arirneya 
Vinnagaram, O Frail heart! (gj 

GU 006 OGJrujn 6 u Gvgt&Giieh g,Gn sa__uSlrr 

a_S33T0, 

2 ,uSln a.cfei0, CIojgsstCIottuj 

st_rasr0 suoSI 

a_uSln a_esn0 &,'« i) S-sojgj 
Z-COJu thiranen 

s,0gjii) ,@l.i b - audilrfl <5t<DcO i 

5)C3T<5ili) 

u>0a. a_cu«u OumPg!/I0ii> ajnjg^0ii> su^ 
QjGTtii) Qa>rr0iju, ldit taertpQujnn uarr 
locuiiacri 

,sm 0 SS<S 1 < 2 ) 2 >i crrcjTf^, 

g>£!T>i)iCT,*iii ^xsrafl tbnniiffin n 

GhbiaCs! 


Then in the yore, the lord came as a 
ccm herd lad and drank the poison and 
tl.e life out of Putana. He ate the curds 
and butter of the cowherd-dames. He 
took the life of Kamsa. He even 
swallowed the worlds. He resides 
permanently in Nangur where the river 
Kaveri washes fragrant Sandal wood, 
Agil wood and gold nuggets, and flows 
through tall groves and fertile fields 
giving abundant wealth. The great 
Vedic seers strew flowers and offer 
worship, chanting, “Hari, Our refuge!”- 
Offer worship to him in Arirneya 
Vinnagaram, O Frail heart! (9) 

!ol<!?e3Tf£J dfldT cfilcDu. CmglD UI_ —n&fgju 

OffGUG&g) Cg,fT6TT 2_<£T,f5,£, ^(fTjlDfTCO 

g)63T Cd&nuSlcO, 

t^«n-£U UJ ^pj LO , CflUJlb 

c^c^cjTujCiinr^crT r^trti)a^.n 

^rflGuaLucfilcryrcrjT^gii) ^iDn^gj 

Gcuco cucuoiCTT torij«r)«ff,uj»T 
0>ib Gthnioncrr, 

8>GS\<hGinr$\ Cp>oSl iDfrcncu 

QpcsT^jib 

g>C3Tr5)Qc3Tn^ii) eparryjib J^orveu s,r f>i^j 

QjCUCurTfT 2_6U«5>^)giJ 
S-j5>g>lDIT£>iL(2) £>_&)&, 1£)rf 2_li>LJ(2)lb 

c^Qj n^Gcrr. 

The sharp-speared Mangai King 
Kalikanri has sung this garland of sweet 
Tamil songs on the lord Tirumal who 
subdued seven bulls for the pleasure of 
Nappinnai’s soft embrace. He resides in 
Nangur’s Arirneya Vinnagaram with 
Vedic seers of Brahma-like radiance and 
Subrahmanya-like beauty. Those who 
learn and master it will be the best 
among good men and also become 
counted among the celestials. (10) 
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4.1 On Tiruttevanar Togai 

Podalarnda \ Bouli \ Khatida Chapn 

Cuagj ^cun-tjjg, QuftL^cu G^rrcnwu u|f[)ib 

5> n gij a_^la eiijbgiJ <^«ncuA(£)a) fi»u 

LDOHJTGJaflS) 5 > 6 nrjCu)Gu 

tfHTg>CU63T 2 _«DrT)tHib 

6 uiucu 2 >fnbicr>ft curfl cugjjtQ 
Cg>Clg,c3T ctcstj^] un(^U) 

^(ff^C&cuGsnriT Q^fT^n^Guj. 

In the the fertile fields of Nangur, bees 
sing ‘Te-tena’, in sweet modes. The 
mighty river Manni flows by, lashing 
waves that spill the pollen from lotus 
thickets. On the Southern banks of 
the river, Lhe lord resides permanently 
in Ti ruttevanar Togai. (1) 

wnsu^itjib tSt,uJ, ujrrenwiMU) .gyu, ffn^ilcu 
Gq.^u Qun^TFjGn/b^c^kb t^iu, 
OP«ii0ii> <^>yij, (ip®«u <§yu Gp4s$ 

^inrrjjg^ 2 _er> 5 Jutib @uib, 
wrr sii 0 ib ucnt_ mOTTcmfiiT Qcijcitrfil 

GastreirsDirn iDGBigpj rt>mbi«j)* - 
CgjCli^Tjti) QffGnirp ^IgGnfDtg)* Ounijilcu- 

j9(2,g,G®5U«mifr Gg,rrcns,Cuj . 

He stands as everything and everyone, 
and as the substance of the Vedas. He 
is the first-cause lord, he is the Three 
too. He resides permanently at Nangur 
surrounded by fields, worshipped by 
the gods, attended by Vedic seers who 
win over strong-armed horse-riding 
kings, in Tiruttevanar Togai. (2) 

cimsaT jv,fr(TJlu) t iDCinn £>rr(pii). a-^rcn 

LiCO £5-u9(TT)lb 

S)fT65T cSMjUJ GTlX) Qu^ ID IT car, 2>Gn6VJCUG5T 

22 _cnnr>U 4 ii> ^>- 

eSijGirrng] 

iD^rr)CujrT'T t£tvh)Sr>&> 

^•<b63T oiGunu Ol**h£Icu 

$ ^g,Gg)<aj *G u.». 


The celestial world, the Earth-world, 
the souls and all else, — our lord and 
master is all these. He resides at 
Nangur, with Vedic seers, who 
command the abiding wealth of the 
Vedas, amid nectar-dripping fragrant 
groves in Tiruttevanar Togai. (3) 


g}jb$ag)|ii>, Jg«niDtu«U(2)ii>, yjofleuna©^ 
CIL^ICU ^GDlDJb^) 

sisS> U>e»rr« sgj(ipaguu>, a,^>!5ffl!g)Ui>, 
ctrbcng,! CTio&(g) ^0®" flsnnD^isjui 

^l_LD CTL^ICV) rT,(TnalC3')<fE 

£>€u 

Indra and the horde of celestials, Brahma 
and the chanting bards, the Sun god and 
the Moon god, all stand and worship, 
chanting, “Grace us!”. The lord resides 
permanently at Nangur amid beautiful 
groves in Tiruttevanar Togai. (4) 


Clurti£lcu i_|«asi_ (gyp - 
$ (tv, g, G a, cu ear it rrO g, ncf) e> G u 


^cran-Gpii*, 

eucmijuiii) 

a_ciiim_ iSlgircsT 2 _G»n)U 4 iB <p«41 

llicrafl. &<&Q1 sSW^ilcU A63!0»u> 

Cl^cnr $en<lthen eulS> (Sgil® 1 * 1 

ujejarcra^g, Qjs^i rKGuscu 

^lOTJT^fT) 

The lord who swallowed the Universe, 
— the oceans, the continents, the 
mountains and all else, — resides at 
Nangur on the Southern banks of the 
river Manni, which washes bright 
gems, gold, fragrant Sandal and Agil 
wood, amid well versed Vedic seers in 
Tiruttevanar Togai. (5) 


T LJuSlfiO- fTjfTfhlG!r»5»55 
$ 0 g>C & 6U GUTI W ^ 5, fTGiT> &> G UJ . 


(6Tjrrcu«i> ^TcOcurrix) ^Q^iugji, 

fF> fr got id cm m u_j tb 0 « 5 >fTi nn&, 
LinojftCTT ^iu , ^cu^cdcuuSIgv* 

L J tfTT Ctfl O A IT CTl jGff) ID UIJLD63T ID . 
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/» • ^^>631 ACIDfyCLDg^ 

*^© 1 ® 51,1060 ' 

^©sC SQjCT(Il vQ snonaCiij 
he lord, whom even the Vedas fail 

Ks&Ss.? 

m Tiruttevanar Togai. ( 6) ’ 

^"a^errrfluSl*^ ~ 

«d'^S*^.** •*»* 

The lord wh'^^“"^a'renaCuj. 
bn and tore L'™!*’* "’“ kr *n- 

NjngutantonsbU’vS” “ 

8 W o„ ! „ e S 0fk "»Ws«.h»uU 

*“* *©* sw cw^* 

a«ft ?*“ u, " ni 

^©ACiMusRRftQ^^ 

The lord who broke the great h 
bow and married the ten/ ’ heaVy 
dame Matthili 

Nangur with bright 1 X " 

abounding in knowledge wflK 

am,d ,hs beautiful grov eS of 
Tiruttevanar Togai. (x) 


(2>a>u ifl® U 3 S, wrens* urrdfcCWQu, 
n . @«nsuij,g)i dnp, 

Wl| ^ sano ^ ^ssi «n 9 sa 

tSucirrejS), a_snjr)tijib tsU-ii, 

Q,U>L * *«“«* Q^u.Wld, toSru, 

n, - n «tD(jgib ^iri^sne, gsjrsvsr 
^ Ounrit^Q^ 4 * u ^ 

^>(!!)&C a eutaTirrr Cl^rrsnAGw. 

tuskofr C / anCer i° rd who broke the 
the m!^ 6 rUUed de P hanl and killed 
perZ “f to g e ther with it, resides 

°f freshl/ k/ ^* n ^ ur amid groves 
tres nly blossoming Senbakam 
surrounded by g 0 U P g n ,, m ,’ 

orrh-,^ • -T-- ’ § olclen walls and 

orchards i n Tiruttevanar Togai. (9) 
ftsWejr 

<5.*- ^®® ( *®« J ® Tr ti»Cl a , ( T an *C IDCU 

**** Csu ® *<*W i-s,, 

ejn Atirire ^ . u Sgmi ojeueumi 

@re u ,u, nj G ! itTS l 
Tl«8t.tk„d „f SWee , T 
sharp-speared k a 7 ,1 son g s b >' 

dark hued lord K^n" Speaks of the 

Permanently i„ ^ hna ^ horesideS 

of NanguX T eXCellent groves 

“"■Wtof-hn-lSwi"' 

On Van-Purushottamam 

Kamha >na | Vasanta \ Adi 

41aia G *"^ 

' Qo0B, Uo. l b, um^rfl, 

™M(5Clr s , SU)Gu . 
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The lord who made a bridge over the 
sea and entered Lanka, felled the ten 
crowned heads of the Rakshasa king, 
then gave the kingdom to his younger 
brother, resides at Nangur, 
surrounded by groves with red 
Jackfruit, Mango, Plantain, Areca and 
Senbakam, Madavi, whose fragrances 
mix and float in the air, — in the 
temple of Van-Purushottamam. (1) 

uC lcvjqj ib LL,rt! 0 >l ii>i—| 

^.Tcrfl ucwt 

^ 6 oct> 6 o cujbgxi ft-n)u uruu rbgd <^0 

ff,l. ldO<!?IU5> 

a_ii>uir C<5>rr63T a_«nfT) CftfruSlcO 
Qgdld §,ipcu Qpeirrg] ff>n& C.QJ2>ib, g> 
CcucrTGfilGujrr(^ , c ^ r ^ ,5>L ° 

CUCUCVJ id cO<£1 UJ f^fTfhJ^WvfT 

6UCiT3Tl_J(f*)CL- rT£5,U)ClD. 

The lord of gods who came as a 
cowherd-lad, climbed up the Kadamba 
tree, and leapt on the hoods ol the 
snake Kaliya, then danced freely over 
it, resides at Nangur, — amid Vedic 
seers who tend to the three Fires, 
recite the four Vedas, perform the 
five Sacrifices, and master the six 
Angas, — in the temple of Van- 
Purushottamam. (2) 

it ^s>j,63TGbfT toUrrctFWT 0<9>rr;50)fl>(«£F) ffTGikfp 

G<?rrrr}] <rr<.\>Corrib 

gwQ\ G^rr {Clonij CiDujdbgd 

5>fT5,^61lC3T 

£k_<?>fT-,g>j SL- GnjD CaCTIOICU * 

‘^ (ipipcfilcrr syrTiTOi inij^cu 

0 «ll ID uSl CU IT ^SH.1 . 

^rrgjrr ^>tar»5 rF>rTfa,,!Win - 

0)€TRVTi 4(f»jGl rT5>5>lI)GlO- 

The lord who gulped all the food- 
offering, — that the cowherd-folk had 
made for Indra, — then lifted a mount to 
Protect the cows, resides at Nangur, — 


amid groves resounding with the roar 
of thundrous clouds, seeing which the 
bees sing and the peacocks dance, — in 
the temple of Van-Purushottamam.( 3 ) 

U0fb; 67)*5» UjrTOT)63TllS1c3T Qs>CTlblS)CmCSTU 

u^gjgi) <^£>ot 

DiT0,£r>eyr<9 <?mq.u 

LDG\JCl>C«D(J^j) Oibf763T^J lSls3T &(CT)4F(>in£8T 

g» cmfr,gh,{hGi>rifl 2L_6tf>rD GftfTuSlcb - 
dfj(fTjIDlS)^jr(^ 2—UJlT ^fTClSl&GTT Gfi1d7)GTT5)0 

^wpcsfluSIcu idcSI currcS) 

U) 0 toJ 0 CTCUmb QufTlpGO 

fF,nri)<9$viT - 

GU CiraTL^ 0 G L-rTgjgj ID G ID. 

The lord who plucked the tusk of the 
rutted elephant, killed it, killed the 
mahout, killed the wrestlers, and 
killed Kamsa, resides at Nangur, — 
where sugarcane and paddy grow tall 
in fields watered by big wells, and 
groves touch the sky, — in the temple 
of Van-Purushottamam. ( 4 ) 

airgl Cornu c6lipg> 2 >rT«iT rgliflfr^otf, iron ji g>«3i 
u«ni_Ciuir(5li0 ^lcantnCiurQio 
oo, suiraBTonwr ^uSIflli Cj&rTcnaiigijiD 
s_Gr>rr> Camoleu - 

sunOT Gam^ ^ia>su «£la,tbi_| ,^cotte£Iu 
G uiriiju 

_*a>G\>GU631 tOGyjfpa^U) 

ioni_ lorraflcna, (*,^ 15,(115 rj>rrib)an.fr- 
OJ«SJTLJ(RjCl (Tg,a,LDCo>. 

The lord who smote the devil-cart with 
his fool, then cut the thousand arms 
of Bana and put his retinue to flight, 
resides at Nangur, — where pennons 
on mansion-top penetrate the sky 
and stop the Sun's ascent, — in the 
temple of Van-Purushottamam. ( 5 ) 

j£Hf%JCT>/y»atfTcO ^tq (\pG3Tipi l£n JTJTiQl i cSUUlGM 

J&evfr Qdhngl Cl®n^g,i 
Ar*h«r*£*» Gi &nci> 

.frj cott Grot sir su^gjj 2 _g»twt) G^fruSlci 1 
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Oftiraisno, Cairri/g, aisneu airilL. guitiE, 

U)fT UgjJlDfii&CTT 

lArilCDfttflfTIT (y)5>lb 2,rT^«vfT - 

cu sot Lj (fryG t_ crg>£, id G id . 

The lord received a gift of three strides 
of land, then grew and raised his one 
foot in the sky, where Brahma 
worshipped the raised foot with water, 
which became the river Ganga. He has 
come to reside permanently at Nangur, 
— amid fertile groves and fields where 
the Kongu buds liken the breasts of 
the girls there, red water lilies liken 
their lips and bright lotuses liken 
their faces, — in the temple of Van- 
Purushottamam. (6) 

2_GD6TTUJ $£>60 QufTgjrQUUjCfjrTC3T 

0 ) 6 Slg)l 

2_rjib 6lGn£>gj 2_$gg>CD*, 

^CDcrru-|ib Ocuib urfl -£i5liu 

^uugst Qjjbgjj 2_emfD G*mjS)cu - 

^CDGTTUJ IDfbJCD5 jUJ<T ^CDCyilT - ^ Up <9 

^cuibiS)GcsTn(^ 
(TU^cO QaiTGIT UJbgJ ^UpuCufTIT CD* 
euCDCTTuSIcar rglearp f^©S) idgu<£1uj r^ar^^n - 
cucraTLj(ff)Ci_n0^if>GiD • 

The lord who came as a fierce man- 
lion and destroyed the Asura Hiranya 
by tearing into his chest with his blood¬ 
dripping claws, is my father, who 
ripped the horse’s jaws. He resides at 
Nangur, — where the sounds of 
anklets and bangles of the girls playing 
ball never ceases, — in the temple of 
Van-Purushottamam. ( 7 ) 

QjnSDCrr <5>l_f*>J *Cff3T 2—CDLD Ufhl*63T GJJC3T 

<9fTuub <^£)£>1 f 

QpcDcn gnp J (Lpcai <nih 

(yjAICV 6)H»fltf*«4tH6ST 2—CD(T) uSl G\J 

unonsn eumar 3,1 y>@ s_junClgi&£l«ST 

cfjlip, Qcu(f»jc6lu Guniij 
curTCDcrr unuj ff>rrr&t*cLir - 

GUfeddl l ^(TP|Gl_P <9, l£> G l£l. 


-** v a, — who bears his wide eyed Dame 
Parvati on his one half, — was cursed 
to carry the skull of Brahma as a 
be gging bowl in his hand. Our 
benevolent cloud-hued lord filled it 
with the sap-of-his-heart blood and rid 
him of the curse. He resides at Nangur, 
where Areca trees grow tall, with 
coconut trees in between; the coconut 
drops from the tree, into the lake 
where startled fish jump and dance, - 
- in the temple of Van- 
Purushottamam. (8) 

§)&§)} CUfTIT df6Di_ PF*6<r>63Tu UUJ?bg> rP>rTC3T - 

(ip*6DCDVij <5)G3T CTt^GU (^^(T^LD 

IDfT lDCUITlSl£)cD*U UCDl_^g,SUG3T 

SL_cDfD C*fTuS)cu - 

, GuncDipuSIdT Q*fT^fbi ^J*nrbgjj, §,<& 

(^(rTjGDCTTCDujg, Gl_f(TLU t 

iDfnbuCDCTOTCtDCU CDGD(*> r^nrhi&fv fT- 

cu cskjt up (HjG l_ ng)§j id G id . 

The crescent-decked mat-haired Siva 
was created by Brahma-on-a-lotus, who 
in turn was created by our lord on his 
navel. He resides at Nangur, — where 
monkeys sit and eat bananas from fertile 
plantation, then take their young ones 
to their bosom, and go to sleep on the 
thick branches of the Mango tree, — in 

the temple of Van-Purushottamam. (9) 

mCBTcgusirmT qft jp Ccu£ltun rr 

6U CraTl^ (ffjG l_ LDg,gj 6TT 

CscuiqA&p ain-'t-iggj a_iig,ojsjt. 
ID6JT, lomfl 

usirespcTT um, m LJIri ^ 

Cm 60CO mr s*_CU^l^ 

^ SM •-&&, gfauusu- 

6^00,0,. 

World renowned Vedic seers live in 
Nangur’s Van-Purushottamam where 
the benevolent king of Tiruvali offered 
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worship with this garland of sweet 
Tamil Pann-based songs. Those who 
master it will live on Earth in great 
joy and join the celestials as well.(10) 

4.3 On Semponsei Koyil 

Peranindti \ Vasanta | Adi 

Gull ^sssfliT^ 2 — < ttil>gsl L i ) 
Gi j)T^^2)eTTaeTTG3T crib iSIrjfrcnsar, 

Qjmi ^jraijfl (Lpsncuajnsn ibguit iD&GsnrTQ 
tnsrar U)5.(gpd> f^lrrju, 

Sn .jHsrafl 2 >nrijsn 5 . s>«u ^Qleuen 

GW ib Cl u ndnCl5ujG&fTu^®Sl© , ^ T ^ CTT 
o>nn ^csrfl Cioaib (gldttDgil ^uune^OT • 

®«33T0CI*na!3T0. S _d J *,Qe,n)PbG 2 ,CGI'. 

The world comes to worship in 
tumultuous multitudes, my 

benevolent lord Per-Arulalan, 
With corsetted-breast dame, 
sitting on a lotus, and 

Dame of-the-Eanh by the side 
of him. 

Splendorous mansions 
all around Nangur, — 

Semponsei Koyil is amid them. 
Dark as the rain cloud, 
seeing the good lord, 

I have found my spiritual 
elevation. (1) 

^l©uClufT(^l (SpUM 6£>63Trpj ^'cilgutSUggT jfrCSTCT'SyT, 
Gu^UJfT ^63TU QdJCfTCTTOjGng), 

@fDug gt^Iit AfTCUib ^GJTfTGncjT, 

CJip ^‘GniJuSlca 1 &GT>Gll §,€3T€iT»«JT. 

S»_CDi_ lDC?T>®CujfTIT <5>fTf^jCT>& fhcb 

5,(5 614 ^ 

Q 5 li) Q I, j a 63 tQ <9 lil C <9» fT I 6TtC «STT 

T>6y»rr)(jj Qu^tPjlp Qu freemen, cunc3TS\J it G<5>fTCff>€5r 

*«RJT(5 5,fT«fT SUfUpfFjG^fU^ITjG^GinJT. 

®' rt h, death or old age, 
he doesn’t have any, 

flooded in the constant joy of his 
being. 


Present in the past and 
future and present too, 

he is in the delectable sound of 
the spheres. 

Qualified Vedic seers 
residing in Nangur, — 

Semponsei Koyil is amid them. 
Seeing the Vedic lord, 

King of the celestials, 

I have found my spiritual 
elevation. (2) 

d£li_ e£laai>i_| crifl, ^1 fi&ijjrTjib, au-^ib, 

CW^ iglsug>gji 2 _uSlrr&(gn,ib iDmpib 
UL" OuiT^Gh&igrijib rfjdnrxajejii gtSFcryGr. 

U(£ia»Uja>ghI <£1UJ63T ^GUC3T 

QlDETl^l LDCUlfpClUfTIT tT,rrrSJ 6 infi> (h,GV 

^ (hi cij cn 

Q oibQ u uotQ « i Ca, nuSl cSI gn C"G or 

!&l!D cusTQTfsraiesT @6?TC!DC3i r^rTtinr 

^u^Gujcar 

a.cOT'QGlai^raiiQ. 2_iiij>GsGraT. 

Skv, Fire, Water, 

Moon and the Sun too, 

Earth and the beings-living all, — 

He who is all these 

and other things too, 
lives in the midst of Brahma-like 
Firm-of-speech-Vedic-seers 
residing in Nangur, — 
Semponsei Koyil is in their midst, — 
Seeing my lady-lord, 
dark as the ocean, 

I have found my spiritual 
elevation. ( 3 ) 

6usy>a t=H55J tajiDsii uxrsuoSI CeustTdil 

lOfoTJT cudsi g>G3T6tn<Sn, 

^qjjib ^moiT ^14 €ufiS3nbid> 

<9>i CO gjju51iS3TlT> ^iblOrTG^Gn , 
cm 5 (ip A tTT ^GmcsTGiurni 5,fT^jcm<9> 5 >cb 
5> ^ 61 ) fob 

GsibGi )fTgarG.9ujG<9>nii9oiS) CT~M cbG6n 

2_UJ(T iDSJafl iD(#,L_lb (<Sv,tq nC33t3T - 

AfoWr(5G5»rTciRiT(5 SJ-aJ5,G§)fTi^5,G5jGGm. 
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Going as a manikin 
to the Bali-sacrifice 
he took the Earth in two big steps. 
Gods in the sky above 
offer him worship 
in his deep-ocean cool resort. 
Brahma-like Vedic seers 
residing in Nangur, — 

Semponsei Koyil is in their midst. 
Seeing the good lord, 
wearing a tall crown, 

I have found my spiritual 
elevation. (4) 

&wo,s,i r $©{0 
srcsTgjj CWssrrpj t9)cnL.!ij&«uiT 

gjOUJLDCITagJ .gjgliufl ^(IJSlflcinOTa, 

Cl *5 0*^0! 

g)Ujfj<?>C3T u>$Gn6uc?nuj , <5luClo , 

C^LDcumj Quni^cu 0ij? rb"^a>* rbcu fb®etjch 
5 ld Cl u fTcaQ dj iu G rr uSl ©SI cnC cn 

dBfTLDCtDWTl'l UUJffj^fTCTT £OTT©nGJT l^rTCST <£HlqGuJCTT 

*55510 Clararai© it-iiiijjClanifl^CaCtsT. 
“O Mighty strong lord, 

Vanquisher of Asuras!”, 
those who would offer worship 
thus, 

He with a motherly 
heart of compassion 
graces as Dasaratha’s mighty son. 
Honey-dripping flower groves 
all around Nangur, — 

Semponsei Koyil is in their midst. 
Seeing my good lord, 

Kamanar’s father, 

I have found my spiritual 
elevation. ( 5 ) 

tocGancuiJifT (^rbj?.n ^i^&rruL. LOcytcuujn©’> 
.£>l©r>©njr Clatijgji u^li^jb&ojCAT g,cin©r>G 3 i 
dfecOcflcaT lii&i @u -«n»T) 0,14 m«£\cn £>)cur*)cj. 5 , 

£jlfT CtircClfl Cl^)fT|_i HCff)G3T - 


Otfcucu rb*TC3Uocin^)GujniT (brrrbj^nd^ 

jb® cljgtt 

Cl 8 ih Cl U It sjrCl a ib C a n uSl eS\ gj, sb C sn 
^socairm uisugirstT 2,«5iClOTiT0ii> ^^GiuiSi 
*655T0Q*nCT5T0 ^CUCUCU ^n£,C«g,C55T. 

Building a bridge of 
rocks over foaming sea 

in the yore, my lord who found 

cl 1 his i°y> 

Shot heavy arrows 
over the mighty walled 
city of the island-King Lanka. 
Learning-wealthy Vedic seers 
residing in Nangur, — 

Semponsei Koyil is in their midst. 
Seeing my precious lord, 
with the lotus-Lakshmi, 

I have found my spiritual 
elevation. (6) 

CIguld^Icjta 0,5Tfln)ju) efilcuGcurr© ir)5V)Cyjii>, 
Clcugjcrar© £g®ig,g>J 

Oj C3T CD ©ST , 

0>(00©d©JT0i 0»nuj r&gj ^fTCDcn r5Mii>u)rrcy>63T, 
0.0 (Lp^Qcu ^10 '&rDj2><3>G)j©D©n l 

fbrrOTTiDCinfriCujfTiT fbfTr&©D0. 

ibCU rb®CL|6TT 

Q a ii> Cl u rrciiQ a ul» G 0 , n uSl c61 wrr G ctt 

0G3Trrjib i£ lc?Trr>gj ^uuitcdcjt - 
0>OTlJT®^0>fT6TOT® , ^GUCYJCO j^irn^GtfjGcyT. 

The strong rutted elephant, 
the bow and the wrestler, 

met with their ends through my 
dark lord. 

Even the terrible 
Kamsa did fall to the 

wrath of my dark and noble lord. 
Soft spoken Vedic seers, 
residing in Nangur, 

Semponsei Koyil is their midst. 
Seeing my precious lord, 
dark as a mountain, 

1 have found my spiritual 
elevation. (7) 
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STTf^l UJ GUI7CJ37C3T ^uSlrjli) 
gjjGTofluj Cl£>rTLLt_fTCDS3T, 

(tfjQlf)) GblifbiftU LDCnGbClDsCj 
Ciudjluj Cojg) f>)GVJ G&crrO)Gndh, 
^tbdn^Gnag) ^£)cu£>ib c ^em<a'3Tuj<#uiT fT>frnij«n&0 
QgLflGi incnGfliijCa»rTuSUi>) g^ unCcrT 
^cgT 0i <-£&&)i ClufTc61uj iDd^lipjb^iJ Cff^D rTGTHPfl - 
euemthi&lf r&nein ^rnpjbQ2>ru£)fbC<5)C63T. 

Then in the yore to 

vanquish the thousand-armed 
Bana, he wielded his gold discus. 
He is the resident 
Venkatam lord who 

shines like a beacon in Vedic 
chants. 

Stars-of-the-South seers 
residing in Nangur, — 

Semponsei Koyil is in the midst. 
Seeing my precious lord, 
granting prosperity, 

I have found my spiritual 
elevation. (8) 

S,CTTfbja,6Bfl GuC53TCRTn! /hSFSlCW tCgJt! 6T63T g,65T 

<hnn (ip<£lG«u! ffrcjr tQcf>asT£>$CQ 

&~emh o,raflij^)0a>(2)ib ^uivujsun ^liiarft 
a_di«rTg,g^sir acirfiluj Cscnnr, 

Ck&crfljbjg, rtjncjriDcnnjCujfTiTn^nitltcnai rrjcu 

Cl a u> Q u rr sir Q e dj C a> n uSl oSl gjj cn G sn 
Q^rTcn GuiT^JcSruii) intfirsaft rfilG3TrT)HGff>CT*- 

5>rrG3r cvirtLp^iO^fTj^ljljG^jGcaT. 

“O, Melon-coloured lord, 

O, Precious Krishna, 

Dark as the cloud-hue!”, calling thus, 
Devotees who offer 
worship and melt their hearts, 
find him in their heart as nectar 
sweet. 

Clear thinking Vedic seers 
residing in Nangur, — 

Semponsei Koyil in their midst, 
^raising my precious lord, 
spring of eternal joy, 

I have found my spiritual 
elevation. (9) 


Gin it Gsrrsncvj iTj/Tr^jsr>* it>gO 0(^104 cti 
0<5li>GufT63T Qtflij Gs>rTuSlaSlgpCTTC<m 
tfufTGflcun Ga>rrcr)Cvn& ^j€iran_€imx> OafTCo gy iih 

LDrhl6T>5>UJ fTIT CU fTll *F>C\S)<r>G3Tf5) 

SErccnh^cO uni_cu ^ccrTuC^rT^ c^carpLb 
,@C3Tf51«5> «^fb©J<^CVJOJfTITihciT 
iDncarOcijcryT (2)6jr>L_<9>^>ip cmcmu^jU) 

CUfTCJTCUIT ^(^OJIT. iD^Qip^Gg). 

Groves dripping nectar, 
Nangur-surrounding, — 

Semponsei Koyil in their midst: 
Lord of celestials, 
sung in the songs of 

King of Mangai Kalikanri. 
Those who can master this 
perfect garland of 

beautiful Pann based Tamil songs 
Will get the rule of 
Earth under parasol, 

then become gods in the sky as 
well. (10) 

4.4 On Tirutetri Ambalam 

Matraracar | Danya si | Adi 

innppijan mcwfl (ipuiujib, g£lfDgyiii>, G^ald 

tojbgH <S)«un 0LD &ng,eSlionri 0«nyni)V) 

j2)ff)CJDi9) 

Arrcu<5,cjn«rmLjii) S2 _l_G3t cu/b^j G^nOTTifj!, 

(hQ) fferraii) «3>fT.2>g,| c^jerfls^b <9>6OTr<anjTiT 

<?fc653Tl*» fT - 

G^nch ^asfil{b<b»i> ^jcmipiTa^ 
U6TT 6110)0)1 

^cnr^l *^LpiQc3T (ipgjl UfT6T)6TT LI0 GUfTlU 
fb 6iWT lq 63T 

G^rbfpj^cncnufilcu Gsucirei ^p«2,5,ib ^fbgjjib 
(bnfbiAn fTg> 

$(^G^r6kiihu6,\jft$| ciott (»"WiA«raT lortGeo, 
See, the lord, saviour of the elephant, 
who took birth as Krishna and felled 
the crowns of enemy kings. — their 
strength, their glory, and their wives’ 
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jewels too fell; the fetters on his father’s 
feet also fell, — is my Senkanmal who 
resides at Nangur, — where the male 
pincer-crabs enter the hundred-petalled 
lotus blooms in water tanks and Areca 
trees spill pearls of flower buds, — in 
his temple of Tirutetri Ambalam. (1) 

ClumbQjDmt^ Ggirar ldl ids.ctt 3,531 

0<9>rT65ini_ 

CluitGucungi sural Guiio^t Glarnitria 

Quir)gi«T0j,g, 2,"iuCurrcu u50uu, 

Cusron 2 ,(g,o, 2_crar0 a_o,rj, s iStchonsn 

&i fa d o I VO IT - 

OibcuCla,rt@j,2i ldcuiV rglcn.©^* (gjipcv 

®©< 5 > ddwnQUJ CD 53310 cgsSlu.ji Cl^glrt, 
dibOoinn Ojixi 

<flrb!DU|.CuxD Jlcu,i M 

2>nr^j<9<rv.(T^) 

^l05>Q5 > (T)f51ujLbu6\J J 3bg ) , CTffjt 

(hem inrrGcu. 

See, the lord who came as a child and 
took great relish in the detestable 
poison on the breast of the beautifully 
disguised ogress, is my Senkanmal 
who resides at Nangur, — where the 
hum of bees hovering over festoons 
of paddy sheafs and blue lotuses and 
the tinkle of the ankle bells on the 
feet Vel-eyed dames mingle, — in his 
temple of Tirutetri Ambalam. (2) 

uucu< 5 i«r>Mi!S>'fl®J (fijaibe3>u 1 1 *©, 

U0r QcDCWtQorariu ug,iii uswrcjicsm 

(ipnjgnh 

^|l_6U(51L.riO,® C«D 0 J fl>6S3TCS3tn(t Cg,IT,3,531* 

urj)rf)l, 

^)CO(T,5>Ciy)CU63nLD Q^lijgji !0 

d<65ffTU? (1 

idi ijpoiiftcn cfijp 

iDrTfbJ«5iC3fl^sH <£lrjL_(^\ ©_(rtjili a cud^i^nil 

Qi jncrncnfl, 

cvj<rT@g)&| LDCurr dilfJJb&l ^L^ltljlb 

C1G3T (olflnj 
»ClfCcNi. 


See, the lord who entered the closed 
huts of cowherd-dames, and ate their 
butter all over the tenements, and went 
about playing mischief, pulling the 
Saree-ends of Vel-eyed dames is our 
Senkanmal who resides at Nangur, — 
where fronds of tall coconut trees burst, 
dropping ripe coconuts that fall over 
the mango trees, shaking ripe fruit that 
the river Ponni gathers in its waves and 
flows into lakes with lotus thickets, — 
in his temple of Tirutetri Ambalam. (3) 

omit (ipCfflGU LDL GIirTGTT 61631631 CTT&(d) < 354 ^ • 

GfJCiDGTT ID0 u61c$FT Q.)63t 

5>fTGTT ^ITJbg) 

e>l,n $6331 <^U-I7f!bgjl <aUgj€T'CnJ 

a»(£> (ipdPcuGd>acvj 6T63f 

di Will6331 IT £>£53110 ft - 

uxrurali Oum^coi'MTT cTT^i^ih 

cn^cv) to$63nu0> d>ncu Og,ni_ij f tjfilcnrbJ^ 
CdrT$£ 

«=ii>0U> U5fTi_ih $£>^i(iLb rbnpij£«n.rr!2> 

$^5)02,n)f$ujibu<W2)g)i gigsi Qdrii 

fh «T3T tDn(_* 6 V). 

See, the lord Krishna of dark-cloud 
hue, who fought with seven strong¬ 
horned heavy-footed bulls and married 
Dame Nappinnai is my Senkanmal 
who resides at Nangur, — where the 
breeze blows through flower gardens 
wafting fragrance, then stops the 
moon over jewelled mansions, — in 
his temple of Tirutetri Ambalam. (4) 

o,<amw @euiii(5,ib &o,eii ^cu^cu s,, u6u ,;, 

unencu, 

th$\n (}Pfb{b CIchs-tot r£>G3r>d,ujn6n, 

(ipGiDCVJ 6£>Glfl WCWflu 14,6531 cui (tptb 

Gdjujiji i, 

(Hp 6 ufTd> sucmij G^rTcn (*tpiT£,$ 

d)633Ufill 
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u)Kr>«j gjcuiiijg) iQgskj a s<i>$ u>m_ 

^L-sucnij, u>L QicriLpujn"' (ipaagiJ 
jgfTOTJT® 

rflcncu eSIsu^i^l idsstiX) iflanj) Qa>ircOT@ 
i£l02iG2>!i)!51ujti>u6v3j&i eT ®' 

a,<OT iditCcd. 

See, the lord with long mountain-like 
arms who rubs against the breast- 
ornaments and pearl necklaces of 
slim-waisted lotus-dame Lakshmi and 
pearly-smile dark-eyed cowherd-dame 
Nappinnai without tiring, is our 
Senkanmal who resides at Nangur, - 
— where mountam-like mansions stand 
in rows on either side of the streets, 
where the hearts of men-folk get 
entangled between the twin bow-like 
eyebrows of sweet tongued dames, 
in his temple of Tirutetri Ambalam. 

( 5 ) 

ftnctnGungyib cuxrigi crtyjfbgjrccsT gjtjoSujncnan , 
a,SJ3T0 

GareirGurgyu) ejrirgi (£)ejnDih 

siren 

@to u g>l Gatrctr s_i «5i g^raaflgiSi sp^cusir 

ffifajjTlC * 

•filTCTTGLjngyjli) CllDOTt CgjfTQtfUJUJ 

6U rtuj nrr, 

rnna^urGuncO rot a ^Dsrflsaruja srrraGiocu 
Oarr®rar0 

^assrGurrgjnb Clinsir uryrsmsu uuSIjijJJiiD 
r^nr^jarv *T0» 

^(5giOg,rbi5lujtbuffl>g>gil 

aenn ioitGcu. 

Are you any match for me? , the 
strong Rakshasa King challenged, 
'''hereupon the valiant Earth-ruler 
lord returned the challenge, and 
destroyed the twenty arms and all oi 
l he Rakshasa. See, he is my Senkanmal. 
^siding at Nangur, — where fawn¬ 
ed red-lipped dames hold their 
'‘nierald-hkc prettv parrots on their 


hands and teach them to speak honey- 
sweet tender cajoling words, — in his 
temple of Tirutetri Ambalam. (6) 

Gunr£j(£) ^ 6 ufbj(£) G^rr^jiii g>nipu 

GurrcOcUfTg) (£)rDGTT 2_0 GlJfT 0 Jb£)rt 

61J IT 6W1 GOT 

U)fh)ACUli> C<?IT lD 6 infD CojCTTcfil ^^j^JCTT L|A0, 

ldcwt ^A 6 oib (5)«njD <@HJbj5> <anu><b5>^ 

£b6OTTlclT - 

^c\jTTT,g) iogvjita 0 ipcumT G*fTr&jcn5> 
G^nvuiTjg) 

(£)LpcbM <^OT€TTJb^) 
G^ncuib 2><arr63TrTGu 

Q#nil AGVlHil AGO QcTUOT3T lD633TCuGlDG0 ^jGD|^LD 
rbnriij<56T.fr0) 

£i(T1y$)Q£)!b& LUlDUC\Jg>giJ GTOTT Q 

ACTCT lOftCcU. 

With his bright Vedic thread and 
deerskin hanging over his shoulder, 
he came as a beautiful manikin to the 
great auspicious Vedic sacrifice and 
took the Earth as a gift from Mabali. 
See, he is my prince Senkanmal, who 
resides at Nangur, — where fragrant 
flower-tressed maidens’ breast- 
Kumkuma-red is carried by waves and 
deposited on golden sand dunes, — in 
his temple of Tirutetri Ambalam.(7) 

rflsuibiSlot @eru-a dflry uiJcuGuncu, 
Qurfliu CiD 0 

(gjOTioiSlco < 5 >(nEn<cbt^njTuu, $0 

c^dfcrrjjib 

0 gyj»rilA (06l> IXM T£)G&Q) 2)^0®^ £>&• 

q60«£l«9> 

G^rrilu)t,wTL- C<5>mDfTG5T 

Atfjtjiian • 

^cunw^lui rf>rTGrn menrp ^csneOT^gjiti). 

e^l^lALb 

crip CAGnfffilA^crt)U3 crewi 

ffir»ij 0 Lb 

JlcuiDl'))»ti GtJ 0(0 G^GUCUlD 

ir>n«b»Ar> iTjff, 

•G'vbjSy errejjO^nit AcaVrinnCcv. 
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When the lord took the form of a 
oar and lifted Dame Earth on his 

tusk teeth, the big Meru mount at his 

hoofed foot was like a small stone that 
is placed in anklets to make a soft 
rattling sound as the foot moves. See. 
he is my lord Senkanmal residing at 
Nangur, - where the chanting of the 
four Vedas, the six Angas, and the 
seven Svaras in the eight Quarters, 
so t y reverberate through the 
wealthy city, - i n his temple of 
Tirutetri Ambalam. (8) 


«J>f» e,ry, pjsr>!mui) 

0PS3 7 ^Al.IQ.CU ffnb QpiTg,^ 


&> OTiji le. it - 


QsCUOJgjgtf 

uj f^rrcaTLDODrr) ld 

§>fTrhi( 2 jtb iTjiTcun 
a_ iuitiT jg, losiafliDfTLii) 

fbrrr^5«i.iTg, 

$0g>Clg>rr)rf))ujii)ucu2>g 1 i stott Q&rii 
SjOTJT UXtCgo. 


Through age after age, the Vedic seers 
store the Vedas on the seams of their 
lips in tall gem-mansions around 
Nangur. See, the lord who stored the 
seven worlds, the seven mountains, 
the seven continents, the eight 
Quarters and all else in the Universe 
in the seam of his lips, resides in his 
temple of Tirutetri Ambalam. (9) 


So jb5> 'flercfl mcn-ii> £,m*j,5«viTg, 

<9iOT5T iD rTC5TCX> , 

xid (i Gcucu cucxjcucar cr,ni ott, 

innt_ iDf^)OT)5>ai it Gaitott, 

(£jan»T)UJCij gHjCfl 


Ulh <^GT^flrP,£, QgjfTGU L^&tpfTOTT ftC^tLlOT 1 

O^^TOTT^ 7 

umnrTCDcu gjzneu cp 3 gjjir> u> 

CUGOGXJfTIT 

oIT e^srafl^g, LD err ST rr 

G$gtct 6fiie?ribiS)co eurtOTCuir 

£,rrCu5. 

This garland of sweet Tamil songs on 
Senkanmal, resident of Tirutetri 
Ambalam in Nangur, surrounded by 
lavish gent-set mansions was rendered 
by sharp-spear-wielding Tiruvali King. 
Mangai King, Kuraiyalur King, 
Kalikanri of lastmg fame. Those who 
master it will rule the Earth as kings and 
shine as celestials in the wide sky. (10) 

4.5 On Tirumanik-Kudam 

Tumbudai \ Sabana \ Adi 

g*JTlbl_l £_OT)l_LJ l_lOT)OTT5> CiD5> Gsui£U> 

0«>@^5>(rT,cTfl lDOTtot^ 1 
a_6Di_a> (g)OTTa>ib <9>0 o)6«r>ip 

CTjjiDfl* * 

y,ii>i_|C3Tcu ciuitraresfl (ytjbgjib ,i(g)!bgj 
C)t_,fT63T CUIjGZZ>i_ 

Gs,<i> Gu*h£ 1 cu aungii g>nisiasviig, 

l_ g> &, rrG 63T. 

The lord who saved the elephant in 
distress and lifted a mount to protect 
the cows against rain resides at 
Nangur in Tirumanik-Kudam where 
the river Kaveri flows into fragrant 
groves everywhere, and lashes out 
grains of gold. (1) 

SidjesiCu surrefr cruStftJJu cucSt s>,£)n 

(tpcncu ^CVJf^jCJT>A 

Gucucfiliu ^'0ii)OTTtj gtja> SrQni, &gr>cEr 
gtfC'bgj crjjcng, 

Q&rrcijOT^Qj cxirrtij uo^-ciflii C.'&nni ict.aa 

CijrTfT,£h 

Qgujcij Sj it £>rTi^jasv itg, 


272 





the big work / Periya Tirumoli 


The lord who drank the poison 
from the breast of Putana, and who 
rained heavy arrows to rid the world 
of Lanka’s misery, resides at Nangur 
in Tirumanik-Kudam where the 
sacred river Kaveri flows washing 
the Kumkuma off the breasts of 
coral-lipped dames. (2) 

^>^5) CWfb(DJ, ^0^ 

^£D IbMbgxi* GU63T ajncn 

C^rrcTT nGyffrmj)£> - 

Ib^O) QojrTipcO i0«r>fD SUCUComrACir gyiujbgi 
^rpii) l_IUJ<Z)<J> GVGTSTGTl&d) 

£>g> ClgifTiPcO LiuSIcyiib £>nrii&n-n&> 

^9 0 ID Gftfl &> SO. l— §> §3 C3T. 

The lord who ripped the horse Kesin's 
jaws, toddled between Marudu trees, and 
subdued seven bulls for the embrace of 
Nappinnai, resides at Nangur in 
Tirumanik-Kudam where well trained 
Vedic seers -with Dharma and 
generosity feed the sacred fires. (3) 

Srrf^i^ AGSigigj eu63T 5>rr6rr g,t_£ 

GT>8> LOn tX>0UL| «UfTr&J<£), 
00£>gu *£&&&] M 5 * 1 

^0gii &\y~*3>§> CTibcng,- 
rrjj5>rrrr>5, ffufbgiJ gustctQ 

^rfluj curreng)#, 

aesfl gj]5>0lb 5)ftlb)55l(T5) 

L_g,5>nCc5T. 

The lord who plucked the tusk of 
( he rutted elephant, broke the 
fvurundu trees, ripped the jaws of the 
crane Bakasura, and subdued seven 
jnighty hulls, resides at Nangur in 
Tirumanik-Kudam amid orchards 
sphere monkeys eat the sweet mango 
r °rn trees and disturb the beehive 
as they hop over to pluck bananas 
r °m the plantain tree. (4) 


^0 lD5>6TT ^gGUfSilGD&UJlTlLl^ iSIcur^J OtfjfTCTT 
5UITUJ 5)C3 tClDCU 

GU0O) ^SiJCTT Q^cfiliqib Qp5>0li) 

GU fTCT^lC3TIT6XJ CTTTjGD#) - 

Clu^fl) LD5iCTT Cum)^> IDPiJW^ jbijlOfedlLD 

lSI rflcxj ^cung, 

^0U35>6TT lD06L|lb £ J nih}&Gi_n6 } 

The lord who chopped off the nose and 
ears of the terrible Lanka princess 
Surpanakha with gaping mouth, who 
offered herself, resides at Nangur in 
Tirumanik-Kudam with the virtuous, 
innocent Dame Earth, and the always- 
together-dame Lakshmi by his sides. (5) 

G&£T3T£T>l_lL|Lb, 0rT)^lb, LjCtT^li, 

Gftjpcyjib, rflu_|ii> LDrTQ_|LD 
c^CnJTL_(ipib, <^l_0LD, ^CDCUfT .^TT) IT) G^J LD 
^,113 CTTb65>5> - 

tfp>GRJT ^lrrjCLI Og>63T6JT€3T 6DL_ 

|p)L_l_li) 5>6J3Tl_ 
j^lfr)curT6TTiT rFjrrri^LiT^) 

LD fcoofl Si 5^L L5|ff) irOfflT • 

The lord who came as a fish, manikin, 
swan, boar, man-lion, and horse-rider, 
who is the Universe, the orbs and all 
else, is my master residing at Nangur 
in Tirumanik-Kudam amid brave 
warriors who put to flight the kings 
of the Southern Pandya kingdom and 
the Western Chera kingdom. (6) 

0G3Trr)^ipib, 6Urrgjjib iDflnrr grcrH ib 

rT|_|63TC0, ^lf^J*C«TTfT(p 

G<suib ^ri_0ib, c^cOcon 

rfjlcncu 51165 ib ^tu 6 T r^crt&i - 
loeSrnj^ipib cuujgyib AfTSijib id m_{upib 

LD65RJTdi) ClAfT635T(^ <P^i0lb 
Q5>6jrrr)60 evt^Qj 2_Guci(ib g > rttb)6<H.n0 3 

>9 ^5 LD t—5)5) fT^»63T. 

The lord who is manifest as the 
mountains, the sky, the Earth, the cool 
waters, the moon, the Sun and all 
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else resides at Nangur in Tirumanik- 
Kudam with wide roads, fertile fields, 
groves and mansions, while the breeze 
blows through all these wafting 
fragrance everywhere. ( 7 ) 

giosfkini, Qujiuujih 

<@2> 2 >gcnjf) 

OufTfil<^llu (Ip^lgyib, ^CUCUfTU 

QufT0CTT,5 1 (^ ) ii> c^UJ CTtjjCDg, - 
ufciAUJib a-.02>2, G5,rr)«0 u(t»,£Iuj 

CUfTCDCn UfTUJ, 

Qffrii aiucu SL_a,(OT,ii n,miis«.iT£ 

$ (f»j id cnrfl & 3cl u g, & rr C gjt . 

Doubt and certainty, truth and falsity, 
the spirit of the forms on Earth, and the 
forms themselves, — all these are my 
lord, who resides at Nangur in 
Tirumanik-Kudam, where the Valai fish 
and red Kayal fish drink the nectar spilled 
by lotuses and dance enchanted. ( 8 ) 

LKTCu(ipii , <9<!D(y>v>. sfiQtb, @63>u(ynh, 
giianu 10 2 >ng)|ii, 
Careu^ii, ^tOcurtff, 

^oj ct racing) - 

QpcufflcO CTr^j^ch §jeud t ctgh 

(ipajflftjGrjrr© 

Cg>cuiT «j«bgi) ^nfbJ^ffurrg, 

<£l0 ld craf) &> an. t_ #> g, nG cs\. 

Good Karmas and bad Karmas, freedom 
and pleasure, forgiveness and anger, and 
all other qualities, — these are my lord, 
the excellent one of three forms. He 
resides at Nangur in Tirumanik-Kudam 
worshiped by gods and bards. (9) 

&^(bi£hGfl CtfjfTUJ U)CTL_ ffjfTrbJ/Wva^, 

(f>jIDL 

iCin'ilGID/hUJO ^CVTCOOJOT CIJCT5T g>rTITff> O.C>51ujCjp 

C1JITLU fTpiCjlifbCTT CUCUCUfTrr 
Qumbi(0) §rr c_coAih .^cwi©, Qurrcsr 

a_cu(jff) ^ann© iSIcfrgjjii) 
ClGuib uifl$ £21© 

Cuff til cfilerrr^jcurrGrj. 


The lord of Tirumanik-Kudam in 
Nangur where mansions touch the 
Moon, has been praised by Mangai 
King Kaliyan through this fragrant 
decad of Tamil songs. Those who 
master it will rule the Earth and the 
golden sky, then also enter the orb of 
the Sun and shine forever. (10) 

4.6 On Kavalampadi 
Tavalandu | Todi | Misra Chapa 

fb n ^CTTffjgjj S_CO0> (Ip'bfpjli), £>t_ CDGVJfTU 

ClumucnA 

5>rT cxjcrnb jbd51c3Tnjj 

*bn0>£)$an 

IDfT CUCfTU) Qu( 3^ IDCTT^jib LDCDrrjOJClJIT 
curr^u) ft,rTr>uOT)0>d> 
th n ci j cn ii> u n uv G ld oj 3>cjraT<annG«r! 

&CJ>6TT5>C5JJT gCiu. 

O, Krishna! You took the whole Earth 
in one stride. You entered the lotus tank 
and saved the chanting devotee elephant! 
You reside with knowledge-wealthy 
Vedic seers in Nangur’s Kavalampadi. 
You are my sole refuge! ( 1 ) 

IDGWT CJC3TLD , iDfTffuciSl CUC\S1 

Ofi>rrcr»cuuuncaT f 
cfilbooiwfdiQjn CcuoraTL.^ Qgcarrrr)i Gci»cttg6)uS1c0 

(^jcntT) 

fycssi acn ujrTjbS)™ q> ibcvnag, 

Q^fTOn6U2,a)Cjl(T fbfTf^JCDft Cidoj 

AcrarcrorGcsT ' a,neuerub jg,arur urri^Lumu! 

ftCJICTTftcjjT (£CuJ. 

O, Krishna! You came as a boar and 
lifted the Earth. You went to Mabali’s 
sacrifice and begged, then subdued him 
to favour the gods. You reside with easy- 
winner-seers in Nangur’s Kavalampadi. 
You are my sole refuge! ( 2 ) 
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S-(£jSg>j suireSI lomicSIsu ® 6J '® ral 

2_(5«u «?L-l4 

a_cDi_g aii6to>(2) §!&* u * 

y>!4 <&i<af)g>g>nw! 

u ®2>gu ueueyio a>' ,s U l “ S ®IS5>S> J 

n^nt^}cTi&>Oi 

^CS&^Gcitt! AfTcucmb &)Gfsi ufti^iunuj! 

0»CT>GTT5»CTir J^GlU. 

o, Krishna! You shot an arrow 
piercing Vali’s chest, then gave the 
sweet nectar of crowned kingship to 
his younger brother. You reside amid 
groves that swell with the nectar of 
ripe jackfruit and mango fruit that drop 
from trees, in Nangur’s Kavalampadi. 
You are my sole refuge! (3) 

Opcjncar^ipa^gjj ^rjA^hG^ iDncrr Qpu*a>cn 
u®ai 

■Sionrariusu 0(0) ^ertenujevpCa &HJJ' 

1fi,gU ^((BjWflatnCsn! 

*«»Hai»,nfleu s.uicOa>«ii uiruja Gg ,sir 

rya.yrjii 2,mvsT>o>»> 

a «r>«3i «,jpsO *rroicnu) g,cnn uffmiuntij! 

ACincnAflnn SCw. 

O, Krishna! You felled the ten 
crowned heads of the Rakshasa king 
a nd gave his kingdom to the younger 
brother Vibhishana. You reside in 
pleasure where fish drink and dance, 
^’hile bees sing inebriated with nectar, 
in Nangur’s Kavalampadi. You are 
n>y sole refuge! (4) 

lj| SUS& gjCjrClDSU 1 IfTujIb^j L»CU 

£>L_ fbl &* C^O O UJg*J 

[S)i Gurjei> tnnvGT'K g,c3*«r*G3 it iorTncii5>5>^i 

fi3TfT ^* <arT 1 

&l G)ianq tom * g>(0) 

P fT^J iSJlft Ciouj 

fl> ’ ^Gcn* a,tiGucrJib g,am un<4Uj<nij! 

&,&&<&&&& i&Gtu. 

^ ^ Krishna! You danced on the hoods 
0 Kaliya, then took the cos’ lotus dame 
'nto your embrace. You reside amid 


mountain-like mansions of lasting 
fame in Nangur’s Kavalampadi. You 
are my sole refuge! (5) 

iDCucvj«ng 10 

lOCDCujjgjj 0«5»rTC3Tn}j, 

ucO ^ga. 6%>u urrg<g,u Currn 

(ipu*£a>rTuj! 

fj,cO ^gcraT Afrcfilcji f^ipcv; rf>Gnp <9>iDij? 

(TjfTnij Gin#i Glouj 

0>co ^gciOT AncuCTTib 2 >cwt uniq ujituj! 

A(hD£TT0}Ui)I <£C UJ • 

O, Krishna! You killed the wrestlers in 
combat. You killed the tyrant king 
Kamsa. You killed many kings in the 
great Bharata war. You are our fortress 
of strength residing in the fortified 
walls of fragrant-groved Nangur's 
Kavalampadi. You are my sole refuge! (6) 

<np(i ) ,'S)Cu(5*(2> ^0* Gsuaratiq y>ian_t gjdgjj 

UJrTgjgjJ ^IDIT UIT0,G3T eBlp lt)gt arfl LO(ff>Ut.| 
<jpS\g>g>niii' 

L^gjj ^iintr ncvi qC3icO U5ji>g,| 

j£fTrbJ«sr>0»3i 

«.ir 3 ,S,CsJi l ancvemb unu^iuniii! 

ACf'fiTTftWJ' iSGuJ. 

O, Krishna! You upheld the elder 
brother’s right to the throne and plied 
as a messenger. You killed the rutted 
elephant and the mahout. You reside 
where swirling waters make the groves 
grow tall in Nangur’s Kavalampadi. 
You are my sole refuge! (7) 

tfJC\4 (ajcnfhi <9>c3TC3fl**»(<*) jgJC&HOUlOjn 

G^>n«t(,^ri 

AO CllCTTlb a.Ujftl OiPLI&U) 

1 j) A ir anr^) Ci imi> 5 ,nuj' 
ui, cucmi) Clt inj^cvi^cTT MQ&ftiJW 

G$Uja> fKn r*ii em ft, 4. 
ArTCliCTT(j)| irtlQ ClDUi <9iCT3TK57tGo3T* 
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O, Krishna! For the sake of the young 
Dame Satyabhama, you subdued'lndra 
and transfered his garden-beauty 
wishmg-tree Kalpaka to her garden. You 
reside amid groves filled with fragrant 
bowers verily laid out by Purandara, 
Indra, in Nangur’s Kavalampadi! 
You are my sole refuge! ( 8 ) 

3 Z> 8 >u> 3t,U!,ffu>iuii> siduj gib 

d&lil, ^ mon!D 

^63>cuiljix) c^ormlj! 
OurtiPcufficiTCjoiTiryu) 

lduSIsu siTiiicnaa 

,31,11 aciaisrnb g,em uniaujrrti,! 

ffiancirscrsT igCtu. 

O, Krishna! You are the chants their 
rules, the five elements, the beginning, 
the end, and the Vedas four. You reside 
amid the fragrant groves of Mandara 
trees in Nangur’s Kavalampadi. 
You are my sole refuge! ( 9 ) 

iDfr cuernb Ou0>^l iDesTcpjtb loenn^tuajii 

CUfT^lh rF)fTr*»iC<f> 5 > 6 i 
0>rr«jcrrd>urru} Ciduj &> crcrr gtst g^r» gst&i 

& 6 \SllUC 3 T Q< 5 fTcjTQT 

urT Qjcmi) ug,gj)ib Qjsucurrn umTifilcntf 

G^>rr ffisn id err cur &>nip3, l_ Hpipcu 

QuiToSlciilT £rrClD. 

This garland of songs on Krishna, 
resident of Kavalampadi, rich with the 
learning of Vedic seers, is offering 
made by Kaliyan. Those who master 
it will be parasoled rulers of the Earth, 
worshipped by vassal kings. ( 10 ) 

4.7 On Tiruvellakulam 
Kannar | Paraj \ Adi 

then* .ShA * 1 — fivCutrfiu $0Cu>asfl dsifliuiruj! 
f*,6OTTcrarrm (ipsmGBr Cli3vfi3T($ O&irensunn 

LCi rp.rTfbj.scx rig, 


'** AsCle*tan***®** 

*,„<:** SLcngA ® ‘ 

&> CJD 6TT UJ nG UJ . 

° Lord with hue like the 

R '^in|mN‘ r ^^' dEepi, " a "- 

Tempi. 

Elder r, • Jiruvellakulam Lord! 
tlder > P r ay rid me of 

my Karmic misery. (1) 
amsu ^ Oakntfa0 
5S"* Qu ®» M*ip 

j ftcneiTiuJTCuj. 

° ^rd with cool fragrant 

Residino 83 N rland Tulasi wreath, 
residing m N angur 

Red-lotus 

^.p^J^'^mLord! 

my Karmic misery-. (2) 
®**”* ® rf “ »«• .©** 

Xxt®'* 

° Lord who lifted 
Residi 


~ •■m.-d the 

j- m ^ ntainto stop the 
Lng ln Nangur 

, • am ’ d l ^ e famous seers! 

5 r, mage centre, — 


Pilg 
Ancient One' 


Tiruvellakulam 
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!b n an n evens, pcvcveun ujefoafluj pruhisevesj 
Qbcar ^yrOufnfilcu ^(t^OeuaJerrs^eng^jcrr 
Q,cnmii ! ^i^Cujgjjffug) ^i(njciri_|rflujnCuj. 

o Lord who pulled out the 

tusk of an elephant. 
Residing in Nangur 

with many learned ones! 
Nectared fruit orchards — 

Tiruvellakulam Lord! 
Elephant! Relieve me of 

my Karmic misery. (4) 

^(T ClDUJ c£)c1TaG0>! 

£>"0 •£*>'' M*iP Geu^liun iD«3T«fluj 

< * a @ .SyrClun^jlcu (gjii <90CkuSTKHft(S)ir!i4>®' n U' 
L, »TL.rr 6 i) 0 GciJ 63 T efilcrtcffi unpGp. 

O Lord who shines like a 

beacon on Venkatam, 
Residing in Nangur 

praised by the noble seers. 

In blossoming groves, — 

Tiruvellakulam Lord! 

1 came to sing of you, 

rid me of miser)’. (5) 

^ojaineii <M_encu ^isncrat aC-us 

£L_0>5><f£>rTuj * 

£>®i>curm ucvjii C<aj$uj»T LOtfjrcafluj fh,nth)&txnA 

^■'«cueurr! ^(^ClsucnsrrajajOTgiaj 

2_tf3n/T) GUffCw37 ! 
^0CTTfrCuj. 

® Lord who parted the 

ocean with rock and sand. 
Residing in Nangur 

with godly learned seers! 
e alth of the residents, — 

Tiruvellakulam Lord! 
* race that I be rid of 

my Karmic miser)-. (6) 


C&fTcufrcu t0cn tj Guuij&s, cni> Caircucuir 

G&rcGsu! 

jF,r;cu Cca^lujiT irjciTGjftuj pnriisevns 

C#eu «gyr evujeu <ay> ^I^OsusTiCTa^cirigiisii 
ujitGoj! srrar sueu efilGncsT ^ftaayfjCnirCiu. 

O Lord who came as a 

cowherd with grazing staff, 
Residing in Nangur 

with learned Vedic seers! 
Lakes and fertile fields, — 

Tiruvellakulam Lord, 
Dear to me, pray rid me 

of Karmic misery. (7) 

ojirijrTaii) <£)gii inahneneni 

rr,iTi7nuj635fG63T! 2>ci)6u Gsu^ujff pnnveei.ns 
rV, Clumjilcu (a^p ^(£jClcu6TTcira(aicn'§,§jGTi 
.ayjir^ypGs! ^ujGiun>(g, ^(^OTtrCsu. 

O Lord who came as a 

boar and lifted the Earth, 
Residing in Nangur, 

Namo Narayana! 
Exuding flower groves, — 

Tiruvellakulam Lord! 
Ambrosia! Grace me, — 

this lowly servant-self. (8) 

y, u>rT tnaot LjsOiSliu uMTiiun! 

pn t Ljaip Gcu^lujS iD&nafluj fT,m^an.ng} 

Gg,«un! ^t(TF ) QsuiriTena,(g ) sit<j>g,i 

S_ toT* 0) SU fT G 65T! 

<*h>! ^iqujfrcaT ggeven crsjigji ^)0«miGuj. 

O Lord who enjoys the 

embrace of Lotus Dame, 
Residing in Nangur, 

Glory to Vedic seers! 
Lord of celestials, — 

Tiruvellakulam Lord! 
Say, “Oh, Oh, this is 

my servant!”, grace me thus. (9) 
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!bcu a_«ni_ Csu^Iujit morafluj 

2-cnrDcur67)OTT f 

ff.ftjs51sjr ineSI C S ndi acSWisir CWdrsjr 
iDrrencu 

sueueusun ctsst ajcucueuir cunarrsuir gnGic. 

This strong-as-che-mountain 

Kalikanri’s song garland, 
On godly-benevolent- 

Vedic-seers’ wealth, 
Resident of Nangur’s 

Tiruvellakulam, — 
Those who master it 

will live as celestials. (10) 

4.8 On Parttan-Palli 

(A mother’s lament) 
Kavalayanai | Kamas | Ekam 

GiGucn ujrT€iDffji5> Cl<5>nubL^ (*£>£}&)&, 

aothtotutott ffTOTTrpj ld , 0>ttlD(0 ^it 
(£}OTjOT) 6TT, ClDdfclb ^OTTOTT ClDOTfl 

CtansraTL. C&rrOTT, gtott ^ottott srOT70jib 
5,6iiffrT cDfTi_ ^0 rp,rrrbicr)a»g, 

&) IT LOOT) Q UJ fTfffT CftCTTGUOTT STOTT0Jin f 

uQjen sumuncrT stott 

uiTiTgjgjCjfTucrrcTfi urr0GurTCcrT. 

“Hungry elephant’s tusk remover, — 
Kanna, most adorable Lord!” 
“Hue of lotus!”, “Hue of dark cloud!”, 
“King and Elephant-master is he!” 
“Painted rising-mansion Nangai 
lord of Lotus Dame is he!” 

Lips of coral hue, my tender 

daughter sings of Parttan-Palli, 
O! (1) 

&,\py€GS\ (rfUllL OcUli> <51 CJTT^b^b 

Atiflaj! _0>n©nsrr otott0|i£>, 
c*1(^5 Glflcftl ClJfb^ GuuSlOTT 

IElViIottO & ©T5T| LDfTUJOTT STOTT0Jlh , 


CUlgjQflTCuiTsmT £0 (bnisicn*® 

O^su Cg,GlJC3T GTOTTnjJ CTcjTrpj 

U(g,41 Otosu 

UfTITtf^OTTUCTTSrfl U JT0 £}j nCcTT. 

Cruel Kamsa’s killer-elephant’s 
killer lord, — O, Bull-spirited!” 

Wonder-lord who drank the milk and 
took the life of Ogress, pretty!" 

Deva-deva, Lord of Nangai 

living amidst the Vedic seers!” 
How my cotton-tender-footed 

daughter sings of Parttan-Palli. 

O! (2) 

c^CTJTl. IT G&rTOTT , STOTT ^S^OTJOTT STOTT0J LD , 

LDfTgjfT Q&rTr^jGTra, ljc0(£) 

QtfOTITUOTT CTOTT^yib, JTjfTOTTt_DCDrr>,5,STT 

G^iq OtfCUGUOTT STOTT0J<i)> 

S*JOT3T0 sugogu Qurriflcb Q^rTcfr 

IDOTTGpj LDfTUJOTT STOTT 0j STOTT 01 

UOT3T0C unw <^fC3TQj STOTT LD l_0OTT£?> 
unn^gjtjJTuCTTsrfl Ljn^syrrGsfT. 

“Lord of Earth, adorable, the 

elephant-bull among the dames!’ 

“Lord who runs amuck to hear the 
chanting of the Vedas four!” 

“Bees in groves abound in Nangai, — 
ancient place of worship, his!” 

She’s now no more like the old, my 
daughter sings of Parttan-Palli, 
O! (3) 

0<9>rrcOOT>CU ^^OTTncfr; urfl^ i^ilfTjgjnor 

C#>(TCU GbOTTSTTUJfTIT gjlb (J^p<5> LJ G LJ J 

IDCUOTTGVJ (ipjbjSlT 5)G0 <@C\jr^JOT><!>, 

<5>C-0 LDfTUJOTT STOTT 0| LD , 

Qacbcuib LDC0(£) lDOT)fT)Cujnf7 fJjfTf*ijOT>A0> 

GfljSU CgjSDOTT STOTT0| STOTT 0; ££>.£) • 

ljGu susr*€TTujrT6TT ffrcir in i—rr^cingj 

LJ TT IT^> OTT l J STT Srfl UirQcurrCfiTI. 

Expelled by her bangled friends and 
cheated of her lustre-wealth, 

“Stranger-lord you made a wreck of 
ocean-girdled Lanka city!”. 
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‘Lord living with seers in Nangai, 
Deva-deva prosperously,” 

Like a parrot, my gold-bangled, 

daughter sings of Parttan-Palli, 
O! (4) 

<£H(J0>0>fT ^cfll LDfTCTT, ,5^6370] 

0>l_6U (£«,lj) ^CUf^JCTXS) O^fbfD 
0(70>.3>JJ<563T 6T6370Jli> CftrT€U 

efilcuciSl cTcjrgjjd) Lon id^gduj 
£0 5>fTniicn& 

r^caTLDCocjr 0,nGn 6T63T0) 6T63T0] 

6T63T LDl_ 

unn0j<bGSTuCTt6& urT0currGcTT. 

“Leader of the monkey army! 

Wielding mighty bow and arrow, 
Marching o’er a bridge on ocean 

you destroyed the Rakshasa clan!” 
“O My faultless lord in Nangai, — 
mansions rise and stop the Moon!” 
Losing all her grace and charm my 
daughter sings of Parttan-Palli, 
O! (5) 

(2?"euib (ipfbrQju> 2_C3370 2_i61ij>»bS> 
fbfT2,63T 676370JID, ffjfTCaflcUlb 
Gcucncu ^63T637 C#>fT6U GlOCijfl 

6D633T633T63T 6763T0Jlb r GlD6U 
^«5cu 2—&,ifffTjLD ffuujcu Qaitctt rh>nthjGr>{h$, 
(*g)GU Gg>6D63T 6T63T 0I 6T63T 0I 6^^£) 
UfT ©S)cjn iTjcuco Qldctt Gid fTi^lujrrcn 

umr^jgjciFTi jchffif) i.jfT0«njfrCcn. 

Lord who swallowed all the worlds and 
brought them out in time again!” 
Lord of dark adorable hue, 
u hke the ocean, — deep in a sleep!” 
dancing Sel-fish fields in Nangai, — 
Deva-deva’s paradise!”, 
Peech-of-milk-and-nectar sweet, my 
daughter sings of Parttan-Palli, 
O! (6) 


fbfTU}. 6T63T 0>63T 2_6T76TTlb Q<9>rTOT3TL_ 

5>f7g)C37 67C3T0JID, IJ,fT63TlDCiDnr)^6TT 
G^ll* 676370J lb 0>f76377 U>r7lll_fT0 

CI^cvqjott <rr 63T 0 j ib , S\gt>(T) 

G <3> rrerr 6U 63370 
G$0 2_6U6 lj Gurri^lcu GftfTCTT r£>rrr£j 63><s»g) 

G^jQj G5>6U63T 6763701 6T6370J 6 p><f£j) 

urTi_5jib G^n Gidcu <^iq,ujrT6r7 

Uf7a2>^,637u6T76rfl urT06DrrG6T7. 

“He did seek and find me, then he 
took my heart and made me a slave!”, 
“Vedas try to reach him through their 
sacred chants and yet they never!”, 
“Bees abound in groves of Nangai, — 
Deva-deva lord resides!”, 

My anklet-wearing tender-footed 
daughter sings of Parttan-Palli, 
0!(7) 

2—6U0.1D 6J5>gJlb 6p>(06U637 6T6370JID, 

6£>6337 <9.l_CfJf70 2 _lDU(T 67LUg>a 
t$CU61_|LD U6371_ UJ637 676370Jlb, 

Gjbd7637 6763T0jlb, Gj 9)®FT <i£l6ff)5^j>(5);5> 
d£lc\J#>lb ,^63763T LD637ri^Guj(TIT £>17(^163) 0>£F> 
Gff)GU CdJ)6lJ637 676370J 67637 01 
l_»CU(0lb CJ&, 67637 LDl_f7j6372> 

UftlT(g)g,63TU6Tr6rfl Ut7067jnC6n. 

“Lord receiving worship of the 
worlds and wielding discus weapon!” 
“Even all the radiant gods 
never attain adorable you!” 
“Tilaka-to-the South in Nangai 
Deva-deva lord amid seers!”, 
Earning all the world’s abuse my 
daughter sings of Parttan-Palli, 
01 ( 8 ) 

0>633T6337637 67 6370|lb 61H763761)I7<9i677 

3>rr<2,©S)g)giJ lD6Uf7<9j6rT gi/T 6 L|lb 
6763376337637 6763T0Jlb, ^ 637 U 637 6T6370JID, 

6 JljP 2-GU(0)0>(g, 6T6370JID , 

$6337633T IDfTL. I§0 £>f7nij63'><9>g, 

Gj2)61J GCD637 6T6370I 6763T0J 6 £>$ 

L> 6337633$1637 ,-£>1637637 GlUejt G ID rTl£) lu f76T7 
LHTIT^j^jCaTl ICTTCtfl l 177^^1611 TtGcTT. 
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“Calling ‘Krishna!’ gods adore and 
offer worship with flowers, 

The lord residing sweetly in the 

hearts of all the four-and-three- 
u worlds!" 

“Sturdy wall-surrounded Nangai, — 
Deva-deva lord is he!”, 

Sweet as music of the Pann, my 
daughter sings of Parttan-Palli, 
O! (9) 

Linden u>ana)CujfTiT fbrrr&ionAu 

umT^oTucTTCjfli Qarij iDrrcncu 
cwniT Cl^fTcir r^cucu (ipcncu u>LCurrcrr 

um_€iDc\j^ 2,nuj Quorn^il^)^ u>njbn)ib, 
ClAfTCtr fbCUW CffUCO <9 >s61ujC3T 

LJjigiJlh CUC06UHIT 

CJIT GWrir rTjCVJCU GnCU^fbgj&gjjCTT 

@C3TULb fF>/T(gf)U) CTUJgjjCunCfJ. 

Praised by Vedic seers in Nangai 
Parttan-Palli Senkanmal-lord; 
Songs of a corset wearing dame 

through the words of her good 
mother; 

Sharpened javelin-King Kaliyan’s 
garland decad of Tamil songs; 
Those who master it will enter 

Vainkunta and enjoy living 
more. (10) 

4.9 On Indalur 

Nummai \ Nilambari \ Rupakam 

ClftntjgCaitib; g^tb flili utrcftClaujg,, 

i b Gujrrio; 
gjaruu) QurbGiDrub; 

fiOOTiuia, ayjjiDib *un,c41, ^ 

OJir! STOIjT}, §\ijii,S, 
!bV)OTKD «?(n,antu aiul.q rs,u tf&neb 

!b'"iao' e-iijCujr?Cu>? 


O Lord of Indalur! We worship you. 
We are your devotees, at the service of 
your lotus feet. We are happy and well. 
If only you would wake up to our needs 
quickly and inquire of us with concern, 
if only you would reveal yourself and 
walk a few steps before us, would we 
not find elevation of spirit? (1) 

rfljicng, g,ratgjjcn jSfbjangj $(2)Ceu! 

j,2>rr! ^iii g,cyyr tanCcu! Car£j>c\j 

mip asiflCj)! 

JblbSjH cfilffna»^lc3T <£i_Grj! r*,OT>(T)iy,n rglOTrrr) 
jbibiS! fficar 

eTijj^niu! ^iqGajgxg) 

g}«mr>iL|iii ,@rjiiiS,nCuj! 

O Lord of Indalur! O Precious one 
remaining in my heart! O Prince 
sweet to approach! O Lord-adorable 
of Tiruvali! O Elephant roaming in 
Tirumalirumsolai! O Lamp-eternal of 
Manimadakkoyil! O Lord standing 
in Naraiyur! My own sweet lord! 
See, you have no pity for me. (2) 

Cu*£l«3TrT)gd ^gjGnj ciDQj uj ib rr it 
^ iqujrrevj 

Qpil (ipgcyjib 0,rajT<arafl (wiiii£it! 

li> CiTUD g>fT^)|Lb 

0>l„c6)«O ,g'Cbl0 

<£jujrTg>Gg>rub; ^ ujcuff^ib 

570.^1*2)^ @®iGsu ftngpu), gjjbatgjilCrj! 

O Lord of Indalur! You took the Earth 
in two strides and wore the crown of 
bee-humming Tulasi garland. 1 fell 
into the ocean of a desire to see you 
here, and despaired. Others too are 
complaining about the same thing. 
This is what I say. (3) 

Gu^cungu Gj&gjjib ctida^, 

U} G UJ IT IT 0> 

G^Oib SL^ioaCa ^,sniraj@ 

cstG © ip S> 0. 
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OJCWTiiTCTtL AfTl_UifT| 
CUD ^U0U>1TC8t! 
GUCOOJIt! GU'Tjf'bGg) 

CufTii) j£Grj. 

O Lord of Indalur! All the praise that 
we devotees offer wholeheartedly 
has gone waste. The whole world 
knows that we serve you alone, and 
yet you do not show your brighter- 
than-gold-face. You know what is 
proper. May you prosper! (4) 

S) cub Ou0LDfTC5T t CTlD Clu 0 lDfTC 3 T, 

$sr>0u4ib @0 fglcugjjib 
«^uj t cub OlJ0LDfTC3T fQ cjTTTT) fTCO , 

i^CllJfTLD ft^G t«00* IT ID fT CU j 

2>nuj f cub Ou0U)*TC3T f g,r£>cff>2> j&fbGtyfc 

^ctfir! t^uvCujn(ip5, - 
Ga cub Qu0TDrrcjr ^cOo^Ggn i£it ? 

< @«h$(2T ? i?Cij! 

O Lord of Indalur! You are my Fire- 
lord! You are my Water-lord! You are 
the Earth-and-Quarters lord! Yet we 
do not see you before us anywhere! 
My Mother-lord! My Father’s Father! 
Are you not the devotees’ lord? (5) 

GlarrcOcungji fiJ»i^luj 4 itcuCcu 63 T; 

OdlTCuaSlcu, g)|U> lq OJITIT 

CTcOcvmGijfT^ib crcffifTflRifliiSl0jT>0iT, 

^uqGtuffincCT; 

Ibcbcunn jSujffiT 

81_6U<9>g)$CU 

c* su cvj rub <s^ rfjl d? n rr- Ga ^icStuSn 

ig&s>(S><IGa ! 

O Lord of Indalur! I cannot refrain 
from saying it, let me say what I feel: 
you only think of me as yet another 
devotee. You know who is good and 
w ho is bad. You know everything 
a bout this world. You only don’t know 
how to shower your grace on me.(6) 


iomlu»n ucrofl i^it CtafTCTTCTT; cuban iou 

cfftlicn; ^<2;GT)C3T GcuGro Gl^rfTcjrGciJTnibj 

<3>lTL.u»n c^tjCSJ^T £jib §>lb e^iqAASn: ^MTiliqcO, 
a_LD5,0 <@2>2> 
iFjItlLGi _ cui^gjj Cl5jncyjTi_(T ^cst njrrrbi^cn 

g> u i G tu nC lq ? 

O Lord of Indalur! You have rejected 
our service, you have denied us the 
pleasure, we say this openly. You have 
refused to show us your feet. If only 
you did, wouldn’t all devotees in this 
wide world find elevation of spirit? (7) 

(jpcjrcncaT <nJCJ3TCOTTlb UfTC\S)cjfT C73T633Tlb ; 

(ip^gjiib f£lc<ncvf063TfD 
i9c3tct>ctt cucyjTaraTib Q0>n(annt_cO cuOTjranjTLb; 

cuaRnanrub cra»T@)i»bi<9ifT6u 
QuiTC5TCuf)c3T £W (>7316731 lb, lOCSIjfluSl C3T <nJ633TC33Tlb 

Ljcnrjmib ^0 Gld«^I 
^otcst cuararcraub Ctctt gjj ^ ntlicn , 

@2>®®4Ga! 

O Lord of Indalur! In the beginning 
you are white, in the end you are 
black. The colours in-between are red 
and yellow. Alas, you do not let us see 
what colour you are now. (8) 

crtbeji® jbi .SiiiuDnsiT cnc3i<!)i cttflii G7jJJ 
6jtp ^cncuii 

cujbgjj jQcjin) ClginawT»_GgniTa>G<9» cunral 

CDcOctfgncu; 

41i£)Car>£ ^csT^tcn (jp£>j£) 

$0ClD®fl 

ciiannaraub cicjrrpj AffuiefL 

O Lord of Indalur! My father, and his 
fathers before hint, for seven 
generations, have been faithfully 
serving you as our only master. Alas, 
you do not inquire of us; you neither 
stay in our thoughts, nor let us see 
your body’s hue even slightly. (9) 
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duyjioncsiQra, 

a ' r "' %n MScfilsir *<**,* Csuibs*, 

». . . «>g5W «?oS1C1«uj S 

" @«t CWcu icrrcncu 

_ ^liflsuiriT sLeuaMla, 

<aa<C<r CTdTEUli) 

<9 ,u) I fr ayaiirCri. 

This garland of sweet Tamil songs by 
M»8*.K,» l Kdi y , nison , hel ‘ r i ! ' f 

Thn Ur S ^ rroun ^ e< ^ b y fertile groves* 
wto “M ii will be sweet 
“ d "otees, and rule the 

gods as their god. 

4-10 Tiru velliyangudi 

Aicbiyar | Surati \ Adi 

«*■-. ^ CTlb Q 

Cu "*-"”" «— —0 |.r 

* 2 * o**©* 

<2>ut ^J,U> Cluiup t o 8 , s rfi sit 

^©CWrflu,^ . ^ Gaj 
The lord who then stole the 

butter of cowherd-maids, 

lay in the waters on a fig- lree l ea f 
Drank Putana’s breast, ’ 

broke the twin Marudus 
took the whole Earth „ 
resides in Manni river’s South’ -_° W 
llowmg m plenty, — 

amid groves of Are ca, bananas, 
Coconuts, everywhere 
around the temple of 
Tiruvelliyangudi, that is it! (]) 


^ !0,:!n(; Cu>lij 2 >&l < 31 * 3 ,, 

L_ r 

Cn ® Gu)a “ li ' g>IT 2S_(5«U* 

* 0 ^| lu C a „uS)<0 - 

la i_|«ict)C!T ypj,gj 

* LJitgiiuuSlcnu. surfl ojcj^gl iflsAriq. 

«-*i0 au&o 

Th h, 1 ? rd u Vh ? then grazed cows, 
built a bridge on the 

H ic ^ kiUed 311 the Rakshasas. 
Has the dark hue of 

rain-laden cloud is 

Fin ^ r ’ s ^ na l be lord who resides in 
Fbwer groves of Punnai, 
spilling their pearl buds, — 

erundi trees harbouring 

n . bumble-bees 

drinking the nectar, 

singing in temple of 

Tiruvelliyangudi, that is it! ( 2 ) 

SL ~ snLuj anc ’ <w »>-*«"•* 

@!Du unusgj ucu 
UeU !bUU1 “‘^■Dcurir C* nil SltO - 

He who in yore went 

and disturbed the terrible 

enom-spitting Kaliya’s water 

Leapt on his many heads, 
dancing his feet on it 

wJEfiasirw--*- 

waisted good dames there 

The sounJ^f 3rt ° f 8° od dancing, 

me sound of their ensemble 

tills everywhere in 

Tiruvelliyangudi, that is it! (3) 
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AfTlCfflCU (y>G3T TI63T* dJiirLUITj*, 

arT<rnGii>*& $© e_©su®t, 
ujjensu (ipor 2_ujrajgii uirjj&L-eu gju51«3TiD 
UrjUlffITrTIT u6TT6rftCl*ITCTT G*rTliSlGU - 

SJ®njDgiisn!DCs> ,, Eil l ® Ctunsw iDcnfl ilsjjiii 

Cl^ir;*, $otiij insrarOTfluSlrar C1 sj6Sti_i ncG 
0*i5) ercrafl Gi*iriq 5>^lrr <5iG3TJTCC|Lb 

$©GeuGTT6Tflujfbi©lCT 

He who in yore grazed cows and killed 

Kamsa, benevolent-as-the-rain-cloud 

form, bore the Garuda banner, and 
slept in the Milk Ocean, reclines in 
the temple, — on the Southern banks 
of Manni with flooding waters, which 
desposits wave after wave of gold 
everywhere, and where tall jewel- 
mansions play with the Sun above, 
of Tiruvelliyangudi, that is it! (4) 

i mrflcneaT untflGrxJiF 2 _ t$ip IbgjJ > 

unrjgjib ca'><9iCTlujf5^lbgiJ fJ > (^) 5,fT6 ^* 

Cgjrflcncjr gxftr rrfVt^i t (^g,rfl6«r>G3T<3> 

<ff,<?y 3 T LDfTcO 05«fT'T^J 2 _CT>{D C/fcfTuSlGU - 
€jn r£)ctf>tj GUuj^yjGTT 6rTtfytGTT^bO 7 

.{Sjgn cronpj 

in iogSI Qurruj€T>,fh ^S3->£33T<£lfcW) * 

He who in yore swallowed the Earth 
and brought it out again, then fought 
the great Bharata war, driving a chariot, 
pursuing chariots, is our Senkanmal 
residing in the temple, — with fields 
around, ploughed well, where Valai fish 
jump out in fear saying no place for us 
here, and enter the water tanks, oi 
Tiruvelliyangudi, that is it! (5) 

* f riT)rfil«3Ti lj l^sttgtt *gij>Og>63T e 5yJ£> 6 ' ?1 5> 
a—£j>, s,i_gu &wa>ihti gii> Gtfensir 

& Gdcucu. Cta,nrhJ *6 it»63tit gjlOJb® 
Gfljnuu efilGb £pt|JfTUlG3T 3>S3T GAfTIlStcij 
as"0)^l«f, L jgJOTTjT) suncnipuSlri’ ftfirtlas" 
sfiij 2 _fflrai (9 u>®ra , “> 

O, *u,0,3,611 a_3,6h ,£l*ip tuujtij ©y> - 
^©ClciJ5TT6iflujr^J(3)l4 - <54*i]C»61T- 


Like the fine Pulai flowers blown by 
the wind, the Island king’s Rakshasa 
army was dispersed, routed, and sent 
to the jaws of death by the hot arrows 
rained by the beautiful archer Rama 
who resides in the temple, — amid 
lush green plantations, of banana, 
where the fruit ripens and drops, the 
Kayal fish grab and eat it, then dance 
in the paddyfields, — of 
Tiruvelliyangudi, that is it! (6) 

^snertluj *©UHb GWiuffuG^ ctotiqi 2—010m j ,35 
iditgugSI CffljsnefiluSIcu l©©, 

O 0 GTT 6 lf)uj ©JpGTT Q*IT 653 T(TJ 1 

sl ~JD sucTTfTn^gjQjSjr C&iruSlsu - 

^CTTolfl Glj IT^)l6\JGU FTUJ Glinyi 

(£)uSl6ua>«h 

^ifl ^)lfl CTQTgi oSICTISU ^ICDLpULJ, 

QciKiKifluJiifrsiKJW’iSieSIsn'ljgii^ltn^iiQaiuajnOT- 
^0Gt«U6il6lPll-II^J©l4 - c^lgijGaJ. 

Mabali was intent on collecting merit 
through good Karmas. Going to his 
sacrifice as a beautiful manikin, the lord 
asked for three steps of land and grew to 
cover the eight Quarters. He resides in 
the temple, — where the fertile groves 
are haunted by cuckoos which keep 
calling, “Hari, Hari”, pure souls offer 
worship, and the lord showers his grace, 
— of Tiruvelliyangudi, that is it! (7) 

(jpiq £_6!T>I ,£MLOITIT*© IT OfflUlMlb 

<51*1711 

0,1b Qu©lDti«nssi. < 5 e'l <rH.IT 1 • 

LDU^uSIlSni- Gr>6TJ3>g>! LDfTITCinij (lp 631 ^6iraiL 

IO FT UJ 63T IT IT LD63T63fluJ GsilTllSlsu - 
umiSls3M_ ioiri_g,0i, < 5 (iq-ij 51 cr)L *> ^nsratlcCi 

Ll^fl*,*, UC3T LD63vltl*6Tf165T 6£,6lfluJn6u 
sfitlq. U*6U, STCSTigj, ,§|<51«L| dtlllgll <5t,UI 

^Ji©06U6IT6TfllUlhl(3)(H - ^^jlGlili. 

The wonder-lord who came as a man- 
lion to destroy the king of Asuras who 
gave misery to the gods, placed him 
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on h,s lap and tore his chest, resides in 
he temple, -surrounded by mansions 
and pillars set with gems that make it 
difficult to say whether it is night or 
day, -of Tiruvelliyangudi, that is it! (8) 

®*r-iftCot $ 22 $ jg,^ ^ 
cXiQ-aiiairag ^igsxt ^isneaar^ gjuSl«ij> 

a-snjD CanuSlcu - 
a-cjiL* aiDsui dm.uSlenL. u>eu9i 

*©U>QunQ Q u(5(fe 

*-»L. .sidrawi, ClucnuQ.urQu, 

G^(TTjli) 

. ^Co,. 

Gods in hordes come and offer worship 
with praise where the lord graces his 
devotees reclining on a serpent with a 
discus in hand. His temple is amid fields, 
— where lotus grows between sugarcane 
and paddy, swaying in the wind and 


5.1 On Pullam-Budangudi 

Arivad « I Nataikurinji \ Rupakam 
SuSWct, 

^u»A «*«*«, ^ 

@2)1 uj tonosfl 

tbilu, iDRirrCiDcO 

Vun$ CW fiag, ^ ^ . 

1 ? e .‘i h t rd t °' COmprehend lord - bearer 
o r le worlds, who keeps me in his 
service, came as a little manikin and 
danced over the worlds; he resides 
permanently, amid groves where 
little bees provide the drone for the 
bumble-bees that sing for the dance 
of the handsome peacocks. - in 

Pullam-Budangudi, yes, always! (1) 


swan-pairs nestle in the water tanks, — 
of Tiruvelliyangudi, that Ls it! ( 9 ) 

eprat, cjcmi ^ ^ ^ 

urn CTuSlrbr^lcjtflcC, ClarcinQ 

CI S em £ls»rj eutjuu 
^l©0 m ot ofi a, ^ ^ w nsn OT j 
«UtfOTT0 ^CTirrj GflfTCJJCU lDrUC5,fl,UJITfl ) C7,CUCue3-, 
inraiT CcucO acSrurar eunuj epc51o,cn 

, $GnGu ijrrQii) gcuib 9 -cth ujfrna.cn 
^yciiajiT §\a (jang a„_cu 

Bee-hum ming-groves-Mangai-King, 

spear wielder Kaliyan has sung this 
beautiful decad of Tamil songs, on the 
lord who in the yore came as a boar 
and lifted the Earth on his tusk teeth, 
and lay reclining in the Milk Ocean 
lashed by waves, and who resides in 
Tiruvelliyangudi. Those who master 
it will rule the ocean-girdled Earth. (10) 


Ounces * Cu,****)*-* 

*.«lhd 4 * 1 ** S, Llb 

ucircna Qflrpjcfilcu a.u.,ci, a _ a>oti 

uipafla, flaps*! . 3 , 3 ^ Cu(T(0 
6 lcnccc„ A(S c&&)b _ 
qOTcmcL4,a'ii ( g ) u) - ^nCan, 


Like a sly trickster he came swooping 

over Mabali and took the worlds- he 
went to the wailing elephant and ended 
his despair. He resides amid water 
tanks and wetland fields, — where 
birds swoop down upon jumping fish 
and snatch them, then fly to the ,r 
wailing chicks to feed them, — in 
Pullam-Budangudi, yes , always! ( 7 ) 


CiDCun <swrjafl.fi Qa,* 

Censor <**>4 fl-ub fiu-jA.au, 

,nr ffljrrru iSlcrrri,^, ^ ^ 

ID^arb Af-urgg, ^ \ 
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«<i uipii rfip, 

auieuasii umu, @®(2) 
y, cuperfl enflsu - 

c| err arch Lyg,r*j(^ur * ^rrCcff. 

He fired arrows on the unrelenting 
Rakshasa King and felled his heads: he 
ripped the horse’s jaws, killed the 
wrestlers and felled the Marudu trees. 
He resides annd flowering water tanks 
and fields, — where ripe coconuts fall 
from trees, fish jump out startled, and 
waterbirds fly away disturbed, — in 
Pullam-Budangudi. yes, always! (3) 

sfilpc-j 

ajiijui <0rj«rr C&n.ir ©£> £, r 'CT(2)ii> 

gi 6 naflg >0 eucu cblcO 
Aj)q dH" 11 fleoeOaiu 

fS-lllttajT 0*^- _,£ • U31tfirflcT>AA6TT, 

t^urrrrjn toni-iE cnjileu 

mSriTiii>y^fc , i»(£) u » ' g> I, £*' r - 

With a mountain he rendered the rains 
powerless; he is our bow-wieldcr Rama 
st ho felled the twenty arms of the mighty 
Rakshasa King of Lanka city. He resides 
in the well laid city' of mountain-like 
mansions, homes and Mandapas, 
in Pullam-Budangudi, yes, always! (4) 

sjho ^t,it s,l (4j sei 15>S>C'- i 

_su.fi0.4l losnrrjiu &ieujbSb Sr^rr 
^li i_iirC«,rt0 ^^pgu ’Taiirfi, 

CjjifJ icmu«r - 

CW ( fuy ^w,7t>v yj'finy ^ 

Q«tv fl,ircu Cl^ciry, ^ssscEHujiii 

CiL.fTiijmn f^nefrleitT if GiTlfT.ii iircirir - 
LjCTicrftXiLygiiii®'^ gi'TGtfy. 

The black collyrium-eyed dark haired 
cowherd-dame Yasoda hid the milk, 
curds and Ghee, but the resplendent 
discus-bearing wonder-lord found and 
ate it all. He resides amid lakes, — 


where auspicious-red-footed storks 
stand waiting for transparent Aral-fish, 
and where clear thinking Vedic seers 
seek the hidden truth of the Vedas, — 
in Pullam-Budangudi, yes, always!(5) 

l$G3TC«fl<3T ^QTGOT gyjCTn LD0^J(^,vfU 

Giuoj ejiu gji-jb C^rT^h Giocv6\$1uj2)^it ( 
LDcir^j 4'tfi3T£b£b LDy) <;&G5>i_0>Gn 

CJip eSM-^EU &"-&£>& H>fTCY)gy) * 

uoCTT^pj <^pg)J 

LDC\J oGlDCO <*1»6UOT5T0 UfTl— / 

QunCTT ejiu ^ngjj a_«£l rih&^ib - 
Lierrfftnbu^f^^u^ * 5>itGg3T . 

For the pleasure of embracing the 
Bamboo-like arms of the lightning-thin- 
waisted Nappinnai, the adorable lord 
subdued seven angry young bulls. He 
resides, — where lotus blossoms in 
eternally wet water tanks, on which 
gold-lined dark bumble bees drink 
nectar and sing, while Punnai trees 
sprinkle golden turmeric-like pollen, - 
- in Pullam-Budangudi, yes, always! (6) 

(g)Sm_ujrT 6£icv)iSiiS>6u ^ 'S fOf' (y! ■ 

5fcir>i_ lUfTCSl ylL ^HLft 1 CUITtSraTSin 

£i_2> C^fTCTT g^nCVJ6U65T £§ 1 -\b * 

(^yU^UJ'T sodjl if*>€TT £i— fcJytijiLJT , 

G^ft<iu (J^Guib idlI® st—^A^ib 
HcyiL cTtpcCi - 

L_) 6TT 6TT lb Ll^Fi fbj (&y U}. - . 

Holding a mountain as an umbrella, 
the lord protected the cows against a 
rain. He let Siva flee with his retinue, 
and took only the arms of the warring 
Asura Buna. He resides. — where 
families of bumble-bees hover over blue 
lily blossoms and drink their nectar in 
the ever-wet tanks, — in Pullam- 
Budangudi, yes, always! (7) 
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ftOTinj ^j,ir Cojtv) ldjd ujotciiit 

sffuj, 605111631 CgIT fiiLcffl, 
^snjDiutrsir ssi&uSlcu rglanirjiung, 

(ysraiLib igtsnirias <™j>ans gu .10 . 

LD^frjUJfTGO (l p$,£ ctHGDGU Gb6^(15,011) 
UJGTTgU gaLpJTGU, GbGTOTG^LDUJfTGb , 

Ound>rr)iijfTc0 i£]<5>5> &n 3 & ) Gmn curry? - 
qshcnibi^iii^i^- gnCczr. 

The lord who drove the chariot in war 
for Vijayan, and killed the armed and 
angry Icings, then also filled the unfillable 
skull-begging-bowl of Siva, resides — 
where Vedic seers of lasting fame, 
forgiveness and patience tend the three 
sacred fires with proper Vedic chants, - 
-in Pullam-Budangudi, yes, always!(8) 

iDOTTWuiii g£]6ott £,rr0ii>, 
Cg>rrearptT§) ,1§)0 €tt ^uj QptQ.uj trench, 

^OTTffiniX) (=H(^ LOGff>fT)fi>€TT 

c5HLDGUffjr @L-lh - 
I^Iott^I C<F(h£| 2>GULDGffijfliqii> ; 

Ca.IliSlfiST (Ip^gJLD, if? fTlOGD IJ IL| L£) 

CtijnssrgyLb 0 u rrsifTGjfl Q&rrsrinnfkgjj 

enGVj ^,(5)1X1 

I^CTTGTTLDLjjgjr^^tq - ajfrGon - . 

When the Earth-world and Sky-world 
had not appeared, and an envelope of 
thick darkness spread out everywhere, 
the lord came as a swan and lit the 
world with gems of the Vedas. He 
resides, — where the river Ponni flows 
with waves washing out radiant 
sparkling gems, Bamboo-pearls, gold 
and whisks, — in Pullam-Budangudi, 
yes, always! ^ ' 

«,B!D" LD.'Slagilft S.rofluj651 gar 

Claer.Gsfl <b@r*.s, &L iAuuSIotjo 
CIutcSi ftnujenjumsh S ctt Carii®.™ 
M'*ariiy )aI 6, (&uv ^otGuicu, 
o-ppirn urjsiju) iDiiiranaa,n CairdT 
^.n Lmjjbo«,& 

J " n * •* E&&, u„ l , 

fleuevrr A- &n Q m 


The Mangai king Kalikanri, 
benevolent as the rain cloud, has sung 
this garland of sweet Tamil songs on 
the lord who grazed calves and danced 
on Kaliya s trembling hoods, who is 
the husband of golden lotus-dame 
Lakshmi, and who is the resident of 
Pullam-Budangudi praised by scholars. 
Those who master this will be freed 
of despair. ( 10 ) 


5.2 On Kudalur 
Tandam \ Madhyamavaii \ Adi 

a>nii 0 , 1 b Clu( 2 )«mD ^iflujirn, gjig^ 
GcnjjbS"*© ^ui G<nj 2 >g,n s 2 ainGurtov - 

0 >frjggjdir 60 (jgu OidsSt ftemcu (T>cu iDi_cvniT 

en.2,2>oj aioiyjib - «m.i_gy/jGrj. 

Unassuming of their excellence, — 
like the loid who though himself a 
king, w T ent as a messenger for the 
kings, beautiful dames wuth fingers 
thin as glory-lily petals, and dressed in 
soft material, move around wafting 
the fragrance of their coiffure in the 
lord s own Kudalur. 

5*®^ ^EU «_«)l_iu lSI«r«nMT 

° <JE ^ )LD Oun>®nr a^AC ..meu - 

S® 1 |A C^a, ^ ojsAt© 
(■Z'SIiqA un 0 u) L8uG(j 

Krishna received the beautiful 
appinnai as a prize for his subduing 
U K SC 7, n hul s ln a fi ght. He resides 

in Kudalur where bees drink fragrant 

nectar and sing Kurinji Panns. (2) 

auSIft sccmQ, 

•o dm.; . t 9 iu»Gujsjr 

4 ® !b ® ■*©«>* ecftCu^-. 

T™. 2 ’"' ar ” •'"Sd* 

^IfttorenCT, Q ansil 


~5*a< qhiCij. 
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The lord who, coming as a child, ate 
curds and stole my heart, resides in 
Kudalur where sly herons steal Kayal 
fish from the fields. (3) 

SffUTJnrjj ejrt ^.u. f£lcuLD |^<T 

ejrrjnjnejr, CTjbfiyiS, Qu^LUrrejr astrrCuncu - 
Garhfni cjrr (X&ncngjLj Gi_irrgj zuzthjiii 

Co, net, Go,63t -aei-i-QjiCij. 

My lord and master came as a beautiful 
lad and took the Earth and all. He 
resides in Kudalur where bees take 
nectar from the coiffure of the dames 
tilling the land. (4) 

GI§,rTcniTt_iT uQgu, <3*t—n CloGffrrnj <^otjtgu, 
,§isOTi_s>g)i < 5 ta>( 2 )tb asEnCuneu - 

GU6!TiSTl_6U Cl B> SOTCTJl_ t5lciO(J, 

ClarrsiOTLCu ,^^t 0 ii> -ssn-ginCrj. 

The lord worshipped by devotees, is 
manifest everywhere upto the sky, 
touching the Sun. He resides in Kudalur 
where Kendai-fish sparkle and dance 
seeing which the clouds mistake them 
for lightning and begin to roar! (5) 

>5)<3>£b«FT GgUGTTsSI g><9»ITg,2> 

gj)<3>AU) gjjCTgjj6T>OT3T6Un £L£IirrCu n^U - 
CTfteESM gjjCT3T LDCOTTGV'GlDCVJ ffTf^J(S)d) 

G) a rr.3,^1 C3T uipii) e&p -5<n-L_c^jTGfj. 

Siva who destroyed the Daksha-sacrifice 
found a comforting superior in the lord; 
he resides in Kudalur where raw 
Mangos dropping from trees ripen in 
the cosy sand dunes of the river 
everywhere. ( 6 ) 

^(n^rV) ai cyjib, iDtfncuuqu), a_c\j(£)ib, 

^(TTjfVjgjILD U) A6TT ^iD^Tjti) £>^2 I(tC l_J ITGM - 

Gi ^p6v*cncuui9etTCir>CTT 

i gyflGg. 

The lord who took the dark ocean, 
l he mountains and all the worlds, 


resides in Kudalur where the sapling of 
the cool fragrant Mullai creeper climbs 
all over the hefty Kurundu tree. (7) 

OiCDQJ GlMTlp iSIgDOTtGiUItQ e^IGneffoNUli) 

tocncu surt^ erjjCina, u) 0 Gi(ib 2 £niGunGu - 
^sncu g>ny) Q^ri^Gjr Ci£)cOr§lGSrfT)j g^Gn£,nd> 
0CT16U 2> n iP - an.i_gutGa. 

The lord who resides in Tirunirmalai 
with deer-pairs resting in company has 
come to reside in Kudalur where 
coconut bunches hang low on trees, 
over leaves of the Betel creeper that 
surrounds it. (8) 

Gu00 &fTg,cu ^uvCujeffT a_Giiemi> 
S2_0S,U M02>g> 6^0<ai" 2S2* Guitsu - 
<^00 lD6UfJ, Qo>Sy3T6ftL- 

©00 CTciTgjj -«ii-g!nCg. 

With love for him rising in my 
heart, the lord has come to reside in 
Kudalur, where screwpine bursts into 
blossoms, and Kendai-fish live in fear 
taking them to be storks. (9) 

AfTfiSlu Gu(f*)f!brc ClJGnJT6<nfT6in, AOTTHSTCTGaT 
Giocfil^, a^ld <s«-i_cyiirtGLD6v>, 

GAfT6y>6U5> 5>l£)ipn60 AdS) UJ637 Q<5rTC3T€3T 

UfTCT)6VlLJUfTl_ , urTCULD G U nG LD. 

Those who can sing this garland of 
sweet Tamil songs by Kaliyan, on 
the dark water-lily-hued Krishna who 
resides in Kudalur, — will destroy 
Karmas. (10) 

5.3 On Tiruvellarai 
Venrima \ Malabari \ Triputa 

(olcu63T£$ LDnLD^Lg SJ/b^ (J^>S3T iOOTfflifii<STt O 

lO(?3TCTTCDrj (\pG(Tll 1^(3 A IT6U 
Ga>rT63T(T) G^jcu! - (A)Cr>(j Aipeu 

G§>a^61lg)J 6J>IT 

GYJ6TTA CT<«nA(d>) «^(5>6ni_|rf1Cu.l - 
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iotlo Qumflri, 

UiflOTa/sgeir Currgj aicv/ra,^), 
UaropeO lot uxsjni ^ ^ . 

ClGumsnciniD (BsStjoctCot ! 

O Lord residing in Tiruvellarai, where 
the breeze blows through the Mango 
orchards, over blossoming Jasmine 
and Mullai buds, wafting fragrance 
everywhere! Then in the yore, you 
wielded an axe and felled twentyone 
kings who ruled the Earth! Pray show 
me a way to attain your feet. ( 1 ) 


fjjfTsjriDfijnn) ^ib 

incufT «^ujrr)(2) 
^0srfl, qpctt urfl (ip^UDfTUJ 
( @cn^FQ*fTcfTCcuj2) gj/TCu gtgstjtjj {§}cne u uujflbgjCif- 
Gctt! ctottA(£) ^(r^cnqrflCuj - 
suu.iACl^iTcrT mrrg,d51u Gund^rr^ «_cufTcfiluj 
u> ih uJj^luSIcjncijnijL/ 

£\G<nacntijGvrr\b ALo^ib Ouni^ltfO (£^ip * 

Q G1J ffTT CTT €T) ft) »0C5TfT)nrGCtfT! 

O Lord residing in Tiruvellarai, where 
Madavi bowers grow tall with flowers 
whose fragrance is carried by the breeze 
through the streets in all directions! 
Then in the yore, you came as a horse- 
face Hayagriva and gave to that flower- 
born Brahma the Vedic chants he had 
lost to the Asuras! Pray grace me. ( 2 ) 


Clemiiujcjr ^iu, cjip a. LS jr 

ib^lib<Z>€)JC3T 

*L_l_GVi0>Lb <@0 iSIcTtcurtfl, 
onauSIcy jSgti 5t_ifliTu Ij«r>i_ <njni aan> 

'j<an! gtclltA^ c^((i>,crrLjittCiij - 
c.r>,n"91<rirr =>,tmcu @ OTl i, U (TU), 

{b*~{b£lGti>i-0> &>iDGur&)0,cri 

Oaisu amrjiu) gjkto Qumijajvfco.eii , a ,x ^ „ 
Cleuriisircng) ilAtonCor! ' ' 


O Lord residing in Tiruvellarai whe 
schools of dark Varal-fish swi m 
lakes, where lotus flowers spread 

d’vne fragrance! Then in the yore y c 


came with sharp claws and tore the 
entrails of the tryrant who persecuted 
the seven worlds. Pray grace me! ( 3 ) 

cunibuifl E_a,, utriresriT ai i Q aa ,, 

gjsuiT&Lg, ^crflaa., 

AfniuSloT <Gy,iT Ccurbja,Lu Clun^uu! 

arr&sncv cr«iTS>(aj 

tonibClud^lcu acrfliT Gan^luj iduA (gjufliw 

Otaiit aig) gjIAJITULI CTlilg,, 

$ihucuniio.<ssf>& Cg,* ^ 1(5 - 

QciiGTTCncoiT) ffjl<J3TfT)[TGcjr! 

O Lord residing in Tiruvellarai, where 
cockoos peck on tender Mango leaves 
then rid the astringency by drinking the 
nectar of Jackfruit! O Lord of 
Venkatam with Bamboo groves! Then 
in the yore you killed horses and 
warrior-kings and gave the kingdom to 
the five Pandavas. Pray grace me! ( 4 ) 


u>ran (.cruet, g>srar aarar toumj^cvi ldctct iDS>dt 
(iptj>rgrTu LiguiSleu 

S 7 «nb ■$(,<&, •SIOTrp, Jgyyglcuu, @1.2,2,01- 
Grit! crarr 6,(0} ai(n,CTtqrflCuj- 

anor LOT upcucocua ftfflmj)* a^q ^0 j Qojsjjt 

(j2!0ia,Gu CWgn ^lajnAldrg), 
^oflarT ci,nu, u>«,* ctP©© b^A^lo <9<*r 
GlajGTiGrtrair) rf^GirnanCan! 


O Lord residing ln Tiruvellarai, where 
the forest Mullai creeper grows tipto 
the up of the sugarcane, the flowers 

- Pleasing smdespoun n ectar into 
the mouths of bees! Then in the yore, 

C„ r ame n S 9 b ° ar Jnd lifted the 

wa er i"p Dame Earth ,rom the deluge 
waters! Pray grace me! ( 5 ) 


■ fisn ypq. blotto,,* GW era,, 

aKipiSanrarA a<Mr®g, ftn fl 0 , jnfii , 

Cijct,l.CiuctQ 

®Su, W rf ^ mtmeunai 

^ Cl " ^4 0 .^ 

. c^oncinjT djl(n-) - 

OniOTOTar,® r0raTn) n G«,| 


288 






the big work / Periya Tirumoli 


O Lord residing in Tiruvellarai, where 
lover-bees in the coiffure of dames fall 
out on each other and fly away in a 
huff to their hives on top of mansions 
that touch the moon! In the yore 
you came as a turtle and gave ambrosia 
to the gods, that they may live 
and worship you. Pray grace me with 
service to you! (6) 

»£.nG7I(£, 2_CT>i_ Qg>(y 

ffTcOcurrib 

CojjQj Gdjjrjj s*_a cfileu * 

C<^n! ctgsib,^ ^^tfnqiflCui 

Gait^uj iDQBtBjU ufT5ent_2) 
jg,nir>6tr»fj usGufT Gunfyjtjg, 

C igrpc'j innr&£\ (jp^icu $(£7 

OcjtfiTcntfr>jD 

O Lord residing in Tiruvellarai, where 
bumble bees drink the nectar from 
lotuses blossoming in the green lakes of 
unfading emerald hue, then sit and sing 
sweetly. Then in the yore you came as a 
bow-wielder and felled the ten heads of 
the demon-king. Pray grace me! (7) 

p cji aeci tuQufy 

£4_ir»u^<^ *!£>£)• 

-^cSrcynij iOSTJT) uJUJfb^>€i; - 

Gssn! CT07<?*;<JK ^(^>6TTi ftflGuj 
-X)65T^ (P<31£jl gftttSU 

OgjSJT'sn tl-aTiSTI, Gb iffST jQGnB 

(tfijeu £l^ - 

Odm^T sn^jT) ^liprr^i 

O Lord residing in Tiruvellarai, amid 
screw pine-lined fields and Mango 
orchards where bees hum “Tena 1 ena 
and bumble-bees sing songs over the 
drone! In the vore when the seven 
worlds were enveloped by the darkness 
of ignorance, vou came is .1 swan 
worshipped hv the celestials, and created 
die precious Vedas. Prav grace me! (8) 


iDfTGuttSl Gffji6nd)lu9cu GWaTrpj, 

,@L_ih (ip|ig<9cn<ssTu.|ih 
UfTnii^t^rfTGO Q <h fTGTJTl_ LJOLD ! 1^ 651 

Ljcraftfbgjl CT(y? ~ 

GqjCTT CTCJT^»0 ^0CTTH»^GuJ - 

iSi«Rmq.i6)63T Q 4 HD LDCvja cjrfil ejicwT(^\ 
£—$ 0 ) 1 ], urn cj^ 2 ) 

•Hi b i£l[p*b^jii> ui_uant_j 5 ) $(nj- 

Ocu^otc^it) ^ItfjrrrjfTGciT! 

O L<ird residing in Tiruvellarai, where bees 
hover on the red blossoms of the Asoka 
tree, and cuckoos go over to the mango 
tree to sing sweetly! Then in the yore 
you went to Mabali’s sacrifice and took 
the w'hole Universe in two strides! Pray 
grace me that I may worship you. (9) 

-i_«uiTib moral) io»ii_^fl,cn (*,cp $l<ny 

Clojchcnasp (giaejr Cunu 
^((tf^ecuno qcocjiuib $(*> 

,jh,$«3suj, ^(ipaaona,, 

2_«VITsfilul CcUGU CUSU61J63T AoSI - 
a-ciriffl Qancv gjtgiiffiraTQiii 
rt(0)*tii (aiOT!^ rglooT^Jl «72>2> cucueumi SJcjsid- 
(Imni*;* .jam* c at ) G>u'3,Ccti. 

This garland of sweet Tamil songs by 
sharp spear-wielding Kalikanri on the 
lord of the tall-mansioned Tiruvellarai, 
the first-cause lord, ambrosia, dark 
radiant beautiful form, — those who can 
master it will live as King of gods. (10) 

5.4 On Tiru-Arangam (1) 
Undimel \ Bbairavi \ Misra (buptt 

{hfiar^;t^c , y*te^Ti'i t aim 

ip fmi tfmar, 

crijico'^ ktiuibirmcr. u>JciT>vnG»iiniT^»c?T 

wd* «r. uTtrirti in vvj 

iit-./'H' •,! . I.9vni(0/r.(^kii> \ .curat 

* <4il.tl 

i-*-* 11 ! «J»U « vl'y'j 

.l^h..T» -«>4lH\)/»,GlO. 
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Oh, they say the Southern Arangam 

fieM rr ° Un | ded by sunset 'hued golden 
f-elds and swiftly-flowing liven 
^ers that heap SandalwoodTnd 

' ab " d ' ° f "holord who 

,-.1 . 0&OT (Sigiia.Cu). 

Oh they say the Southern Arangam 
surrounded by swifrlv ri ^• 
waters that carry tiie firm } low 'ng 

coiffure and ed thc 

Of b eauti J^ ih. 

abode of rbp 1 ^ the 

swallowed the Universe'and^ Wh ° 
fig leaf, the lord who wears "! ? 7 0 " 3 

-d reclines on a hoodX ^) 11 
Uem0 ** ™ n ‘ UJ ' i 
Cl«,nomu ayfl A 

• n _ efraruijnsu - 

""Q U "®* “* •“"* M«* 

* G^-taw* ^ 

jhrou 8 hb« U ,if„l srove ,„ 2 i a „ , E l 0 e r r 

tasr^ir**? 

iho abode „f ,|„. di„„,. w f d > ~ ' 
who came as a manikin to Mahal^ 

(3) 


Clani> Q unf , 

^5<5>0>riT n^iT urupui— 

€1167)010,0) 6ucu cfilcvj g>t_< 3 ><ar) 0 , 

(@L_Lb CT67TU [jnci* - 

aisnoro, as* ujcrsnot u) ^ LJlbj ^£[^6 

Gl&rTCTOTITff)^ S—S><£\ (ipCTT 
4SnCnA © li 0S *WU CJOTCU ftirsfilrfl <*,y, 
Q5>ott ^gr^CiD- 

Oh, they say the Southern Arangam, - 
-surrounded by waters that wash a 
wealth of elephant-tusks and fragrant 
Agil wood, - ls the abode of the lord 

I ! 0 W ‘ elded his heavy bow and 
destroyed the city of the Rakshasas. (4) 

n,u>L| s ^' u,nb «n-aa«u u>«raiG urta ,fl 

Anh,, •S'f’a.cudT suitor 

4 S ““ ntu Ajpa,* fiuih 

sin, n> . CTOTTugrreO - 

c *"e»“ «-•»© 

Q)srn n. • ^croiui 5u«TOiri ( df,ii 5 >si> 

i TOT ic^si, 

<smijibj*Cio- 

- ;: y 7:! ,eS ° Uthern Arangam. 

Indra r t 7 8 ° lden Walls ' where 

ele t , k 'r ng ° f god * ^ads the 
abode f u °c enng Wors hip, - is the 

i^ fl ^r ifull °^orained 

Mandorl i espatc h e d beautiful 

andodans husband to heaven. (5) 

50 “-‘-Oibfb *i*w shot c uti) 

-©A® 4z §:,^r 

Aionsvj crfa A • SU! h ai w>ot 

O *® u) Hwcu ^ 

Jh, they say the Southern Arane im 
surrounded by the swif, S 1 
theKaverubufl Wdters of 

plintaiiri diat flows through banana 

m andcJrneSawa > thc fruit 

m its laps, |5 the abode of the lord 
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who took the life of the ogress who 
came disguised as a beautiful nurse 
and gave the child suck from her 
poisoned breast. (^) 

Og)(6Tj0tlb, ft 0 LDfiU6U(f»)lb , 

(}{h\_ ^ipiO • ft ft6*5163T fTCU 

gU00 QGUCJTfD O"- " «%iP UJfT<Sr <S1JIT ^ > 

ffT<T5TUfin»?J - 

C<srr iDrtcrflfeU'ift £0 

ijcnftimi), iD^PjEiGuina 

^-s^Cl^rrcu CeucncMilu nGT>ftu4ifi ftU5(iptb 

Q;2)C3T ^IjrbJftGlO. 

Oh, they say the Southern Arangam, 
—surrounded by mansions that touch 
the clouds, where the fragrance of Agil 
smoke and the lire altar of Vedic seeis 
fills the sky, — is the abode ol the 
discus-wielding lord who destroyed 
Kamsa, the rough wrestlers, and the 
bedevilled cart with his foot. (7) 

STMiii, ^i,tiJKoCujn0 Ultima*. 

ft>£3h Od Q1 63T U5 

6T<S3fTt IfjrTCU 

gufT g)u i) tDSCTfgruib r0«r>fDUJU 

rr-GTSTin <aiC33Tf^)(ft)g>c\J [b^ 
^"SjGSQjuj un^jib fttwfbS) 6 ^ 1631 ^^ Vj»5n, 

Oh, they say the Southern Arangam, 
—filled with milk-and-honey-sweet 
devotees from all over the Earth and 
Sky who throng to offer worship, — 
is the abode of the lord of the Earth 
who came as a boar, a fish, a man- 
hon, a manikin and as himself. (8) 

f -^U(S3T, uT<i$TlT)|l£» , lfiltf-1 • ’.I , , Cl I, ' cjt , n,ic.,T5i 
Cn .itej'imjjsit ^tu tgih 
llf, -irui <n»<,3'tftmfTCTT j§i i/t 

6T(jf»l jIJITtfi' * 

-guuSlr.'it ^p&Ojidi, lOvadfliULD 'ftnOT^nib^bi 

< oyj IT i_( C3TGO ft ft 6$ ^ 

^> Ul u , uns«T ion 

'ft,.?* ewiT^lft 1 -ti' 


Oh, they say the Southern Arangam, 
—surrounded by the swirling waters 
of Kaveri that wash pearls and gems 
against the golden walls of the temple, 

_is the abode of the lord afar, the 

lord over all, residing in every' pore, a 
wonder which no one will ever 
understand. (9) 

^cGcSl iorrj,rr ^uD(2>ib $© umwgugst 

fi m ft ft ott &) ft 

ftCoc$63T tnCTTgrii in$cn ior^j«nftujfT Cftffdrr, 
ft6^1ft6ifTf5l QflfTCU 

g£}GF>3 UDn€T»CUft^T fEjlTCU < §rT6OTT0kb 

,§5031010 2_»_63T 

eucuGvsuii 5,rub 22_€VJjft> 

SUfTC3T 2-6U(ft) ^CTTGuCri. 

This garland of sweet Tamil songs is 
on the lord of Arangam with lotus- 
lady Lakshmi on the his chest, by the 
strong walled Mangai King Kalikanri, 

_those who master it will rule the 

Earth, then rule the sky as well.(10) 

5.5 On Tiruvarangam (2) 

(A mother's lament) 

Veruvadal | Temmangu 

'9i«j(fh6iJ(T,5,HGn curtu_icaeu(t>)G6l, tBSU^jjAuCoic! 

LD^cimcnireu tics* cuncri kVbbilnii 

gjuSlcu u)j5g)0n«h aid'ntjJ gnfi Qtf>n>OTTi_ »> 
E. (i^ainsncn, n>r«TGiin a,w s—u51 ij rTCTTsan. 

wptft'il <fi<TU tsViClTGUlb O&rTGSJH 

^l,rt,Gimcnc3i siot ipACTuaTtf 

IT-n^fT ; 

“Venkatam, O! Venkatam 0\" 

My daughter brazenly 
prates all day long. 

No more she’s on my lap 
and her long eyes have lost 
their sleep as well. 
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Bees-hurnming hue-of-cloud 
lord of celestials, 
their life and breath”, 
Lord of Sri, how can I 

accept what he did to 

my daughter frail! 


( 1 ) 


toirmoffu, ^ CTia 

^* C *C OT? 

She has >ost her bangles 

and her golden belt, now 

what I shall do 5 

° Buyer, do you or 

r/r U ant this slav e?”> she 
openly says. ’ " C 

Tl Tumeyya m , L ordof t he 

P«rci„ Bscv „' 
tre « m a row, 

Bow-wielder, how can j 
accept what he did to 
my dau ghter frail! ( 2 ) 

f . l ° CU ® li); eus5, «"'UU) Csitmjii,; 
^i l,J 2>SJ2> &ipniij ^cuiiaeSltS, 

->®U> C.uil dMTBmcflsj, 

au . monemfilsu ftu si A 
“ 2)10 Li ®* SSSbrar Q(jj)T) 

^ <«u* rnh Q Slij5>OTfl)ril 

<Sot>u> raiwuB *! ^,^f| Ga)(;ai 

s ee, her fawn-like sharp eyes 
are in tears, her bangles 
do not remain. 

AH night long she talks of 
cool nectared Basil and 
loses her sleep. 


Forester, stealing the 
curds and Ghee from the closed 
houses of maids, 

Nanda s son, how can I 
accept what he did to 
my daughter frail! ( 3 ) 


5>'iiij«jrTuSlcu Qaneu C&srnien: g,ar 

C&itQ duancroujiTsh; Oujot 

q Q fT tbi 6 S> 5 * * 

^CJRlflujftCTTj ffnb Qu(P)if> rT ® [T 
<*1117^3,10 crrbiCA? CT6rrg)jcb 
tonuj (tpencu a-crn0, sl.g*j(£) a_«Vru 
^ U C2> ^'b'Dcjr, GuJlcu , IhtblfriTlU 1 - 
WniDn ^ «,* centra 

u)f4Br.*£„! uj^la^ICcoCcr. 

She does not heed my words 
nor talks to her girl-friend 
nor Sandals her 
Risen breast, only asks 
“Where is my lord’s abode, 
Tiruvarangam?”. 

Sucker of ogress breast, 

Swallower of all the 
world in a gulp, 

Wonder lord, how can I 
accept what he did to 
my daughter frail! (4) 


0»ujcG ftcjffi 

“HO “tsartcir; ^ontu Curannd,; 

^ O, nei 
cniC*? CTejlSQ, j, 

JbncfTmcurjrrch artu^OT _, u - . „ 

_» wmi e^4,UJ, 2,fTU) ^r$luj 

cucmrAjjs st i„9 

** «*> Otfiu^orAsn 

■Snouxanar, 

She does not deck her breast 
nor line her warring fish- 
eyes nor play dolls; 

Haltingly on, y a sk Si 

W here is my lord’s abode, 

1 iruvarangam?". 
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Lord of the lotus-dame, — 
we all know how you grew 
up in Gokul, — 

Male cowherd, how can I 
accept what he did to 
my daughter frail! 

angd ^,0 aiononcneu 2,irt»tiC<3ir>? 
crriijD (bO^fbS)”^ 

UJiKMiarmb «p«jrj)) cub Oi ,010 "O' 

y,Cioco 

long,), ^cnsji, (gj«—aigji*,®® 1 ' 
lodtomA® C 1 **® 

gjnsnoidr ctcti ma.esis’ia OaoJ&crs.cb 
sroiinbjsmh jbirar a«"<wg«C«,CaT? 

Waiting for his Tulasi 
garland with pollen she 
wilts away, see! 

Say something to her she 
only sighs, and says. My 
lord in Arangam! . 

Spouse of the lotus-dame, 

Pandava’s harbinger 
dancer of pots, 

Madhusuda, — how can I 
accept what he did to 

my daughter frail! (6) 

cunrr^ys^ib @«nnii Oftmiioia, susKMamh Gsugj 

^iSloncunjji pothothot; srsCTaraflcvi 

Gi jrjntfnfijjr CuA ^(WCUrtSU, Cuancb; £!lj 

C,lu,,*T ClulbGfjcr ctcr QaiiiC&rat fyncfl 1 ? 

ftrrA ^cndr, g,«35f !b 9 ' n 

•goiA&tg, ,$yu 

G<bA c*gp a>a.cy>crra Qaoja,«na,tfA 

crr^jrhitssTib finest QauitGa»G«3t. 

She doesn't notice that 

her corset breasts have lost 
their red colour. 

If she speaks, ii's only 
names of the lord, such is 
my daughter’s plight. 


Tulasi-wreath Kudandai-lord 
who drove the chariot 
for the five kings, — 

O Ladies, how can I 
accept what he did to 

my daughter frail! (7) 

SMDCM gj cusn ercirn^ ctrh<t» g^iungj 

uwn «T«-ib <sia)A ^,uSlib!D' T w! 
mpcunG® CTuOuiirng^tb, vd<tujojCoji! 
umgiSuGrat! CTOT<OOTiDneitnci) 

iSt(D«.'fi2> Cuon«"«sT, Qusisi 

tr>cj 3 T jSMjCttott, sfilcraiGararriA g,fbja>cn 

^njojnintOT ctcSt loaeneni Qsii&auheit 

^jlblBOTOTTlfir! ^jfflilGsuGciT. 

“She has no filial bonds”, 
thus and thus everyone 
keeps blaming her. 

Constantly all the time, 
she calls out “Madava!”, 

“Wonder lord!”, “Boar!”, 
“Birthless lord!”, “Thousand-named!”, 
“Sri Devi’s, Bhu Devi’s, 
lord of the skies!”. 

“O Ladies, — how can 1 
accept what he did to 

my daughter frail! (8) 

uij,G0,n0 A;p.-V u^sum*; orujii<ClefliUii) 
n.ici. ecu - .! neb; unonai Gu«35rn«b; 
ffli2,a n G® ,n ' Ojn'M'GniTrr? 

ircjigi stoiGp aisincmLnb U«rt(ir,ib 
sAjCg.nff.rat, QLicnifliurai, Jg2> ■&!?<" 

?H!bGg,n( suQjgi, efSST iQfttncna tilsu.i&s>w,cii. 

^vbu>tfoC3ufiA! 

No more she plays with her 
bat and ball, dolls and her 
pretty parrot. 

“Srirangam lord, — is he 

now coming, not coming?”,— 
bangles falling. 
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Chandogya-Taitiriya 
Kousitaki, Fire-altar 
Sama-Ved, O! 

Vedic Lord!”, — how can I 
accept what he did to 
my daughter frail! 


a-*©* ^ 

Stibwnanms SrbengQsiug, 
w* 0 mcuna acnrr ix><_<njrTcir rglcnrr) ^nflensug, 

0ituj Quxnftag, aigenasr Cjbgmr 
aiEu Csusu ujaiTtoOT, aaSlarai^t 

l£>ITGt)G\J S1JGVCUBIT 

UHTEncu Gsii Qcusrer 0cni_*^ 
IDOTSSTSurt 

Qunesi 2 _ co^)gu ciirripeun 3 ,^ 0 ^ 

This garland of Tamil songs by 
Parakalan Kalikann recalls the wail of 
the mother whose dark eyed daughter 
lost her thoughts to the lord of 
Arangam surrounded by Sel-fish 
jumping fields. Those who master it 
will rule the sky as kings under a white 
canopy of pearls. (jq\ 


5.6 On Tiruvarangam ( 3 ) 

Kaimana \ Sahana \ Khanda Cbapi, 

w.au> cDiraCT uiip acifljjanj), accu 

ST,IDli lobot u>r>a S 2,«na,, u<nj!) 

^©ujncncu, 

enou,n eTCnA ® ^OJU) ©aftamwHsB, 
ucjrl ang,^, 

-SawnrancB nm* asrau^ - ^eat) 

U&dr di5ri)ag,Gs. 

The elephant cub, that black gem who 
rtclmes m the ocean, the dark emerald, 
11e Vedlc l ord . my master, my alwavs- 
sweet-to-me-lord, the lord who stopped a 
latisiorm, — I have seen him in Southern 
A tangani amid cool waters. 1 1 \ 


CujBcncn, ^ G U(2)1Dnc!lsn , 

„ $<Jhg)0)G7Zl6*nGi) 

'" Tw ’ sn - «0u>u©(rB a_s 2U>6n<Jt , 

^ ® ®‘- a * cJligti), idgdoj ejCp 

a_co(£) 6jih a_c^n(5 

; 0 §}) fTGaT^j 

^'5,631 &ljfii£h&,Gg)- 

lord of Tirupper, the lord of 
Tirukkurungudi, the resident of 
Ttruttankal, the perfect one of 
rambanur, the lord who ate the 
i en oceans, the seven mountains, 
he seven continents and all else, — I 
'e seen him in Southern Arangam 
amid cool waters. (2) 

s_eu0 

. tOsugtub dug cfilaiinJ) 

^ Qu ©u>b< 3 ,cb; 

Ga«t -a, o crratjuib 

•"k-j » <^,<£lg> QfhCpnjffrnGfrGSi: 

Aitrrr - ^^iPJbgd GpJ/rPj ftn«0 

’^ lUOT 

^a«T ^igiiiaaGs- 

the F ° r t, ^ ^j U f ame M a ^° dr and took 
e Earth and sky as his, the lord who is 

t h! l ^ v eec ’ as 'ambrosia to h L s devotees. 

tty^:te ed r sheanil >- ,n 

Arano ’ \ e him in Southern 

Arangam amtd cool waters. (3) 

A ftuli fti a()ch _ ^ 

_ a.-©6filtu £lrf) 3at u, 

ago =-£•* S-^aaacucacB, 

l9cTT(i,V r. ^‘fjsrofitjj^psg,^ 

2>an,0n “ ; - Q -0 jSsuO, ^ 

■?M«'!bfi,«icr,< 3 T U ^ S „ J k C53T -‘ ) ' «?<B> 2 ,Ben 

T t . 

.heb°H rd r h ° , ' Cli ™ ! “ <h« ocean, 
uni hi ,mo1 ' 1 billed can ,o 
"e ’ ’’ eWh0, " r HoanV, 
hesl. the one who came as a manikin. 
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then grew and took the Earth, 

I have seen him in Southern Arangam 
amid cool waters. (4) 

<5HipGu G»b0 

rglOTfDncnsiT; <9I*!D1 aw**** 

acEn ^jipcUfTCO 2_CJ3Il-»TCn6^, ftSSJU-f 1 * 

ftrTOTTnrGio; 

Gijit ^ipeu Qu^ fifilftibu 

LDCT>rT)Gujn‘n 

eS^IT ^LpGVJfTCVJ 2_673Tt fTCD631A {hG&ST l—§1 

Qg,OT ^araaigiGgi. 

The lord who is manifest as water, fire 
and the wide sky, — then in the yore, he 
burnt the city of Lanka to dust with his 
fire spitting arrows, — the lord whom 
the sacrificial fires attain, the lord who 
grants heaven, — I have seen him in 
Southern Arangam amid cool w r aters. (5) 

Q}\b S\G3Td)Gn$>& 

s,at Gln^aiuj; Ojifliuirg^ 
o-lgjaanssri. Q&nraTg), <3l®’rr)j 

a-ssnQ 2_iflip4>a *nju*g>«n@: 
0»jii> ilctg,® Qftnfjlj) Os'TjPCcunsj' 

sfilsna e_(ft,eneii .aicnasfilg,® 
<Sli£ ^lgr>rT)u ujcti uiTAfisicai ujncsr 

4hcro'_gi-C's“ T &<!<*&&•£&■ 
The lord who is attained through the 
arduous path of giving up anger, the lord 
who killed Kamsa, the lord who swallowed 
and brought forth the world, the 
wishing-tree, the Garuda-rider who put 
to flight the swift runner Siva of terrible 
deeds, — I have seen him in Southern 
Arangam amid cool waters. (6) 

t^lrfliun^j 

Clangs i»C5rg>0i 

GUUIOCT’C’JCniU , GUG&tQ <^*}^ 

^ arT !b§) q sws3’e’raTjj>i& Quffjflcv G&nsuWi 

a_eu(g, err u unci’ iglifli’®® 

^i!bg) , S53!63’63T uj(lC31 5,633’L ^nSj 

Class’ ^0lC.5>2,CS>- 


The source of thought, the path of 
penance, the lord of Sri, the resident of 
Northern Venkatam hills, the stealer 
of my heart-space, the Earth-straddling 
Vedic student, the lord of bee-humming 
fragrant groved Tirukkovalur, — 

I have seen him in Southern Arangam 
amid cool waters. (7) 

gj£uifls,S 2 _Gm_ujsui’, 5 > 0 ib, gjjuLsmiD 

g)c06urT<!i 5 id« rarnft0 ld , 
^ojiTaC 0 ii) < 9 irii( 2 , ^( 5,01 @susun 

<5^ QTT^dtTfTGDCiJT J <9j£3T c ^) GT) I—IT)£) 

STLDirail®'!!, ^nq-Gujj>g,U), CTlBLDITlb^lb, 
enb ^ics>ejTa 0 ib, 

iSlnnssTi’S!!' 15 a acjuii_ ^1 - 

Cla,cir ^igiiiagiGa,. 

The lord of grace who has no grace for 
russet-cloth-Bauddhas and fowl smelling- 
Sramanas, the master of Adiyen, — tliis 
lowly self, — the lord of my father, 
my mother, my relatives, and gods, — 
I have seen him in Southern Arangam 
amid cool waters. (8) 

Oumu £116531 GSSTli) U)«Tg>2jJ c^ftir)f$l, 

gff>^|lb Q.5CU 45)61J2>g3l, 
QtftUJ 61IOTJ1635UD (£)«r>65»£>g>fiUlT&(£) OlDUJjl) 
i£l63Trr> cfil^ftftCJJViJT; 
cntD £udnn633nD, ft(fi) (Lp^Wi>G» »ncu <Pftip 
QI653T653TLD , lDrjft§>^^£3T 
gyj QJ653T655T 611633T£33165)601 iUfT£3T 

/scran. 01 -Qg.sji tPionjjagGa,. 

The real lord who rids me ol my 
falsities, controls my senses and resides 
as a prince in my' heart, shining like a 
dark rain cloud, is a gem of radiant 
black hue, dark as the green emerald. 
— I have seen him in Southern 
Arangam amid cool waters. (9) 
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* “G*® &»*** art 

«... ^LDtonsnaTa, 

ptflCta,* ^ 

^ »©«, S % iomm, an* 

- -®- 

SSS'S 

5,7 ° n Tiruvarangam (4) 
Pandai Nanmarai | Boh/, | Adi 

QL,fr ©® li . 

£a " ' 

meanings, - ,h e (“K ,h "' 
■aered fire,l,„, the hol *' 

»en.,he Earth, .he clou*,”. 

lhe seven oceans, the seven • 

r>yy <he sty , ; ht £ ™“™*» 

,a "‘ "lands as all ,1™. ,,,V ™ 

re„de„ t „f A „„ e „ vN ;"h as ( she 


ffi£cnau,lb ' ,a A ; 

* M '.^ ID *0. * aCu no' 

u!ba (i pu>, ufcftib 

*»<**■ ^ U1 ,n®r„r^ 7 . 

*»*» *" 2,** ' 


He ts worshipped by Indra. Brahma, 
Siva and the other gods. He is mother, 
father, children, relatives, — the 
attachment over all these, and the 
me ‘5| ne to fid these attachments 
too. He is the end and the means, 
an t e life. He is the resident of 

Arangama-Nagar. ( 2 ) 

^@1, u>tt iSeygpiui, 100*0*^, s>i_gt]ii>, 

<*^6, anraTQJ . 

* m& U3n ®©dr «%*, ^0 

«*"*«>*, 'b'uxruxw*^ uj^pui, 

£ t®"° CUITOTS1 '*®©li (IpfflflcBITft^u, &S U^ 1 , 

„ E5 ' 4 © 6W, g^trsir, 

nHKJTsmo ^Ud, ^isarju, 

LmMjbg>fTGn7 - 

rSM^s. ion tr,** aUD^nCor. 

When the wide Earth, the mountains, 
Tjrri' 3nd the sk >' fHl to the 
wer ° 3nd th e four Vedas 

appeared 811 ? darkness - the lord 
world aS a , SWan and brightened the 
t he V rd^hH 810 the 8 °ds and seers 
resid! r\° nCCa8ain - H e is the 

dent of Arangama-Nagar. (3) 


^aCl^nQ.i R - 

C . - * dJlraurfhl ^SM3J- 

r li ' £ '™* ***&PlX 

■“^uj eSlaiirnj, ,rirf 

1 ' a, (it-lTi, 

-*«U(2,u) <*„£ * Ldr xi . 

ju.r.H-V. “ ! - L -' 3r alcsnaOu. 
a sns n n( * ^ 

C=* W>:fiO <9j L CO 

the bX‘ bt b ' 8 Serpent V asuki over 

chuSr 0 ta,nMan ^ a ’ ,hei ° rd 

arms. Th* l ' ean W!l h a thousand 
roared t j <JCean ° Pent d lts mouth and 
’ tHeWav « splashed skv-high. 
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The heavens, the Sun, the Moon, the 
gods and the celestials, all witnessed 
the wonder spell-bound. He is the 
resident of Arangama- Nagar. (4) 

a_LueaiT, gjrrGJTGair i£lGne3T'3g,reu? 

©grarfliusSr gjeoi «(£> y,«f> T 
Ouraijgj Qcuuj *0^1 Qumcmccr'Cv' iSlcraj^j 
Quiupa^ii) 

acraT flirrsfr cTuSl®rrij if Qcv6iT641 

tDO €®GUfSrS»«0 

^Siessr s_rr)® ftcarsO etiyjjiigjgjl 

^fstnuCsTr ^ssTfresr - 

t^tjrbja LDft rr,0,it ^lOfrjjajrrGeirT. 

The radiant ornamented chest of 
Hiranva with hot blood spilling out 
everywhere looked like a golden 
'fountain with red streams, as the 
fierce red eyed man-lion stalked in like 
a silver mountain and slew the demon. 
The Asuras thought, “How can we 
escape!". Thus did the lord come as 
^arasimha. He is the resident of 
Arangama-Nagar. (5) 

^&rtr )ld 0g,rf5><5>G7unrruj 

•^M’- • jjrrr cn^lco ft not \ a g,n<pi 

^ g.)CT<fluj, '£u i C \j LQ^lj -••'tvft. 

'• 

s%u9^, O, a .r.-y. ^,0fjn 

<&ip}$|t6lcU r 7-M H • - -) 

’%^»OlbAc r #h(lsA j - • dc 1 ^ Allib'Sj«ITlfTgjT 

if,rr t gninrnh,0,nGaT. 

1 he warrior king Karttavirya 
Trjuna, with arms like a thousand 
Peaks, (ell to the sharp axe of the lord 
arasurama; his thousand arms were 
' ' Jt ’ and he went skyward. The lord 
1 le n. praised by the celestials " iili the 
^hant of a thousand names, went to 
,s a 1 Hide in Milk Ocean, to recline 
n his thousand-hooded snake. He is 
le resident of Arangama-Nagar.(b) 


&rfl 0ipcu <EhG3fl Qjmij^ ^0<^l<«r)esnj iSlifygig, 
QftfT0C<r>lfluS)63T &Ql cfjlGi51<£F 

^cunij0 uvsrjf) GumqCtaujgu 

GUf^J53 ")fh LJfTtptJ tJ 1 Jf<^ CTfeOj!(Sfijf ) } 
Sl/ifl icUCTHjTTuj, Oijib gfjgjbgdj 

ldi$ <£Fii_cO QrTjf§lui_, iDCDCuiufreO, 
^rfl^euib US3ijflQftfTOTT0 ^GiDCO Al_6U 

^gr inff, ifirr f^&iT ^iiDirfH^frOcTT. 

The wicked looking Rakshasa, unexcelled 
in his tyranny, separated the curl-tressed 
coral-lipped lady Sita from her lord. 
With the intent of destroying Lanka 
the lord subdued the ocean with this 
terrible bow and built a bridge over it with 
rocks. He entered the city' with an army 
of monkeys and felled the ten crowned 
heads of the mighty Ravana. He is the 
resident of Arangama-Nagar. (7) 

gtfrr iffi e-Mjtij, , 5p»0#>fTGU 

g> CT)l Ui GgjfT 6p>0€UdT ^UJ. SS-GU^cb 
0lP tflfTGL' lurTOTGir5,|^UJITQ5,(5^?gilt^ c,jn i ,Cir) ^' 
•DGVftJSj, <^£3T£}J 

uinfklujjrcu ufTiT0,^gy5>0 

UAGL'GMGTT Q^>L U UihOiU, 

JJfTGU , 

ld Gin rrcTT - 

^nrijeh tort r^c^rr ^jiDaiTs^rrCG^T. 

The lord of discus is the indweller of the 
single-wheel-chariot Sun-god and 
receiver of the offerings made at the fire 
altar. He wielded his discus to save the 
elephant in distress. He rained fire-arrows 
over Lanka city. He favoured the 
righteous Arjuna in the great Bharata 
war by masking the Sun with his discus, 
making day appear like night. He is 
the resident of Arangama-Nagar. (8) 

Ci itiSlcrnTfr (y>er»Gu amarai tSl gttcstctt j^u.. 

«0Arrf(i 

Ou0 rpGujl :■ tSllbn-i«9> 

•i iTiufiSr (^i£j , .nrrcv* rz>t,uJ, 

Gif flT(TIT>^tl , 

, LDItj. Gl'fTGiFGltlT 


k. 
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CsuiCT .Sjyu, ^ 

^ CT ‘ %IU ’ ' 5HHT S> (S*!Dib ^ org, 

af-r-ia ^ ail0 ^ fil ^ 5S " C!T ' 

£s t th O Chil ? WhoSUcked ^eogres s ^ 

waters"fh° n h f ‘ § M in tlle delu °e 
once eab n H r e 0U ^ t0U u theUniver “ e 

§ifig§ 

thC re$ldent °f ArangamaSag ar H (9) $ 

MCTTC ° «**• 

IBfT LO fT|— UifiicT) ftlIJI y 
inrrcfT f® • ~ S>®f*QJ6U6Sr. 

U t^ ufpft,co JST 

ujprfW ujb()) ^ Sj0unGg ^ 

iillpSS 

K “‘« ,h„ =1 

g L™ S j W j h SWa " pairs that nestle in 
the placid waters. Those who m 

ge old Karmic miseries. ( 1 ^ 

5-8 On Tiruvarangam (5) 

Elai Sencunati \ Adi 

® ' U1 ® a s* *,,6* 

“""tf >»• C».*« a * <£**■■ 

E U ' ,<1 ' CTil<,, "*w S 0 & 9 ***; JL, 


C«,rrjfOT ig ciraia(S) ^(ii(S) epifil ctoth) 
C^oirjjAcn suijjgj ^i^CujgSi ujcsigi^J 

QurnflsO ^icmnC®^ 

"Woe-begotten most 

lowly born servant”, - 
not addressing the 

boatman Guha thus, 
Fawn-like tender-eyed 

Sita beside you, 
>ou made your most devoted 

brother his too. 
Come my dear Brother, 

friend to me always”, 
these words come to my 

heart and thev haunt me 

Ocean-hued Lord, I’ve 

come to your lotus feet. 
Lord surrounded by 

groves in Arangam! (1) 

Sun ® U)IT iDftOT, ujiraftLii), sfilcuiig), 
u> ®® 1 S?" en S errargj s^ifl j^lsnsu, 2_a;b#il • 
* <£*4>Qii> *L.s61giiix> Qui(njft« 

” ol ^2> as fi*gDa>0 gisucriGu anaiinongj 

freirpj 

rT ^ 1 €i»frujcy>iouSt€3TnOujn^tib s_l Ctsr 
<K3Tucjl rr.nc!T STOTH7) SJ>«33T Gl_lir(rt>^ 
crGjrs,(£)j> 

’Sty&eu UsueSnQu, G-sirgu ^gOTisrc 1 

' = * snTl Ourn£){(, ^nx>innCe3^ 

Son of wind, just a 

monkey and animal”, 
not addressing the 

different Hanuman, you 
Gave your love that was 

more than the ocean. 
sa\ ing that nothing could 

repay him for service. 

M ay your pure lotus- 

feet be my refuge. 
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■nay I too stand by and 

always enjoy you. 
Ocean-hued Lord, I’ve 

come to your lotus feet, 
O Lord surrounded by 

groves in Arangam! (2) 

*** CtaacTT t^ii) Oufufleu Oumucn* 

5)fUD6TniJ GilUJ CgUI^LD 
(IPltMUlb GUGu^GTTTli). GjOlT Qjg 61 Qpg>«nGU 

u n>£) ? 0>fbp r^&i} *0631 f0^63TUU, 

GUfTlij <AJ <£)fa3T 2_uS1lT iDGU 
^AfTCWTL- «$T)(T)l£> 6p)G5Tp 2_€33 t(^. 2_GTT^ 

2_G3T 

^'q.U.lCoTgjjii Glj j,gjJ . S* 14 @«T>GnjT 

^GT)>_ff)G5>G5T - 

■SHOTjf) Qurri^GO £l(n}6Uljri)&§)£}) 

^ li) ID itC G3T! 

I* 1 the beautiful 

fragrant flower-tank, 

stood an aged 

elephant with lotus 
Caught in jaws of a 

crocodile terrible 
loudly bellowing for 

help from the Quarters. 
How you came and you 

wielded your discus, 

slicing open the 

mouth of the tyrant! 
Ocean-hued Lord. I’ve 

come to your lotus feet, 

° Lord surrounded by 

groves in Arangam! (3) 

Gsirna.^ sgir Os»<i> rflcn 

ai itg., igicnsi mem ckji, ■‘HJ6OT 
Qfl.fTsjijT),,!, ri^ar ^mi> &>GT>rr)U 

< ^ IOr " 9><hOj\h 

^rSrijgj, 


Qcuib G.5 fTCU (707(15, GTT (7,U>€37 £,IDJT 5>ULUJ<T 
Q*tnq.uj Qaiijsucs? Q-.cr; ^s,tb(5) ^jiaCiuGir 
5 ^ 10^1 Gujjgll &GS1 ^414 @Sffl«S3T 

<^4 637 t_ *£, G g> 637 

^4«rafl CIuitl^Igu 

<S4lblD!tC(3T ! 

Then the posionous 

serpent called Sumuka, 
fearing wrath of the 

merciless Garuda, 
Came to you with a 

prayer for safety, 
when you gave him to 

Garuda for safe keep. 
O the foul-mouthed 

agents of Yama-god 

mercilessly will 

take me, I fear them. 
Ocean-hued Lord, I’ve 

come to your lotus feet, 
O Lord surrounded by 

groves in Arangam! (4) 

iDrrft, ion rQcvnb (tp^jQjgjjib cuibgiJ 

i §)anfD(€T,<9.tb 

iDCUli ^lq 5>G53Tl_ LD(T iDGiHCQU-lrTGTTGCFT 
C§»rr 6 y>dF> ID IT LDuSlcC’ <5^ G3TG3TGU it ^G3TUlb 

^rnrfjlcuiTGniDuSlcO, c^g>g< ^^0 

G- ifTftlb £ GTlil^lu l9ggTg)ub £)U> L @G33l_<iG<fb 

Cun^jjGUfTUJ GTGSTTT) OuiTG3T ^^iTjGtT GTC3W>(<^lb 
C£U G73TLD C.'TGSTrTJJ ^ I 4 g^GDGm 

^G5il_5)C<2)G3T - 

^ Graft Qljtt^gu 

^ididitGop ! 

O, The lord to whom 

all offer worship, 
you did grace to one 

Govinda Swami, 
“Peacock-hke the sweet 

dames offer pleasure, 
you have no knowledge 

of this life-aspect. 
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Go now to the world, 

, once again live there, 

then return to me 

after you’re satisfied” 

Ocean-hued Lord, I’ve 

come to your lotus feet, 
u Lord surrounded by 

groves in Arangam! (5) 

jbnhiMBB ^ 0u!b!D 

CW 

•**1 

^ •*»*«* 

Cu " ^ " raiA ®' b 
® gang 

„ _(, _ < S (e31l -!bC2 ) raT - 

*"" fl *>O*U0A« 4ftl 

. «S#lhusirCarr ! 

Then in yore the most 

learned Rishi begot 
Markandeya whom 8 

P . Yama had a claim on 

rearing whom the child 

Prayed to your lotus feet 
when you gave him Abhayam 

and then rescued him. 

1 ,len y°u gave him the 

feet abidingly ° f >">"'o tus - 

n , JT s ° u ght by the seeker. 
Ucean-hued Lord, I’ve 

OL„ r a, ur “” t ? b 7 rl »“'«. 

groves in Arangam! (6) 

** *-^0 * 

AflglOJ crcj, «>•* Mac0 4 

Jf ® “ an<: *«inOT 

^ 4 w* <^ C *> ^ 


vP^fTgjj CUfTaJCnL0L6)cjTfT6aT, 

CcifCWU^UJ 

<^)C5r>fT) (ipiq.^gj ^suorr 

Cl &> *2>j5> 

^asuiTtu, cujgg, ^ 

<£l«ini_ij,Cg,6jr - 

^ibujrrGffjr ! 

Then in yore you did 

,, , go to the learned 

vedic seer for your 

W /u , schooling and training- 

When the seer said he 

wanted his only son 
come to life from his 

v i- , h>ng-drowned-in-sea-abode, 
You did go to the 

l * ,. sea in the West and 

oring his son as he 

n, , was, and returned him- 

Ucean-hued Lord, I’ve 

fit j come to your lotus feet, 

u Tord surrounded by 

groves in Arangam! (7) 

«*•«* «©«*, 

svem: crsji@jcnL.ui too** 1 *® 

aOJ "***&» ft , TeOTITei ,; 

«?n CWwsn® 

u>ri)rpi ,@ffuiT ctGftty 

** a '*& *.* an* ®L<«r 

-*«B ClumSl* * 

~ ^LbiDrrC^ 1 

°nce a learned one 

nmn . ' n the Vedas four 

came to you with his 

“W/u I . . w ‘k and lamented, 
V hen she delivers her 

dicai-,r, i c b^d after child, they 
disappear through the most 

foul play of Ogress. 
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You did take him to 

far in the yonder, 
then you gave him the 

sons as they were before. 
Ocean-hued Lord, I’ve 

come to your lotus feet, 
O Lord surrounded by 

groves in Arangam! (8) 

igcTT ^ipi^ -SjI b 

rrf!raTOT>i_ uDcjrOTTCUGjr 

6^ GfJ 2} (<9~) 

a^GTTii Q^rtun 

5>0 fbaLpffD* 2_'- SSTig/^ULI, 

CUCTIlo O^riGTT ID0QI j 

Qvujg, ^h, rpj ^taCiuQT ^rSl'bgjj. £_6uff>^ 

fSKCTTrr^ Qun’ej'^t^Cuj ^fCiTH—fTy^l SL-lLJ^C^FjOT 7 - 
rr^«mfl QurTl^GO 

<-?» LDIIUtCotT ! 

^nce a king among 
crowned kings of South-zone, — 
Tondai Mannavan 

strong and powerful, 
Pound your grace in 

abundant measure given to, 
w hen you did divulge the 

eight-letter Mantra. 
P‘fe in his kingdom 

bore merit and he 
s Pent his time in more 

meaningful pursuits, 
^cean-hued lord, I’ve 

come to your lotus feet, 
^ Lord surrounded by 

groves in Arangam! (9) 

'“"c uuTcrtltB-a, ^l(n,u)(iia>a 

'-DCUTtJjTcji f 6e>63T63TCUIT Oj^DthG^GK CklJGUgyjlD 
ciicv.u^j63t, 

Q t ,n^iov, ^ihionftinoTn, 

-> QgjfTCb u|0>cp .J^i^l QlC06Uncn€8T, 
^ibc^^cnu, Qrb0«n ncffrcTu 
' ^ ' '2>&\ £$GS>eu ir(^1ti»lc^T, Og>rrc3Rmx?iT 1 
ljrr ‘ g>ubii>)Gir>»_u imcuii' r^cCscvuTOsu. 


Balconied-mansions- 

all-over-Mangai’s 

King and valiant 

warrior, protector, 

Adalma-riding 

Kalikanri horseback 

sang on lord of 

Tiruvarangattan, — 
Wielder of golden 

discus radiant, 

ancient lord and the 

master of Universe. 
Sing this ten-songs- 

garland, O, Devotees! 
Karmic misery will 

never set on you again. (10) 

5.9 OnTirupper 

Kaiyil | Punnagavarali | 
Misra Cbapit 

^gsuri(g) ariia-sit, (ipiflco 

OufTlU ^gC0«3T CIlGILIUJOTT &,<& gjlTCn 

^CDucnGrrcu 

0<IHU C^GUIT d>U)GUli> 6g>nij(£F) 0<£Frfj) QurTlPcU 
Og>G3T ^l0uGt_lli 

cm i c^cj^v^rnujrrriT jbrTtoti) uffdjl, 

£B>rrcan sl_il> 5>3, ^.Crp! 

The dark cloud-hued lord, wielder of 
the beautiful conch and discus, is no 
falsity but real. He accepts those who 
seek his refuge and makes them his 
devotees. Amid the lotus-filled tanks 
and groves of Ten-Tirtipper, he 
reclines on a hooded serpent. How 
easily have I attained him through 
chanting his names! (1) 

Sbrs/a»tr ^i,ft Ai_cCa>tST cr^o,, inancuiuib, 
61jn63Ta>(JpLb , ID (f) rr)| lb, 
&>GS3 T IDfl ^'TGVlO CTCUGV-fTlb ,-^l^ip^i 

Cl 5 11153 ) 2 -lfilip{b 5 ) CTlisClD^, 
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um (yxfld Q a;5 , 

QgjOTT ^)(rTjuCuCT 
CTniftch LDfrcu ^cnrDQjcsr ^nuuh 6J2>$ , 
r^rrOTT SL-Ujijjgj ^C®’ 

The lord who swallowed the seven 
oceans, the hills, the sky, the Earth 
and all else, then brought them out 
again, is my father. He resides amid 
mansions that touch the moon, in 
fragrant bowered Tcn-Tirmper. How 
easily have I attained him through 
chanting his names! (2) 

«p>0svsr >ot s_5>$u l^Gid&i «j>iii0Gfil3,g|, 

aOTrrarrrai 

^MTjGueme^Ttf siTud) , s_(bufr ^ysn 

GTCTTfry 6Gllll_rT«n. 

Qu((Tj ffucmrj ID^tGTIACn 0,1^00, Clu0 0,0,1i 
c^ffinojrCvficu 

*0 oid".ri QjorairajTGit CI^gSt Cun 0,0$, 
!bndn s> ui^g, Sf\,C<o' 

The lord created one, Brahma, on his 
navel lotus and appointed another, Siva, 
as the king of celestials, after relieving 
him of his curse by filling his skull-bowl 
with the sap of his heart. He resides 
in Ten-Tirupper, surrounded by 
mansioned walls, reclining on serpent 
bed. How easily have I attained him 
through chanting his names! (3) 

aetcit g^argi cj£$, st_a>0 

crcufiifi u_jib 

ITG3T ,Sf\ If) IT 0fTuth <£«fj).fhfTUJ CTC5TCI5T, 
i jCinoTtCv; 

Cg>CT» ,-^iiXan *<JvirrjjjlcOfljGn (<£&., t£ £>£*■. Qdfr^i 

suujcu Q$,<?fr fl(ff)uCi in 
OirrffjTGwn 3 > 6 jncu 6 u 67 T ® ft nub OifTt£>£>@>). 

JTjITCST a_UUfL5) e^G®! 

The god Siva, with a skull for a begging 
bowl, came seeking redemption. The 
lord filled his skull-bowl with the sap 
of his heart and freed him from the 


curse. He resides amid nectared 
groves and fertile fields in Ten- 
Ttrupper. How easily have ! attained 
* m dirough chanting his names!(4) 

C.lftAJOT cuniu, yi*. ^eraTu ^nujCor! 

(TTOTTrrjj ch rrG gth fT n 

‘-l^>(g) r^fJCWT 5>fb£F>(2)OTniij CT 6 iTC 3 T, OufTCtfT 
££a££rTCin «nn , 

S*_*rb2> 

oa./his CWsuar ClaratCung, a.OT.cueusjt 
0)fT6TT 2i_aj{bGg)C63T- 

Gods in hordes came and worshipped 
the lord saying, “O Wonder lord who 
npped apart the jaws of Vakradanta! 

Protect us!”. The lord then came as a 
man-lion gaping wide, and tore apart 
Hiranya’s chest with his claws. He 
is the adorable discus-wielder, resident 
, Ten-T.rupper. How easily have 
1 attained him through chanting 
nis names! ^ 

j-'fcQjrrcO ftL. 6 ^ ^oni_^g,j €^cnr^jdPcir'ip 

OufT(lljil 0 ( GfilcuC'.ifTcO 
Aliena, urn @wlJDSUtil 

<§,‘01 igjj i_|ujii> 

^ £l«,n*n rbrT63TLDc.D(r) <ajCvjcufTiT<s> 6 TT 

ih Ga>u Q} 

«iurjij>f 3 g, ^G®! 

Making a bridge over the ocean with 
rocks, the lord entered I.anka city to 
redeem the ,ewelled Sita. and severed 
the ten heads, and twenty arms of the 
Kakshasa. He resides where Vedic 
seers chant the Vedas adeptly, hearing 
which fish in the watered groves dance 
enchanted. How easily have I attained 
him through chanting his names!(6) 
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GIguotjiQ g,fT63T ^(LpgSlQgU-HXJ , Clcil(2)C53T ^), 
ID&&I SQU0& G£SS\ 

Acrarcjaf) ^ri ^uSlffjfDrrcO £>lLl_, 

QcuilQL.carnjj t @(5fb5> n ' c 3T- 
$afsr ctjt con iD^Icn^Gn ^ip*b 5 > QjZ*^ 

^I^TT)UGu(r»j€TT GlOfl^li) 
^c^rrcrjTggrrf^ f^motb f^rr^ib curruj 

2_tufjbg> <^4,CfD? 

The lord appeared as Krishna, ate butter 
and incurred the wrath of his mother, 
w ho took the churning rope and bound 
him to a mortar. He resides amid strong- 
w alled Ten-Tirupper, he is our ocean- 
hued lord. How easily have I attained 
him through chanting his names! (7) 

QoffC3T ^IT 2_£\J<9>lb CJ(Lgli) 

^OJUUlTiq <g>67T gr) )Cn 
°^-3>nib»4 ^CTTfTlT tSIfiSTfc'JlCST C^fTCULD 

<5^1 05><D(2) 6701 Ofl>fT687fr)fT6jT, 
Qunsar €ns>dT ^ip/b<2> Ogjtffr 

^1(d>)LjCu^f>)6TT CjLDQ-|LD 

CTLOiSlijrtfjT r^fTOJLD f^niC^iD ej6j& 1, fbtrcjr 

£?_ajibS ^Crp 1 

1° an open contest made known to 
the world, the lord subdued seven bulls 
at td killed them, for the sake of the 
slender Dame Nappinnai. He resides 
*n Ten-Tirupper, where mansions are 
covered with gold. How easily have 
1 attained him through chanting 
h*s names! (8) 

sucna, Csugiti), ggjhft 1 Csusfrefil.^MjjD 
^ r£j & ib cucOcujtit, 

tficncu sjtnantiurflc^ Ska, Ccu^Pluit, AfTCUib 

^ ACTT SJJUICV.1 4$ (IT) L/C I in>9 S>GOTT 

^ u>nGcun0Lb (njiTipciin^ 

60 Lnn JlfHGTtg, ^cifl CTG37 

41fb«Dg)UJfTC<Hn. 

Those adept in the four Vedas, the 
* v ^aerifies and the six Angas, praise 
-p k l°rd constantlv. He resides in Ten 
lr Upper where the Vedic seers better 


than even gods reside with excellent 
penance amid Sel-fish-dancing fields. 
How easily have I attained him 
through chanting his names! (9) 

GUOT3T0 ^CTVD QufnfilcO $0uCulT GUlfl 

<^5Gljc=MGDGroTuSlG\J jj 6TT GtTI 

Q5>r£33T^ 2_QfFT)^1 (sifTfT) LD(TCsDC\J^ji 

ID^Ictt IDfTl— ID nil (ZD&ig) 
£lfT)GU Cg>fT 6 n «9 >q9u_ICTT Q<5(CTjQ<£FfT€VmCVJ 
O LDfTL^I Lorrcncu 

ClAn6WT0 uniQ. <S*3.0giJlT 

f^Gff cfitatbClJ* 

This garland of Tamil songs by tall 
mansioned Mangai king Kaliyan is in 
praise of the lord of Ten-Tirupper 
reclining on a freckled serpent 
surrounded by bee-humming groves. 
Those who can sing and dance to it 
will reach high heaven. (10) 

5.10 On Nandipura Vinnagaram 
Titaru | Anandabhairavi | Tisrarn 

cN 2 )J j 9 cu^Clg>(T( 5 l, (TTrfl. 0 ,rTG\S!OGPIT 0 , 

!§n t 6fi)flribL|ir> ^emeu 

lOfta* Alp >JH.-3T4>^lQcJffT0 S2_IT»4>5sQLrr-(h1 
Qu(rr>ioiT65T, 

2»'nij Cten) ^>u9it e_c«n0 (^i ib 

2 >i u> mien ft, &,Gtr>!h CtfiT 
fbff&dT sa_6ijtrrt<jQi ) '3TiT> t*>a>n jbib&MU 
ts61sOTT633iAfTlb iDfiifTGfr)! 

Sanctified Earth and the 
Fire and the Waters and 
Air and the Sky above, — 
all these are he, 

Perfectlv blending a 
consciousness with life and 

three states of waking and 
sleeping and dream. 
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Fearing her anger he 
stole the butter and the 
curds in pots his mother 
patiently made. 

Bow to the lord of the 
Nagar-Nandipura 
Vinnagaram our 
destination. (jj 

Guana £-63810, Qcjitejt CloujiiSIsti; 
2 _S 0 (g) sjijgii) 6f>j£t . mnenu> (iprar r^nsi, 
QujujuSIot .^snCai Oaiuuj cucu 

"giurai ^iQjsjr CiDcuii) j)df>r grrejt 
eniouj ojrfl 6U6*T0 togj &_sAr0, 
iOencirCiuirQ ujbjit dOcinui ^acwCujcu 
caifbcucniij Qurn^tcO 

rr^ji idcstCus! 

He took the seven worlds 
seven oceans and the 
seven mountains in his 
great belly. 

He then remade the world, 
from out of all these in 
age after age through the 
great deluge. 

He resides in the groves 
where the hum of bees and 
fragrance of flowers do 
mingle in one. 

Bow to the lord of the 
Nagar-Nandipura 
Vinnagaram our 

destination. (2) 

a., ifc.. iii a> .oj(£) cjiif/ 0>« ^ |DCTlCv) 

" ujrrciDU) JjrrciT, 

2 ,th Qi cun'ilfQi -flMcncuib *M ofor(7 ), 
{b< ififtfrom, Caii, 

-.iiJji.I locun^lc.'TTfO Qunijjico tinuib ClurrcsT 

cixrf, gjjijjiSl t.ncwfi ththHeyci) cuujcO r^jb. 
n. itfir D..<^i/r)AUnTff> 5 >(b^>U |fj 
di'w’incTOT«,ijib - it-)graT ffTfy ) f iDsatGu)! 


Hordes of Asuras came 
warring against with their 
teeth and their huge bodies 
shining like orbs, 
kike a mere fistful of 
nutshell he broke them and 
threw them away to the 
scattering winds! 

Peacocks and cuckoos and 
nectar-dripping flowers, 
bees over Mango trees 
touching the clouds, — 

Bow to the lord of the 
Nagar-Nandipura 
Vinnagaram out- 
destination. (3) 

i-SlontriuSIffln gicrfl CTuSlipj fyajih, (yjnjiifi, 
Ourt(rt-,g,jii> ctsjt cuj>S> SAaon 

paen ,^ar>«u Oi^rrjj Clrfjrrjj G-rir, Gliai rfjlu.' 
^curS cruuSltpi ^lyscu, Glu^i-oncii 1 

Qftnsn LO'iSlco f^jtiSlsu uuSIcu, ir.C'JiTAtffr 
a~a, (iprjcu, irtir C)ri,0 iBrt 

(bW'pQau'j Clun^lsSj iDemip £,GU[Hjth M n 

cfilOTT'OTftnih . ijcinncj^i mcrCic! 
Crushing the bodies of 
hefty giant-sized 
warring-white-teeth-faced 
Asuras, 

He makes them flee without 
rest or relief from him, 
holding their big bellies 
burning with bruise. 

Peacocks and cockoos and 
flighty bumble bees arc- 
singing and dancing on 
tall mango trees. 

Bow to the lord of the 
Nagar-Nandipura 
Vinnagaram our 
destination. (4) 
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QP<TTT GTlf 1 oTLU^l, c^LDfT 

Clwujgj.i, cttot gu 155, &i&rja 

gjfnsTT?ib Qpi£vCujrT{J) Qum4 
QrTjftiq £>ub ^cnc^ ctuj^iPCTT, 
<^urr l «TT, L i > Qjrf) (jglcy^jLD Gucrxnr ^v^l, thong, 
^CDGIJ c^LD CiP<5> 22_CT>l_UJfTC7r 

ibfT(GTT 7 ub 2_OT>ff)<!^GjTfr> £,£,,£) L_| (7 

cfil6TiTTffrjTa,rjLb - iTjGyyrOT^i i dcttOlo^ 

Came ro the war again 
raging like fire and smoke 
clannish Asuras with 
flashing teeth, 

He bore a conch and a 
discus that shone with the 
light of a thousand one 
blazing suns, 

Mace and a dagger and 
how and arrow that did 
cut the Asuras to 
pieces and mince. 

Bow to the lord of the 
Nagar-Nandipura 
Vinnagaram our 

destination. (5) 

SUHSOuiaQi 2> n u> fi>a> giiGnaratsSl 

gijOTicrar ^1,0,, (JpffliT j^neft. 

'“IcuunSI erif) ihnarfhw e_cu itci.( ii> (jHSint 
S>mb ^(rflgii Gioegii £>aiT g,nd i 

Ciantsnn^) (ajuSlct, <sn.su, iduSIsu 
eiiflcii J>t,n q/DO| Coir 
a_«5ip<QsiT,o 2 ,<mt 
^•crarswiajoib - ajsirai^jj lootCio 1 

^ hen in the yore the prince who 
talked through the blazing forest 
w *th his wife and younger brother 
sweetly resides here, where cockoos 
°P and sing on tree tops, and 
Peacocks dane e to their tunes in bright 
■’’id beautiful groves. Bow to the lord 
'he Nagar-Nandipura Vinnagaram, 
° Ur destination. (6) 


0yCh)GD&i LOOT!ID Sl—jjgj) gjjUjn ( ^06TT 

cur&g, cfilrrjGu ld^cidgu 

cti trroTgj eSmngn &>&&, iocuit 
OftrrsjirT^ O^mp rfjlGSTrr) ijj&rr ^Ktcst 
&%)£> Gpcns io«nip snip ^rnr 

iXMi 51 cO« 5 >err Ourn|jlcu ^ip 

usraflCltfJiu^ rt,&>n 

ijfjlUdoltOUl5,rjID ■ fT-i idcutCu)! 

The lord who was born in the darkness 
of the dungeon to rid his father’s agony 
and grew as Nandagopala’s son, is 
worshipped by gods as their father, with 
fresh flowers everyday in Nandipura 
Vinnagaram, where the distant beat of 
the festival drum sounds like gathering 
monsoon clouds and peacocks begin to 
dance in the surrounding groves. The 
king Nandivarman offers worship 
here. (7) 

•jTcwrcraflGb rQcinGTTGij gtiu^I ^cufl giGvj^ncu 
@cmn) ctcttitii (jpsafl - ujrTGTrrr $0 
uswrcjaflcru inoSl ^j 5 ,Quifr 0 uniq <^<ai(T 
^L.QcAlftQ <5*n_L_ , CTt^GU ^IT 
LDcrarfirailcO ^gjiGuncvj rb&n gcuanGO cnenrr 
<JU(TfflJT«JlTA<nT j2)fTlb LDCU«T0><riT 
(TjCUTKOTf I 6iT) J£l ifQ €3TrT) ff)0>(T J£>2>^LJ(T 

<>6)(jijiffiiooi(5 >t ib - fhtDeinCoin! 

Bards praise, “You cannot think of a 
better god", and sing and dance 
beautiful Pann based songs, while gods 
praise, “You cannot find a better city”, 
and offer flowers with worship. Bow 
to the lord of the Nagar-Nandipura 
Vinnagaram, our destination. (8) 

iAJrtllA UJClffl CIijGTTCUID ^g,, mf| 

J^niaib ^ifWiT, ^suoTgj jpena., 

ujrm; atMrffliiPGuJGti, 
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eludes MU 

%Jii g.trfl sniijjih ^.tiiftirco, 

a-snffluju) s^mu 

rflanTtroagu) - uiotClo! 

When the flood of deluge waters 
rise and touch the sky, those who 
carq. the lord’s will on their heads 

will come to no harm, know this O 

Heart! Our lord resides amid waters 
That spill gems which make day out 
night, by their radiance. Bow to 
ihe lord of the Nagar-Nandipura 
innagaram, our destination. ( 9 ) 


Jb " !D Q.U, Clumfl* ^ SSU(i8li 

*~ an ® CW ^ •&?. *fcwb «««, 
' SHUJ «r>s> a_on u ujnenem g,erf) G sl r 


*" ‘ usn © IJ) ojsuoj aoSlojcj, 

■@ e!no ’ SS&Kb ffiiau. 

a.T0cfil« nrala ,d I 

This garland of ten songs, [ 
sharp spear-wielder Kaliyan ext 
the lord of discus and conch residi, 
amid the fragrant groves , 
andipura Vinnagaram. Devote 
who master it will be freed 
terrible Karmas. Mn 


61 On Tiruvinnagar ( 1 ) 
Vandunum | Temmangu 

a-@M ^ 

IJ<araTWlL - *>* ctcst^j 

c£d U* Cun CD 


ClacicijiL_(ijii) usrafluj ^lssrnjj 

<Sisrau_CliBrT0l ^i_ld 

^ CTT IT> Oy QJ C ! 

—rjuj| 2_GiDOTT<5j <S>fT6OTTUgjJ ££>(T 

CTOTT<5,(£j ^(^j(CITj^1GuJ6VJ » 

Caj6raiCi_sS,, iocr,OTsutTy)s,isn*amu • 

e61 GTOTfOTT^(7 GlDUJffuGffJT- 

Bee-humming fresh flower 

garland in hand, 
Gods and devotees do 

offer worship, 
Seeking their freedom from 

Karmic misery. 

Lord, who in yore came to 

measure the Earth! 
O Lord! If you grace me the 

grace of your holy presence, 

I seek to be freed of the 
Birth in this world, Vinnagar! (D 

ca*lGJ3T£ij^6VJ OtflLlgj) f ^CiDCU ff>|_6U ^hCTU- j)^ 1 ' 

sfiWojlSUli ^((Lpgj SL 0mi SU^ 

Ql "*’ "SKIP*) a-«*n_ cut Cl.J t rt>iDnC«ar! 
cMjiOTTi^ituj! axemans, ancmr ugj ffgii , 51 ( 5 *" 

p6U65otGl_ 6»T | UlCTJCiJTGUnip^Cin^c^uJ * 

CTTtfT CTRSI ffy (T C UD U.i 6U G * 

Gracing you came to the 

churn of the ocean. 
Gave the blue poisonous 

drink to Siva, 

Gave the ambrosia to 

gods and you retained 

Lady Ambrosia to 

wed in your arms- 
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O Lord! If you grace me the 

grace of your holy presence, 
I seek to be freed of the 
birth in this world, Vinnagar! (2) 

(2)Lpcu f£)rr) ojtaSijTGtfjT! rry CtafTfiTOTi 

5>ipCO fQn) 61J637T637TOTT f>>GinJTGn5TmT <Tj«g,fJlb 

rbcufl inOTTGvj eflcnco GucmcnGij , 

.^rbj0, 

t^Lpctj fQrr) | ^©ITGuCott! 

<^t,673Ti_niu! 2i_«n<MjT5> 0>irsffimjg>] 6 £>it 

CTGH0J0 ^(Oj^^lGuJCU , 
( ^«uc^TGL_eyi, iDcnOTTffurTi^ijcnACDui - 

(jfilfiWTOTUTftrr CiDujqjGgjt! 

Dark as the dark hair with 

portion on frame 
Given to the fiery red 

glowing Siva, — 
Aiming his hot arrows 

over the three-city, 
burning the Eastern to 

ashes in yore! 

G Lord! If you grace me the 

grace of your holy presence, 

I seek to be freed of the 

birth in this world, Vinnagar! (3) 

QoiuSl«u rSlcueij 48 © 

s> — a_ u ^ln/h(tf5ii) a.iwQ ^(fr-j^n-cu. 

^jtpG^uSlirjT a_(rp > t,'SlGr>€iyi ^tu, 

<9>l_ G\> CDGTTfTfb^gLlGOT 1 ! 

r ^^ TlL n w! sl_G iDGiiTi'i) ainsinyiu^jj &p>ii 
^ CTgJlTA^ ^(^^^IGluCO, 

<S,Jq ^ T<B , . LD6?>63TtflJfTipdi>Ctn<5>6irJU.I - 

GhOujaiGOT 1 

^'' allowing the Earth and the 
j . Sun and the Moon, 

n ' n g and the non-living, 

all in a trice, you 


Came as an innocent 

child in the ocean, 
Floating on a fig leaf in 

yore in the past. 

O Lord! If you grace me the 

grace of your holy presence, 

I seek to be freed of the 

birth in this world, Vinnagar! (4) 

urnr , <£M_gvj gti^, idgfkai ct^ld 

<£rr a_€U0 cjil^ld CTtfuGvjrub 

c^Hj^T Cl<5>|l§ ClJuSl0^®^GAI <£)OTT(T)j, 

6p)rr 67{Lg&,gj epii 2L_(5 ^G^rciiGcuT! 

^gtjtl mu! e_ sncjT^i thniittrugii 6j?rr ^(^ctt 
ff7CTT5>(5 c^0|5Tj^Gu.JCU. 

G GlJ 6ifJ tG i G3T , ID <JTIT CfJ fTip& 6ID A6iT) UJ ~ 

GifiJT(9) fT GIDU.I G1JG(HP! 

Bearing in your belly the 

seven continents. 
Seven mighty oceans and 

seven mighty hills. 
Seven worlds ol beauty and 

all other things. 
You became the alpha of 

sound and the shapes. 

O Lord! It you grace me the 

grace ol your holy presence, 

I seek to be freed of the 

birth in this world, Vinnagar! (5) 

a,nn Gl 0 .(ig 0,i_ev"9,(Gn,ib, i 06 y>&V 0 >i£i>,ixi aayu, 

GTn £_ CU.T,(lpLD . 

Gunn,5i((.'n,in ^hSIgij itHc^icvuSlcrGai 

-Tit Q*(ip jiRwjTiDetnrr, 

^.erort uui 1 arrgainij^ it 

rTSJ13>(g, ^HT,(glI,^ICu-ll\l, 
t B fflJ&V5TCL 67T. L0fi<n(£JT(ajlTtjjaGr»<3,65nm 

GfilGflrtCTBTJTilT C UT UJ 6)J G ffffT! 
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You became the oceans and 

mountains again, 
Worlds in the world of 

creation above, 
You became the lotus-Lt-iti 

Brahma-creator, 
And the proper chants of the 

Vedas four. 


O Lord! If you grace me the 

grace of your holy presence, 

I seek to be freed of the 

birth in this world, Vinnagar! (6) 

S-0ft(g) S—iry 2>nj) Qrf,iu Q*naf5i0 ( 

.SljpeJlcu 

©0*0 ss^uSItersunuj, 

Qu0*aCluiii0 ^uogirastT 5,«o0ii 

^0a^lcsflej Jgejr .gens ^rarraiGrar 1 
^ciuTi_ffiij! 2_ra>rare, ancpSTu^i ejiir 

^0t€ffj^'.CuJGU, 

GsuajiGi-rai, u>sr>s3T<aiirij)5,an*65>uj - 

sJlsfsisssgafr GmuisuGis’! 

Lighting the fire-altar 

morning and evening, 
Vedic seers offer 

Ghee oblations. 
Chanting the Mantras of 

Vedas to gods, — 
You became the music of their 

Rig-Yajus-Sama. 

O Lord! If you grace me the 

grace of your holy presence, 
I seek to be freed of the 
birth in this world, Vinnagar! (7) 


thn/h w Osxjg; mu^^arr 0>Oww*,> jdi-i-O 

Csus>«r>w sfiloncn SHfri Q«u0«i4SCu ^,u-i 
gyj.o'Jraft, a-angd .Stm S n ‘W 

Guingii e S>s v " ^5>0 tytwo 
js^sjstumij! s_«iroia ftnonmjgj «?>fr *>(5^ 
CTOTs.(e) <®H2 >i©4>*Gujgo, 
CeuKratCu-cit iosm«ii«uffjJ>Ac»'s><s>uj • 

6filcSJTCTOtfl)n GlDUj6uG(S31: 


Pleasure that the lurid-dames 

offer to charm 

Is filled with much pain and the 

fear of my death. 
Therefore I came to you 

seeking your feet, 
Lord wearing fresh Tulasi 

wreath and a crown! 

O Lord! If you grace me the 

grace of your hoiv presence, 

I seek to be freed of the 

birth in this world, Vinnagar! (8) 

tf'V&SyjtO JTrarr^ gjjc'.ip&fiT& 

&!t£,cu VsiujfTg, z_in cjfOj 
@Sso Qsu'j arOTmen® < 3 ,^ 1 . *T 

^2,su ClcJ, (yj«i0 

2_cr,0T* anemugj p , 

CsurajiG^rat tocjissrsurripaGnaiana, . 

So3T€J3T£*» (T GtiJtiJCuGciTf- 

Life after death after 

life in between. 
Not loving these I have 

corne to your feet. 

Lord of the four Vedic 

chants and their truths 
You became the lord of the 

three major gods! 

O Lord! If you grace me the 

grace oi . u- n< iv presence, 
1 seek to be freed of the 
birth in this world, Vinnagar! (9) 

y, >00 ClL.mflo, 

atrium fi V* Q, BcilcST 

,O 0 ,j(t, OjCueunn 

o-mowti, frauav u^e^Cg. 
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These Tamil songs giving 

sweetness to heart, 
On fra grant groves all 

around Vinnagar town, 
By Kalikanri 

adorable poet, — 
Those who can master will 

see the holy feet. 

O Lord! If you grace me the 

grace of your holy presence, 

I seek to be freed of the 

birth in this world. Vinnagar! (10) 

6.2 On Tiruvinnagar 12) 
Poriitten | Mohanam | Misra Cbapti 


mindless state, I lost all, and fell into the 
trap of birth-death cycles, suffering pain 
and miseries. My Lord, with Sri on your 
chest! I have come to your feet. (2) 

LDfTCTT CJUJ CjbfT^^UJIT &,'S) CULlSlIT) 6, 
(2)if!uS)cu 

s2£H63T CJUJ fSQ&Gr.ch g>«TGr>C«JT 2_g,GD fT67U£) 
sa-cnniTn-.gjj 

aioCcr! ld<t rglcuCm! sufb^j cufbgjj, cr <ss\ 

C^Gim! (QdST ^C^L-f£)CgjC3T ~ 

CidujcuCgjt! 

O Lord residing in Tiruvinnagar! O 
Sky! O Earth! O Honey residing in my 
heart! Realising the futility of working 
for the pleasure oi fawn-cycd lurid 
dames, I have come to your feet. (3) 


^ UrTl £i<2>Gg,OTi O£*(0 «^gG; Oun^ctT 

^dTULD CT63T ( 15}aCTFT0U) 

«n , i)L-j6'J63T*CTT ,C3T r^uSlcir: 

feTJ^TuSlcU 

^SD^G^ott-, Qs&n)\b; &Gruzv 

5)l0«mD H>G3T5)£J 
£ , T-.fifi!IT ClDULJGDGcn! 

^ Lord residing in Tiruvinnagar! I 
k°re many insults, while feeding my 
Se nses with material goods and physical 
Pleasures. I took a vow to get rid of 
0Ve and hate, and purged my heart of 
l hese. Now I have come to you. (1) 

fi_C3TGT>ST' t ^jpgjTCmb: ’-D5r>»b5> 

i d$ fg)<sb U)carrs>£>r7c0 
-*- ) !bU^ ) 69T f CTgj^c^cgnqti,; ^^enrrffu. 

(2ji^uS1«0 

,£D ^Ga, epfiibG&Gsi: Clu0u>n<,-3T! 

^ # $0 iDnrrufT ! 

^!bC«3,<3T, (Qfjj f £H i qa,C0 t . fci3 ill uJiJTd) IT 

GlDUJtflfC&fT? 

C hord residing in Tiruvinnagar! I had 
r> 'gotten you then. In that forgotten 


tSlrf^fbGsj^j QujTJjD Ulitftt.'TT CluG3T37l4n 

JESUIT iSlffffT 2_£»€imgj 

i <5“ £7 oi I LD 

S^CTT €U fTCTT 2_ 

UTf^fbG5)671, g3l£>UCL)C5T<?5CTT ^gl_IT £tj; 

CTf^fTjgj) Gb£>&} 

liW5)ff)Gg,S3T r $GS T ^UjftGdh * $ 06$ CTJTtTJTT<9>IT 

GidujguCgst! 

O Lord residing in Tiruvinnagar! 
Realising that wives and children will 
be of no help in the world hereafter, I 
weaned myself away from them. With 
the dagger called grace that you gave 
me, I cut myself free from the tyranny 
of the senses and fell at your feet.(4) 

UffGTF <a3,G3T ^tfjrrnu^lh (£>ipCV-’fIfTff,GTT 

UCUCVJft«J3T0 < @fe'in0LJU . 
^ijojraiL.iTfT u?><ajuj(i) crcOcunJ) 

(ip«3T ^taijTL CLjGq. 
LDfTcaaTi-fTfT bTcarg^j «sb<b5> fT n; 

g,c7r€yi637 

UmiwrarGu *3T; rOdjr rS^criL. fTjC&OTi - 

^ ftfai Wot 31 IT GifJUH»uGc3T* 
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O Lord residing in Tiruvinnagar! With 
fragrant bee-humming nectar-coiffured 
dames singing their glory, they who had 
ruled the Earth once are now dead and 
gone. Alas! I have no desire for worldly life 
anymore. I have come to your feet" ( 5 ) 


ftWCW, St i Msusilfts * fficfinLtunEu 

£l«iuuj,£lcOCcuai; 

iDCucun. iDsusuib idcucuit utnen insb 

UXTU^n! uiojcvw aub gh U>$dl §* 

„ . @euiiicns, 

rfilcucorr'^sii - 

^©rflcraroijTftn GibujsuCot! 

O Lord residing in Tiruvinnagar! No 
more can I work for the uncultivated 

ways of my senses. O Strong wrestler 

who wrestled with the wrestlers! 
U Bow-wielder who destroyed 
the prosperous walled city of Lanka! 
1 have come to your feet. (£) 

Ceupn ' un ™ 

fDGJT.jjQ^rTffn, CT 5 >g,nuj! 

'^ 2)n Clsul “ <SmCiuar>e[F g ui 

a>(5$, 

«MDti 8 «iit oiaft, 

a_«Si ^MBnuibGarar . 

GioujoiGou ! 

O Lord residing in Tiruvinnagar 
My Lord! I beg of you, please do no 
get angry. The senses you gave t( 
reside in me are intent on sending m, 
to terrible hell. I cannot trust them, 
have come to your feet. ( 7 ) 

& omi eueii sfiloncnumir a_, * 

^!D*t>fl>6TmGl JITGU, 
Gmsun Qcuib tbaa&a, ®i_ 

fifilcngijjg,, cug,aftrr; 
npsiirt suncnaift S u> wa «b am i in £, r; anc 

r 1 r, . 'S'©** 

iglsu tiffin, j,Cg,aT 

il(n,«flsinfflraT«.it GinujniGrat 1 


O Lord residing in Tiruvinnagar! 
Pretending to be excellent friends, 
my wicked Karmas only wait to send 
me to terrible hell. O, The first-cause 
lord of gods, the three-gods-in-one! 

'I ou rid the moon of his misery! 1 
have come to your feet. ( 8 ) 


Gungj .ayr amoengujncTT, mujgl 

eimGsiajii 5>a> 

Gang, it! Cairg, ^ Q a ^,Canw ©em- 

UJSSTffiTTli g®u j> 

&n& n ! g)H QuniLPujiruj! a.^.iiGun-su 1nsii 


lOGTSTg,®)) 

Gsuarr! iglcii arSJiL^CaOT - 

^(")(s{lWjT<rjIT < 9 > i7 ClDujGLjC^ * 


ICMQ1 


in i iruvinn«.p 
° Lor d. sweet as ambrosia to lotus 


dame Lakshmi, Earth Dame and 
devotees in the sky! O Soft spoken one. 
you walked as a messenger between 
crowned parasoled kings! You are the 
radiant lamp of knowledge in nay 
heart. I have come to your feet. ( 9 ) 


°3)63T ,2^17 y,tb ungerGlcu ^(fTjGSl«bnc3sra ,: ' 

ClDUJGU ^ 

W,| T | ^ 1 l£>j£)ch ffiJujGO a5fb»<nT>^ ,UJ ^ 

CAfT63T, ID(5® ,(T,T 

£ ^ T ^ rT 0»©SluJ63T, fi^cS^QjlU iP 

IDnCDGNj GUC0GV> fffT 

GairsiT . ftl b a arIU> ion 

2>0>ii «n.(»^ciiC0< 

The high-walled-fertile-Mangai King- 
Spear-wielder Kaliyan, has sung this 
garland of Tamil songs for the lord 
residing in the nectared groves of 
Tiruvinnagar. Those who master n 
will enter the lestooned city of the 

celestials as kings. ( 10 ) 
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6.3 On Tiruvinnagar (3) 

Turappen \ Karnataka 
Devagandhari \ Misra Cbapu 


gjnr)uGus3T ^cOGcucst ^caruib; gjipcijfT^j 
r0€jT 2_0ffuib 

^©uGuefr c^ffuGcucrr crcjn^jub; iDfpcwrrgj 
ujitcSt a_6u^lcu 


iSlfDuGuear ctotjtGgitct63t; i5)fD6ufTcniD 

Clu*bfD^5J» f£)c3T 

^235»G5,63T ^^CTTCmfiLUfTCU - 

$^cfil€7JT67JT0>fjnG63T ! 

O Lord of Tiruvinnagar! I have 
■"enounced all pleasures, always 
■"emembering your beautiful form. 
No more shall I be born on Earth. 
Freed of birth I have come to you, 
by your grace. ( 1 ) 


§u£D£>G,2>63t, Qapr^S ^hpfQib; 

SjI /D fb §3 UJ " GV t 

^!D5jG3,63T, ^UV^Ga J 

^©U) 5)fTff5T £^l rfl 6U fTUJ! 2_65TCir»OTT 

CTOTT U5GJTg>g>l ^AgjGg, 
^©ibufTmeu Cl^rT€33TGl_63T - 




^ Lord of Tiruvinnagar! O Lord 
*‘rumal! Righteousness personified! 
1 gave up love-hate relationships. By 
■hat, I became fit for service to your 
lotus feet. I have placed you firmly in 
m y heart forever. ( 2 ) 


' nrT C5T €JiU CfF)ITA(&) iD^lGufTCU 

gjuj ^scinn 6Lincrfl^(^) 2_C3M_3>£I» 

tfpJi-li-fbgd, £_^T |bGs>COT 

(£)2Ufbj(^jiqujch ^ipArr! $(©rb«n©iy>ng> 
‘ftCcr? Ljcarou ^ij) $^djle^C*n<9>fl n G<31 ! 

j? Lord of Tiruvinnagar! My Liege! 
. e autiful one of Tirukkurungudi! 
ar °ney D f Tirunaraiyur! Hit by the 
[ L° w 'l°oks of moon-faced dames, 
ave come running to your feet, 
funded. (3) 


0fTJT)giJ CjjjgjJ OlD615T (ipCDCVJUjrriT 2>l_fb G^jrTGTT 
L|6iJ3T(T ^63TU ClcUCTTGTT£F>gjj 

.^^jbG&GST; £>r 10>O>§)\ 

uujqt u6im_5>Gg,OT; 
GurTfTjG^jCjT, qOTSTGTjflujGQT! 2_G3T6DC3T 

GTUJ^l, G763T CT>63T<3>GTT 

^(TiTjG^cjT; l_ r^G^csT - 

^ (If ) 6^1 fcM 1 t» jut o> fj nC ot ! 

O Lord of Tiruvinnagar! I drowned in 
the pleasure-ocean of mingling with 
Sandal-pasted soft-breasted long-armed 
lurid dames and only got the benefit of 
terrible hell. O Holy one! I have come 
to you. Seeking you, I have ended 
my misery and attained your feet.(4) 

LD©JJ}] OgjlUCDli) 6Tt)0*olGfeiJolOTT| 2_G3T€ID<*JT 

GTCtJT LDC3T^jgj) CDQj&lhlL) 

QufbGtDOTT; OurbrDgjjcnib, 6l©6UfTcrHD 

fiTlb OlJ(TF)IX31TG3T ! 

61) fT» fTJ rT l^CTT <9>t_ CVJ (dKjtj? ^CVJfliJGDA 

rj IT 6D feOJl 6U"> OT <9 

Q0(T)rr)n\u ! Qa»fTiT)(T)6uG67T ! 

cfil todi tSdi fl> fjrrG GUT ! 

O Lord of Tiruvinnagar! O Lord who 
destroyed the ocean-girdled Lanka 
city’s king Ravana! My Liege! I seek 
no other god. I have placed you firmly 
in my heart. In doing so, I have found 
my freedom from birth. ( 5 ) 


6y>LD 6£>eWT «9i(fE)Kl (9)1 GyjlD, fQgU g)| LD f 

tD63afl GDCTHJlLJtb , 

Cl^iuiu dM_ii ^gcrrarf^lib ^ancu <^uj 

2_UJlL|lh CUCiJTdfc !£>_.G33T«TJT)Gg>63T, 2_eWTCmiOUJfTCVJ; 

^ofl ujfTgjjib io<r>fQj 6 £it 
C l^ujciub iSlr^lgy ^f^CujOTi 

ffS)cu'tJThooiAijnGcur ^ 

O Lord of Tiruvinnagar! You are the 
dark Ocean, the Earth, the beautiful 
mountains, the radiant twin Orbs, and 
all else. Through truthfulness I realised 
the path of elevation of spirit. Now, other 
than vou, 1 know of no other god. ( 6 ) 
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CsuCid an-SSlOJSi s_arar0; ^Ciudr 

<^i,Cir) ig ueafliuitg,, ^ltji 

i?0u>Gstg,gi; 

sn.CtDsi', Q2,0a aanramcu @OTTii> CWs*t0, 

u>jD£)J <r^nQ^jiucuii); 
C^GrrxaT, 2 _gttgdc3t ^cucorrcu - 

<£l0cfj)cmcnT0,gfTCc3T ! 
O Lord of Tiruvinnagar! Here is some¬ 
thing I say: do not make me dilate on 
it, but take it directly to your heart. 
I cannot praise any other god, nor 
even contemplate such praise. ( 7 ) 

(Lpciflrg^rgg, Osuii Qprflu Clu0ibJ 

a>crfl rr)o)rTGo 

cfi)cj,< 2, ajrr iDgibCufTGu cfiipfbg>fT<sr>rj 
^©nOTnunCg), 
&\jbGT>g> j9ui(Tijrrcu ^iqCujrrj^ 
fiLKTOTT 2_CU0>ti> 

Qg>crfl|j>Gg) GTOTTfpj 6TliJg)jSlJgiJ ? 

^l^sfilcnffTcirar^gnCcaT \ 

O Lord of Tiruvinnagar! Like a mighty 
elephant pushing a dead log in a once 
dense forest destroyed by fire, do not 
brush me aside. I have come to you with 
clear thought and a loving heart. When 
will you grant me the sky-world? ( 8 ) 


CWncuGumij, $0 lomrcun! E_orro,0 ^^1 ik 
Clanffirai 0 U il|_ 
g,coGcu«siOT «fil«n«sTB,sfr J,c8ujn«inu) £>u>q 

5>ubiS ! 

mcOGurr! 0i_ti> ^ir ! ibQHPytbCesi] 9 _ oj^pj 
CIjjcIicuct 5 ,su @sns ujituj ! 


O Lord of Tiruvinnagar! O Pot-dancer 
lord! Madhusudana! Speak to me. O 
Perfect one whose glory the world will 
never sing enough! Lord with Sri on 
chest! Pray ensure the safety and well 
being of this servant of yours. (9) 


ID6UI7£j ftlDCUg, 0>L_li> &&& 

Llfpcfi^cO 

«^rr ton^j^csr $(^dj)«^CTin.9>(jrT cy,65r ^’ 

5,fT(T ^rr qujGU £F>L.£ einM 0>C\S1 uj63T 

cSWjfr r^fT ^cncu GUGOCOfTrT, r 2+iGunSi(fr ) 

^HcOcucu r^GucufTCoJ- 

This garland of sweet Tamil songs 
has been sung by generous-as-the- 
dark-cloud Kaliyan for the lord of 
Tiruvinnagar surrounded by groves 
and water tanks with fresh lotus 
thickets, and laid out with wide 
streets. Those who master it will have 
no Karmic accounts. ( 10 ) 


6.4 On Naraiyur ( 1 ) 
Kannum \ Kannada \ Adi 


fh bjpl H IP .0,ipfeol l5g3S6TtGi!J n(^i FTSflGlT 

G^Jbgi) CJfbJ^CiTrfTCil, 
U673T @€5! QLDnt^lUJfTIT CDUUI fP,L_ 

GTG3T cm fTg> (Ip <J7tT , 


GfilGTUTCjOpjLb , LD CD 6U LLJ li) ( CffU0)(^pii>, 

Gghcttg^ll) ti) dirrCTT 

Clfb^^CiD ! 


O Heart! Before eyes begin to roll, 
cough throws up phlegm and sweet 
dames call, “Go carefully, Father!”, 
let us go to the lord who became the 
mountain, the sky, the Vedas, the sac¬ 
rifices, — he resides in Naraiyur, — 
and offer worship. ( 1 ) 


Qd>ITf£j(£) £— wW (gjipCUITIT flfi 1^ t 

<@**10 <@0^ C^uncu GUfb/figiJ? crrcyigJJ 

$HiJ 0 ><nT, GTlfl, ^»rT 6 U, i*M_ (i 

£_CT>t 

£>rcii> Gl&rr^ipgjiih. 

Orb^^CiD 1 
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O Heart! Before fragrant coiffured 
dames gather around giggling- and 
ask, “Coughing man, what have you 
come here for?”, let us go to the lord 
who became the Sun, the Moon the 
Wind and the Fire, — he resides in 
Naraiyur, — and offer worship (2) 

^rr 0ipcDrrii @0fbg)j f 

cubcnio 

cni CAncuii>, ggujn! 67 ^ ^frciroTugjj? 

GT Gdf CUT fT ^Lp CUT j 

Q<7nhjG<9>fT(?u gugdCugut 2>rT6TT uaaflfbjgj CJ 

asnn 

£>d> G<3»a63T fyeinpiQn - Gg>rT(i§gdii> f 

ct^, Gfb(g>^GiD ! 

O Heart! Before fragrant tressed dames 
gather and laughingly ask, Sire, now 
why do you look at us and our dresses?”, 
let us go to the lord worshipped 
by sceptred kings who offer service 
and praise, — he resides in Naraiyur, 
— and offer worship. (3) 

Qatribgic, susOoSlajih Clsurarrr, 

2>j«u&t ejn ^gi£ni_ 

qjlLli s2_ottt (gjjpcvjrriT cur^co ^Gr>i_2>g;i 
Gtflb OurTtfST ^(^P(5> ^3 , T® rr <3>63fllLJLb 

C^ottcd 

{bUJucjr rjjcy* pui," fFjfTil) G^fT^gjjd), 

Gjb^aGio ! 

O Heart! Before bee-humming coif¬ 
fured dames with waists thinner than 
creeper, snake and climber shut the 
door and speak insultingly, let us go 
to the trusted lord surrounded by fra¬ 
grant Areca and red golden fruit or¬ 
chards, — he resides in Naraiyur, — 
and offer worship. (4) 

5>rTGfi)u4li> OgUCUTIT) &>GSS1 , 

•5G\Jli) QftlTQ^TL G^fTCDGUfTIT £>fTfhj5>GTT 


iocor^j(£jii) , Guijncyji_b , cuncnGTTiqii) ufTiu 

GU UJGXJ (gjjJ>g,0, 
£,CDlb O&fTStT fbGDfDOljli ffjfTli) G^rT^g^tb , 
CT(Ug, Gjj^^GlD ! 

O Heart! Before artful dames with eyes 
that surpass the fawn, the fish, the spear 
and the lotus laugh in derision, let us go 
to the lord surrounded by fertile fields 
and waters where Malangu, Varal, and 
Valai fish dance, — he resides in 
Naraiyur, — and offer worship. (5) 

l£ 1 <rarr Cfb 17 @CT><- UJfTI7 » Gcml^^cnuj 

iDrnbf$u.90ibgj!» 

6 T 63 T igiT cnhurrcu cdt bg>&i? 

<§}*{£ fTg>(ip gut, 

G5,fT6V) {5 17 LDGUfblA G^GOf^l0 

ST ffl ll 14 GUT fT GUT 

3>cb j£rr r&Gnipu^n GgjfT^gjiU), C 7 ^- 

Qit>00Gid! 

O Heart! Before lightning-thin- 
waisted dames change their affections 
and ask, “Why did you come cough¬ 
ing so far?” and chastise, let us go to 
the lord who burnt the ocean -girdled 
city of Lanka, — he resides in 
Naraiyur, — and offer worship (6) 

trfjlcu «jir gja,GvmT, Csuilsnacimu iDirjbjSI, 

G LJ fT CD CD fT CUT , $«n(JJT)g>rTC3T GTGUIg))lb k|0)C8T 
2_«DfJ C<9,llu063T^pGUT . 
G(9n6D c^n lD«nfD 2)fTC3T0 S2_CD^GD 

fglcorrujGurir 

f&CDCDfOT fr><sr>rr)U4,iT r&rrti> G^rr^gjjih, <rr(^, 

Gff>(g>^GiD ! 

O Heart! Before bow-eyebrowed 
dames change their loves and laugh 
saying, “This man is wicked, he is 
broke,” and speak falsities within 
earshot, let us go to the lord surrounded 
by good Vedic seers who propagate the 
chants of the four Vedas, — he resides 
in Naraiyur, — and offer worship. (7) 
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r^cumr m^ds, 

. CTC3Trr)fTfT 5,ii)cni£)^ 

C^er^.^Cum© grig, 

6TdT63Tna,(Lpcj[T f 

C.sudiGja) cfi^luSIcO crejrgju, 

Strong, esun, 

ibT^U), J&snjDjtpi r^ii Clsir^i, er^, 
ClfT>(ggGtD ! 

O Heart! Before dagger-sharp-eyed- 
dames who once fondly called you 
Madana, begin to say, “Ask this cough¬ 
ing man what he came here for”, let 
us go to the lord surrounded by end¬ 
less festivities and sacrifices all the year 
round, — he resides in Naraiyur, 
— and offer worship. ( 8 ) 

5>6af) CdlTfT)g l | ^SUfbl^j £>6U €U fTUJClJ IT, 

fhR&i CJTcm lD g£1i _it) i , 

CtSfTfjjgjj a_i_guix) CArroSleo &,cn iTn-jg^, 
cm ctt uj no, (ip ott , 

uCiA Cd?(T cfiltSrLOiSleu urrcucD^) Carrcri 
cfi)05,5,rrc3T 

Can rbG^rrjoi/r rbrnb O^rT^gjjib, ci(i§, 
Qfb0e?GiL ! 

O Heart! Before ripe-berry-lipped 
dames forsake their loves, the body 
become infirm and the back becomes 
bent with a staff to lean on let us go to 
the lord who rid the Moon of his curse 
of waning, — he resides in Naraiyur, 
— and offer worship. ( 9 ) 

ulannj Can g,,o,cuniT CuGgpi^a, jbiicnuj 
®suna>(Lp«5T, 

2,®® Qun ; £l«o 

, 6T63rm 

asn© ^nt Cljj,© Gaieii ujriicnaujr Canejr, 
o>oS!o,sjrr5) GW* 
,J>!D ®" T «" scmgCuain ajnoreufta.^ Qa, 

cMfja. ^^GuCrj. 

O Heart! “Before crescent-eyebrowed 

dames laugh, let us offer worship to 

the lord-of-groves-Naraiyur”, — 


these songs are by spear wielding Mangai 
King Kaliyan. Those who master it will 
rule the world of celestials fo rever. ( 10 ) 

6.5 On Naraiyur (2) 
Kalanga | Huseni | Adi 

thvufhKh <ip«b*S'T A«DL_ii,gjj, , 

^^DLoGujrTfT 

g^CTTrii < £Bcvj fr ) Gu(& )l C an£la &i_n 

CU Cu CD <5> ^ L_ cm 5, (9 

S_cmi_ujnc3T £>grr nr - 

itjCuid Qafrcfr currojcmLO ^rTj^cmrr sun^iii - 
rTjcmfp^CiJ. 

The lord with a radiant conch and discus 
churned the ocean in the yore and gave 
it to the gods for their protection. He 
resides in Naraiyur where resident Vedic 
seers chant and perform sacrifices. ( 1 ) 

(ipCmCUT ^61J6T3T6UT (Lprj 6 TJT 

id rrfTcu l£> 

i_I«dc 3 t currcTT s—«^lrjnou CutTipuL. iriirr,^, 

L^Clsfl^GTT g»CTT IT 

lienor Gsmri^, Cloj, Canola. 

(£)uSlcO dhSTCLfli) 

SOSOT aj," Correa, ^ _ 

^ cm rr) ui,G fj. 

The lord came as a man-lion, and tore 
into t te chest of the Asura with nails 
c aws. He resides in Naraiyur where 
cuckoos in groves peck into the red 

growing tips of Mango trees. ( 2 ) 

^t,snsjT, i_|rjs£) ; Gg,Qgn© aneuneh 
- e^craflQ&ncinnL. 

aana, *‘ anuii meoliiengi 


ifian 


Q&r&vyn 


CT^ii) lDCTTCTTa^>^ 
c^l Gti UD , 
<5>(S)lD - 
{b cm r0 ai,G (j. 


Gu id f7> #jj 

Gfu Ma aS ) c0 . 
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The lord destroyed the city of Lanka, 
battling against elephants, horses, 
chariots and foot-men. He resides in 
Naraiyur where tillers of the land 
fall upon mudskippers to catch them, 
and frightened turtles scurry into holes 
and burrows. (3) 

s> jl Ogug&tGottuu 

2_(jQcUfT^l LD 0> L_fififTQl , 
Qcufi (fJsv fEjgjGU iSlGSTGiTlSST QufT(Tfjll(^, 

QcusiFtfDrTcsT aggir 
QufTr§l ^it u,ib 

QurripcuC^n-^uii) 2>L_LD S&i-, 
£)(T}j fTjfTCT3TlD6Vjn0l-DCU CUCTiJT^ UfT^LD - 

(Tjcnnju^Ga. 

The lord stole butter and was teth¬ 
ered to a mortar, he fought seven bulls 
to win the hand of Nappinnai. He 
resides in Naraiyur where spotted pea¬ 
cocks dance to the song of the bumble 
bees in fragrant nectared groves. (4) 

sSlsni- Gjy? ClGiifisrfpj, GidgSt C^nch 

5>ct> i_iurrcO, r^earfD iD0g>ii> tfnuj£,db 

£>(73,531 asnn 

^LJbiDL_CujfT(^ <^1 G^TCJUi) QuUjGUOTTGTTUJfTn 

&,{b 61 c 3 t Qac^jp, 
£>«r>i_ Giun^ ^ujoSI, r^rTcrufl £p>GTfl<3>0ii) - 
fT 3 ca')ip^i > G(j. 

The lord fought with seven bulls and 
embraced the slender-armed Nappinnai; 
he walked between Mamdu trees and 
destroyed them. He resides in Naraiyur 
where graceful swan pairs go behind 
bangled dames vainly imitating there 
gait, then hide themselves in shame. (5) 

U0 (Sundi ciiffar Guuj 5iGn<ni5>*9ji 

g) t,n s> uSl n £731(^1, 
'-|(£> cundj fpOTiT) Cur?g, 5 »a> cmpu 

Cl u rrcir aci it 
cuniL 'olf>)U'5 >cvj y, ingjl U5(T£>$9, 

&i l£) tfVJ Sj <f)p <»jl 

i£> Gv nC ldGu a_fDrhi0d> - 

iH£infpiu,GrT. 


The lord drank the breast of the wide- 
gaping ogress Putana, then smote an 
elephant and killed it. He resides in 
Naraiyur where swans drink nectar 
from wide-gaping blue lotus blossoms, 
then fall asleep before red lotuses.(6) 

(y>lbg>J g^cyjLD, (Lpuqffl r|jjT©j>J ld, open, 

<£# jj^jdTJTfTCTTOTT iSlGTTCJDCnCDlU ^ (g?(CT>fTC3Tfp| 

^crfl^jg’rreaT 22in 
OufTfT^cO GTJfULglb lSlGTTGintrn^0 

cufT 0 O) cjnuih i_jsiitgO surrdjl - 

fban/DU^Cg. 

The lord went to the sea and brought 
back the son for his preceptor. He 
resides in Naraiyur where birds go far 
to find snail-food and fly back to their 
hungry nestlings in treeholes. (7) 

0GNCTT<sr>6nu L|»JGSlg> eSl<?uj(i)0 > 
cfiljDcO Gf)lu4,Aii) 

g61gttctt, efily>, ssfybd 

efll LDGOC3T 2SHIT 

QdMTChff33GtT(i QftrT^ lSgTT 2-6!HJT (£>0>(£) 

iq. QuemuGujnQii) 
ITjGTTCTT (h &,lDGO0j C&JD 6 0 2_.05>0d) 

rp.fcTifD^L.^O- 

The lord then drove the chariot for 
Arjuna, with white horses that 
pounded the ocean-king Jayadratha, 
and his strong army. He resides in 
Naraiyur where white storks eat big 
fish from waters, then go with their 
mates to drink nectar from lotuses. (8) 

ujncjDQ ad^rpib lj rrfjLD ^>(ju uniting, sir &>6in 
Ga>5ng aei(0a) GgjGi)Cg><ajGiT C<9(rr>u> 2dn 
5,n<ar>rj ad^ih §,ot3t £,cdln CqjoSI i jgtu 

r^rrejng gew 0ih n-,cO cuiuCu * 

fV,fcT>rr)uj,^»n. 

The lord who drove the chariot for 
Arjuna to rid the Earth of its burden 
resides in Naraiyur where groves flow 
with nectar and cranes frequent the 
watered fields. (9) 
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g>fTlD2) g»l<nTU r^CTT HJfTLUSST g,nC3T f^OTfr) 

fbrriDg, ^Igcir loit LBfT6rflcn& bg> 

jbcnr^ajjiiGiDCo 

AfTLDft <5>$IT GojCU GuGVlCU rtCST <9>©Sluj63rt 

£»cSl LDnCDC'J 

CoiDdj gjicnsrar Q^uqii> «^guit&0, 

^1(2>id(tGcu. 

This song garland by sparkling spear 
wielder Kaliyan is for the Tulasi- 
wreathed tail-crown lord who resides 
in Naraiyur surrounded by famous tall 
mansions. Those who master it will se¬ 
cure the abiding grace of Tirumal.(lO) 


6.6 On Naraiyur (3) 
Ambaram | Purvikalyani | Adi 


eSHiburiyju), Clu(fr> |£)su«pjih 3Icnaa,cn 
CTuQiii, 

^6tDC\J ftugyii), (£}CD CDCDfJudLD 2_C7JTi_ 

th 6TJT L_ GJT f 

Ctami) M ^iiD(5ii sul. 1053,^01 gen soCidcO 

UCTTC^ 

1*3^1. tq CTtnOTT ^)(rVj<SijIqCtu Stft l_ fT) i5 n! 

QJIDLI OsSOTTuAg,^ 6 * 1 CUfT5t£> 

a_ CT3T0 t 

morafl CUC33I0 uicunCiocu cnojja,, 

t>laiinS)ujc 5 T Carrs Qar5ia>c7tTrTCST Carrjjg, 

Ca>rti$cu, 
iDerafWuii) CaniflriTaCeTr. 
O Devotees, if you wish to see the lord 
who swallowed the sky, Earth, quarters, 
ocean, mountains and all else, then slept 
as a child on a floating fig leaf, go now 
to Naraiyur Manimadakkoyil, where 
bumble bees take the fragrance of 
Senbakam flowers then go and sit on 
Vakula flowers, and where Sembianko- 
Chenganan comes to offer worship. (1) 


'=.!fl.rr W r*, &ujcu -Syii, QrfcQ CW,, 

Gla*nofsTt a,nc> 
tuen ,uSlB, ,63, g,„ ^ d(Cju 

@**>*1 sStansnuiirQib irasst, cm* 
®° n0Br §,'«% gli^CnSt,! § 

aicwr^l 


2_^U> OarrysfilcU I0653fl OailTdaTITlT,^ 

aengCiDCu £)£>£}, 

a_aj0 CTcucunii) aj,ff,s3T(tpii> ^^Igyih 

Qistrcrrcrr, 

Glsrtgib Qurrssresf) susiTii) Cla>rr(^la,(a)ii> 

Cairtpcji Gairjbg, 
^£l(jt|ff)C«nrT)iy ) n' inscsflturruih GsirificjrrsjGcrr. 

O Devotees, if you wish to live by the 
feet of the lord who came as big fish 
over deluge waters and swam over 
mountains and beyond, playing 
joyfully, go now to Naraiyur 
Manimadakkoyil where the river Ponni 
washes gems Sandal and Agil wood over 
field embankments, which the world 
comes to pick up, and where the Chola 
king comes to offer worship. (2) 


usual $n a_eni_ g*/hd aptf)!, 

u<m i) $(rt,suunuiT, usuOTii Oiduiujtt, 

Casusfil irm^lijib srCftJlib G^ircmr, ^iraruib 
(ipmuin f£ls3rrr)iTe3Tun6Ci Oasusu^lifiiSn! 
a,sucnsu idit Acrflnjj suit^l, Gcussjiwifl sjTT)fr> 
s>yicu iDssisniT msmfl (ipmCiosu s,naii) sjirgi 
Qaiiisu suit sir sucuii) CWsjbTL. Canipsjr 

4>(5SGt>!Dai,n ujsanflioiruii) Gainflc 3 Ta,CsTr. 

O Devotees, if you wish to attain the 
lord who has the ocean as his raiment, 
the Earth as his feet, the wind as his 
corpus, the eight Quarters as his arms, 
and the Universe as 


, 1 , , v-ened kings on 

elephant backs and makes them food 
lor scavenger crows, — comes to 
otter worship. /^\ 


go now to Naraiyur 
where the Chola 
divine sword slavs r 


ais crowned head, 
Manimadakkoyil 
king — whose 


=nu^, acern ^ a_ e 

u © Q,on,s> .^'aaafluicncnrj u ^) 

GunrbjAi, 

■ix* ora, suits* a & ft 

. fSH A t£> 

MS# 
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ClQJlD IDfT ACrflfpj £i-(b^r QcUC^JTCnfl 

CJ'D'D 

cfilrgcu id63T63tit $ir>cO ^u^uj, Qeu\b inn 

22 — 

Osr^iftCWTrrcir Z&>rr0 Cang&r Caning, 

CArTuSleu 

^l^rV|rT; 1 crifT)ui 3 , T LDcrafliDffuii) G <5 iti$ sar^Cen. 

O Devotees, if you wish to stand by 
the feet of the lord who came as a 
fierce man-lion with terrifying looks, 
who picked up the mighty Asura 
Hiranva on his lap and tore his chest 
spewing hot blood everywhere, go to 
Naraiyur Manimadakkoyil where 
Sembianko-Chenganan, — who rides 
horses in war, victoriously against 
elephant-mounted crowned kings, — 
comes to offer worship. (4) 

2_CVJ0>li> £pG3T£$e5r»C3TU4lb ^CTTffjgjj 
Ccug)j g>n 

^4(f) «D 0 

Q cu ctt j£i ^ftioncn cfilcraT 2_cuAlcu Qogu 

2_lU5)fi)fTfi)0 
! ClDCV CT(l^«bg|J 

UfTlUfbgil 

CluncaT LDcrafl QArrcsanTjbgjJ *cir»jCujcu 

MCVJlb LJtfjtgil j9«Ul£> Qu»T63Tfi3f) 

fF>^ L 631, 

Og,cjt g,ifilip«', oil qatACfi.itra'. Gsnjpfflt 

Gann,* 

^l(^,2>cinn3ui,'’ loasflm"i- ii> GaniSi3ta.Uin. 

O Devotees, if you wish to be guests of 
the lord who measured the Earth and 
who came as a fierce man-lion to 
destroy the Asura Hiranva despatching 
him to the sky. go now to 
Tirunaraiyur, — where the river 
Ponni descending near the mountains 
flows through plants and water is the 
fields, washing gold and gem, w here 
the Chola king of the South and 
North, comes to offer worship. (5) 


£,G3TC3TnCcO e,63T 2_06*Jli> UUJlj)^) g>fTC3T 
g>UJfbJ0 C^fT (U>CljCO0lb SjfTGST ^,UJ, 

curr€3T ^uj , 

3,63TOTTnCco fljOT 2 - 0 c 6 ldT (\ptT,g><$ QpCST£y , 

5 ,rTcirr ^ojcrr ^uSlcjmeb aycm 2 _ujc£it! 

ifilcjr GcucO cSlcncrTfbgj Ggucdctt 

gSIott ej!D2> Gguco S-iugg)) a_cuAtib 

t— 

0 By 63T G5T f71_ CJfT (£)L Q 8> «T rhf fh 631, G<£HlipG3T 

Zoning) 

^l^rfjCDjD^rr ID09flu3(TL.ll) G^nifilS3T<5>GcTT. 

Devotees! The lord who is self-made, 
who made the three radiant worlds, 
who is the lord of Vaikunta, who 
himself became the Tri-murti, then 
also became a cowherd, resides in 
Tirunaraiyur Manimadam, where the 
spear-wielding Chola king Kongan 
offers worship. Attain him there.(6) 

(ipenoig £_g33r(sjt 

Cuiutf^ • 

^ip^i flucuenoA 0 coufl A«ToSliji9«wCfln 

g«ncu§> g>u5,5> ©if** ssz&f 10 

jgCJT Oicntftr QftfTCTOTu fT63T 

crujg>^2)i5n ! 

loaicus, (b^{h& Cldbnararnrbg^ ^ttJiuii) 

p tijqj 

GutftTii Oftn(^lft 0 Lb «J 0 i_| 0 tcv> ld 

QvjfT0TG9^ji>nL 691, 

^Icncvjjg, &&& 06U5 G/*rnp63! 

C^MTuSIcO 

$(n, 2 >Gn®u 4 ,.T lOarafliortL.ib GaitiS.sjTa.Gsn. 

Devotees! If you wish to attain the 
feet of the lord who sucked the poison 
breast of the ogress and killed her, 
who went about grazing cows, played 
a flute and took the bangles of 
cowherd-dames, then reigned as king 
of the ancient Dvaraka city, — go to the 
temple of Tirunaraiyur Manimadam 
where the bow-wielding C hola. 
king of the gem-washing Kaveri 
watered tract offers worship. (7) 
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OP©*© aoflo, gjnjn cuitiIiu 

iSlOTTCSIGJT CaeiTGiJCffT, 
10651 STSueuitlB (yior ^Gfiluja QffsjlQI, 

Q«J65Tr51a 

Gla(iijo.a«naaug, $n)sv ^ifluja Clarijj) 
Ceuji,g6jT 

gjoaflasnsir gjjtb Qasircifl 

6D6ULJl5it! 

<@©*© @cuii)g) $©Qu>ni£l curnij erefjr 
Cd^rrcTT 

mrruib ex^ugu Qaigj 
. «^4,6WTU 

CDC1T* C^rTipcjT 0*™,$ 

CftnuSlcu 

^IJjbsnjDuyT iDsnflujrtui GairifilraraCcrr. 
Devotees! If you wish to place on your 
head the feet of the lord-who came as 
the husband of coral-lipped Nappinnai, 
who came as a warrior and destroyed 
twentyone kings of yore with his 
battle-axe, ~ g0 to Tirunaraiyur 
Man,madam, where the high-born 
Chola king, - who built seventy big 
temples for the Rig-reciting eight-armed 
tsvara, — offers worship. (g) 

«,«*, ^ OT6ir _ Cujs0 
(yxaflui-r™ ejg,® ilwrr) 
qf «*«* Cu* 

iStaTOTionaja, 

. . G^iIlSit ! 

um ' SH5u " @ su * «*®j dua^a 

€jn>n} 

UB,L ““V™" airfuiO UffllDfT 

r> - 52—tiig,g) 

■* 2> ' T <%«>*. Ga,na Gaajpar Gafts* 

r. G«.rruSleo 

ioarflu>iri ib C^Aifi^Coi 

Devotees! If you wish to hear the praise 

° , e ! ord ’.7 who Wear s a Tulasi- 
garland, resides in Arangam, is the 
spouse of lotus-dame Lakshmi, i s 
prised by R.sh.s, has a thousand names 
*s the bridegroom of Nappinnai, - go 
IO rirunarj iyur Manimadam where 


the Chola king, — who shredded the 
bodies of sundry kings in the battle 
at Alundur riding his horse-drawn 
chariot, — offers worship. (9) 

Claib CWt£l sumo pnaj Ccug, eynamfr 

CD IT(Lg ID 

iDSBf1iDm_a, Osrsi 3 , 5*1 

lDfTOT>CDU 

Qurnuib CW$ 

O id iu ii> gji miu n err 63T, 
qcv io!Sjsna>a, (^co Csurbacji, qsucjiiD 

s,m ™"<ba, s>eS)*«ij 5 l Qejruu 

Claiuj Ctuwngl Ca,u 0 ^g^nCa,. Cl^tbanui 

_ . ClanGuoSIcO, 

Clu 6 i, 
&&> Cp^FjItC^ • 

This garland of pure Tamil songs by 
truthful poet and king of Mangai tract 
Kahkanr, extols the lord Senkanmal 
of Tirunaraiyur Manimadam who 
hves with Vedic seers of high merit. 

IordV Vh u° Sln i 8 - ‘V WlU not fear the 
word death, and in fact will be revered 
by good celestials too. (j q) 

6-7 On Naraiyur ( 4 ) 

Alum I Anandabbairavi \ Adi 

*0 Cl«nb ^Wc^a , Bli 
Gaiitju, Gfluiix> 

Cs>,s0 °-^"©U) . iuSIcO rfkl 

tiiljpdJ* ^ ffcu(t 

10 * 2 ) stbiaCuj. 

The Lord of Naraiyur made me his 
u, j , d took me *nto his service 

wiST m k“ r h " ds lnd ““ 

w tth his bow and arrow fire. 
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His streets are filled with beautiful 
people looking like Manmatha. 
Daily festive sounds abound, 

all the year round, never ceasing. 

( 1 ) 

yjaifl euigii, 

(iput Carr mejrCTrrr 2 _i_eu gjaufluj 

0)Qfl CUfTUJ uCnL - cH,GT3U_ 

g,niT 611 HIT l_JfT)G&cO 

ucsfl Gif?IT (j£GUGffTC\J LJCVJ c§H(rb)lbu r 

LJ fTCinCVJ £p>0l_lfTCO £h<rir3 T fl)ITl_L-, 
fbcjfl Ctf" LOGO lb 

OjCDjDUJjlT fPcJTfD 

Lord of Naraiyur came then as 

the sharp axe-wielding Bhrigu 
Rama, 

Vanquished twentyone mighty kings, 
wore a Tulasi wreath on crown. 
Fragrant Mullai flashing a smile, 

Panal flowers do beckon with 
them, 

Glory-lotus shows a face, in 
happy groves and fields 

everywhere. (2) 

OgjSTT i£?jl_ GUQJfTlLJ cfil l— £U»TUJ0 

em 6lJfTCTT giJuSIcu 

gjjCTTCTTfT GU0 IfifTtfST 6$tp , ClJfTClfl 

giinbtb" 6 * 1 ' £$ I J!2>& (T<; * T lD tT6U9& 106J3T 
L|6tt ^rr LjfpdjIcO L^r^j 5>rrG$ 

OLJfTCUGTt Os»rrGTT LD n &,IT fhGtfSI 8>R\L- 1_i 
Ibcn 0,mcL>ib ^ip5>ib i5>nLl(^ltb 

jbGDjrjajjrr i£Ig3T«t) 5>ibi9Guj. 

The lord of Naraiyur reclines in 
the ocean on a serpent bed. 

He did kill the golden deer, 
he did seek a gift of land, 
birds abound in water tanks, 

where the red lily looks like the eyes 
And the lotus looks like the face 

of the dames around the town.(3) 


s^crfliun, QeuGratOGraTiij a_«ran_fT6in ctg^t^j, 
2_rjCc\JfT0 6£673T AuSl/D > 

djldfllUfT, tQxjl&iGi 

cfilibifi - Oldcst idcuitCidcO 

0 > 6 lflujn, CWC73T0 0>6 n 2_GS3T63TI, 

5 ,itldit Cl^eiTfDa) ^gvjit g*jrrbrr), 
iTjcrflnciirTiLJ (ipcucarcu (jp rpj gli 6\S1 <$> 0 ib 

iTjOTTiDa^rr j£)63Trr> i£,ib6lGuj. 

The lord of Naraiyur came as a 

child and stole the white butter, - 
When his mother in anger bound 
him to a mortar, —stood weeping. 
Bumble bees drink nectar-wine, 
the cool breeze blows and 

tells everyone. 

The beaming Mullai flowers hearing 

this, 

erin and show their mocking 
smile. (4) 

crfilcu ^rr GfilipcfUcu gul. iDgjjGT'O 
cfil0ibi9, cfil 0 ibufT idcu 
0>GU .^IT^llJGTT C^jfTGTT (hfyoGDGi JT<9> 

jjgjrrGtfT; un\hfh,(bnGfl <s,rTGifluj<?5TCi£iG'o 
QffncO ^,rr <9i0$ (»P^!D 

GaiiQpa Qaujmii) QgjfTi^lc^GGJTniT, 
2)Cb6UfTIT lD«r>ff)GlUfTIT LJCUIT GUfT^lb 
ITjGSTfDU^n fgloTfD ff>lbl9Gu.l. 

The lord of Naraiyur gladly went 
to the bow-worship in old Mathura, 
Killed the terrible wrestlers and Kamsa, 
danced on hoods of Kaliva-snake. 
Vedic seers who learn by heart 

the chants-of-Vedic four Mantras. 
Daily offer oblation, 

through the well-kept fire-altar. (5) 

GUCTTGlfl Qfl,fT^fV>G3T (ip5>GUlTUJ 

ID <f?> <ffc C GTT n 0 ^LpAAGTaTfreffT 
QcilGIT^ G£>1_, 6filjT)6V> CTlfTOTDT63T 
gSIuigst G^ndr 

£L GST 

UGTTClfl <fMD6Dgj^6^L LJ ULl. 

U0 GUfTUJ GUGil6TT (ip^,lb G{IiIT5>A1. 

f£>Gn6Ttl 22S!0Lb GUUJGO 0lp!b2) 

jjGsniDiy^iT f^gjTip fbibiSiGuj. 
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The lord of Naraiyur then in yore 
chopped the thousand arms of Bana 
While the three-eyed Siva and his 
son and retinue took to flight. 
The pincer-crab male goes to sleep 
in the lotus flower buds of water 
tanks; 

The female waiting all night long 
quarrels on his return to the 
fields. (6) 

iflsnuUJIT Cgugu ujcstcttA 

sflUJ, sfi1«UJS3T CgilT 

g)®>C_UJ" SUSftll SgSSTIT)] ST^UJIT 

Cffifi rglC3TfDfrcarr, om_n 

U—UJIT63T Csug>l6 f&fTC3T(£j ( 

Csusirefl ,£ifti«,ii> , §jar>s sjip 
rf)«ni_ujrT qjcucvj ^jb2>c33TiT <rurrij) 
jTjCJnrDu^rr relearn) fbibiSlGuj. 

The lord—who drove the chariot for 
Vijayan and destroyed the armed mighty 
kings, who Lifted a mount and stood as 
the cowherd clan’s protector, and who 
wields the sharp discus, — resides in 
Naraiyur where Vedic seers are adept in 
the four Vedas, five sacrifices, six an gas 
and seven svaras of music. (7) 

ujbgjj «£W,n dj)7SV>rrcn urT0«fTc6l 
Jb$su (ipu»«»0>i UfTfJg,2>ftJ» 

LDC9TCTMT 

sihifftib ffurnij cmcu^^ncsT 
^ujCarrrr^ 

^Icugyii) c^flnaruj Ou0C5m/>CujfTi*, 
rb'bfi)' 7 iD©r)fr)GujfT(7, cijrrtp 

2>cmiTpu4,fT lQqtld 2>ldlS1Guj. 

The lord who blew his conch in the 
battlefield and terrified the elephant- 
mounted warrior kings in the Bharata 
war, and made the ball-clasping 
Panchali gather her hair once again, 
resides in Naraiyur where benevolent 
Vedic seers rival the lotus-seated 
Brahma and Siva in their glories.(8) 


iSlcnnjua^.^ijcuypii,, 

ssmijGuwO ^enfVi^j, s-i^euib 
iSsua> sjjjj aE(rc,J) 

^raipGujtrsjt Oacjrgj (gsms) 

UKTgji sjxarju ,§)cusuit suits i§it 

cucnij u) it it si; ^iacuff,gj aisifla^i 

SL_Af*}^,fTC3T 

srrgjib Cluntflsu ^ 

fbcmiT)jy,iT f063Trt) ibibiSIGiu. 

The ash-smeaied bull-riding, mat-h»ured 
Siva with the Ganga and the crescent 
on his tuft went abegging with Brahma’s 
skull for a bowl, when our lord rid him 
of his curse by filling it with the sap of 
his heart. He resides in Naraiyur 
surrounded by fragrant groves. (9) 

TbeSuariiD a_ssu_uj iDcmpGujirn sump 
J&OTiiDiy.iT jQsjrir, siinSIssnuja, 
asjTSjfl LO^lsir (*,lp SUUJ6U UuilSJTftff, 

ftoSliusir sgsSICloiii a,iSlip uxrssnsu 
ussrssfl a_su<£lsu un^tcuirn 

ufT G? ffnijtr, uip cfilsuisura,sri; 
iDsinafl a_suau> ^sinQl Gumii, 
sunGsjrmt sucmiTi^a sumpsunCri. 

This garland of pure Tamil songs bv 
Kaliyan, king of walled fertile Mangai 
tract sings of the lord of Naraiyur 
where godly Vedic seers reside. Those 
who master it will accrue no Karmas 
They will rule the Earth and be 
worshipped by celestials. ( 1 0) 

6.8 On Naraiyur (5) 

Mankonda \ Cambhiranatai \ 
Tripula 

IDITOT OairsinsTL Gansu umftsfilsjr loirsmf) 

untsuoSI ms*, 

ansjr UairsrarQ ansmicC, ^snja 

Cli-i^iDrrsaTSijT, 
■*** °' 5,r,rfln «"*6 !0 ®Co,i 4,*. aansmoiT, 
ibiTsiT Uassrnji ami, aaniD^iflsu 

3>OT5tGi_Gott . 
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The lord wore a deerskin on his 
chest and went to Mabali as a manikin 
seeking a gift of land, then took 
the whole Earth. He is the resident 
of nectar-groved Tiruvenkatam. 
Searching for him everywhere I have 
found him in Naraiyur. (1) 

(iP lb 63'* d (_ip G-3T [Tjn’CTT 0. 633 ff) fT CD 63T, 

Clu0lDfTCDOT, 

ClgjGjr ,-£^6$ ClDUJ ^i^LDITGDCU, <PU)lDfT€ir>63T, 
5>6o i£it ffu ujco 5>ar»o)£i,»f1co 

0.CT3tCi_G63T . 

The lord in the yore churned the ocean, 
came in the form of fish and drank 
it during the deluge. He is the lord 
Tirumal of Ten-Vayalali, my master. 
Amid fertile fields and groves, I have 
found him in Naraiyur. (2) 

g>n ciinuj i_|cn fluarnir^t airbgii. gjinrm) C-IIIJ'1 b I 
(y>«uframe, nhCudQ, (ip&ancu , 

n^lG^>6ti«nafT, Q a fb»&u>cu0> 

fh tibf bodf ft an cor | 

Jbn^jfTui c_ ott fT ojtott Ojanrrj^rflco 

0>COTtGi_Gc3T. 

The lord came leading his Garuda 
bird to the lake, rescued the elephant 
Gajendra, by slicing the crocodile 
with his discus. He is the lord of gods, 
red-eyed Senkanmal. I have found 
him in Naraiyur. (3) 

n .fHjtij, ^}fj6wNu>«r>GJT WtKiefa i try*. 

‘^in (#U jnjJiUv 4> , (3/5^ l0cff1<,VJU,IT< * ,5 '' wrT • 

Cl/H l n tDCung. ftiipfruj tenoeco 

(ifi u*. UJ fT 633 ftt, 

'b"6trG0,iTfi)|u> 5>ntq 

i9)6jjtCi Uwir • 

The lord came as a man-lion and 
destroyed Hiranva. He is the lord of 
Tirunirmalai surrounded by groves. 


He wears a Tulasi wreath of unfading 
fragrance. I have found him in 
Naraiyur. W 

asvi LO^jlen ©if 1 ann 

^itaarar 

cuev ,^au> iScn, surft Osoiia orjib fblO!bg> 

sfilsueu(T«jiC3t Oosueu —OTiJlITXgj c>Gu;t)na 

5 ,«u«uaaicar, 5 >nuv a,6«iT)iy,iflGu aainCi-COTr. 
The lord came as a bow-wielder and 
killed the mighty Ravana king of ocean- 
girdled Lanka. He is the benevolent 
one, good to the young Vibhishana. I 
have found him in Naraiyur. (5) 

s_ibu«T 52_.cuC0.rT0 fi— uSI«t cTCucumb 

e_5)£)uSlcu 

6 uihi_| i-DcuitCldcu l> cm l. & it anon, 

id nCiiJ nan cor, 

^U)LJ ^«TG5T 0,6y3T633TfT6TT ^C/HTOn# 

^Tlnii0i0)6J>g) 

2 , 0)1 ictnOT n,mq jbcntDiryflco a<nfotCi_C&it. 

The wonder-lord created the 
Universe, gods and men, on his lotus- 
navel-flower. He is the lion-cub of 
sharp eyed Yasoda. With faith. I have 
found him in Naraiyur. (6) 

s,il(9 sjry !§“" Caitraseua ftncs5iL..oi4)« l ' , ®2) 

& QPc -14 

sfililt-ircnsst, Clioujujib 

CliJt|t)ion<qriGTn, 

loO® 6 J 0 I an)ua>S><w)fi, toir^na^ ^t,uj, 

cuemt 0|su«i->n 

2 , 0.1 malar n,mq rbffiiriDiy/lcu araarCLCraT, 

The lord who set fire to the Kandava 
forest and resides in Meyyant is a 
nectar-dripping Kalpaka tree. He built 
the beautiful Dvaraka for Satyabhama. 
1 have seen him in Naraiyur. (7) 

iDttnncwVIcji ii> t ifTflib Io1<9»0lji.iH6?t, tarn 

iD«iTfflnn 

i MarurcjaflcvrCiDCu ucpi tfrcvcurrtb. 

i 'iTn5»0igii. 
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<»fil6T3TCJijflG3T SJfT) d^dFUJCjT G5>(T 

S2S2 IT (Tj fT 6JD 637 

jbwTJTfaoofl JTjfTC(T rTjfTlij. V^Gf) fT) 04,ffl CU 

Ot fijiJT G L_ G GST. 

The lord who drove the chariot for 
Vijayan and despatched the tyrant 
kings to heaven, and thus relieved 
the Earth of its burden, resides in 
Naraiyur. I have seen him today.(8) 


ejrpi £sh Carr^lu Cluiron 

fli (t3tG 631 IT ^^1 LD 

<5^(£) cjojj C&rrcug, 0>i_&cd<5>u 

Clu0lDfTOT)65T, 

darting, cjjj, Csrrsmsua (guibroiaa 

^ L—ITGiDGJT, 

2>ii) G<s> n cdctt fPjrri^. jTjOTjrrju^rflGC 

<9jCT5tCl_GcJT. 

The lord who reclines in fragrant 
Kudandai wields a beautiful white 
conch and a radiant discus. He is our 
king. I have seen him in Naraiyur. (9) 

u>ff3TGpju) U)gdGT>fj GuaC^jffijrr Guriip ypo,or>c\j, 
2>eb JbarrDuyr <£1 otj 3 BjuuSonuu, 6mb M ’ 

g,irn 

a>cu rjjcfilgyi CstlOTtrOT aeflujGji g>s51 

GVGVGUITIT 

ClLjrrsi, ojirarrsufra^u M&Casiflrr 

^ 1 ,( 2 ) aiCg. 

This garland of Tamil songs by 
bee-humming garland-wearing strong- 
armed Kaliyan extols the lord of 
Mathura, Vasudev’s bright child, who 
resides in Naraiyur. Those who master 
it will become Gurus to the gods.(10) 


6.9 On Naraiyur (6) 

Pedai I Hamsanandi | Khan da 
Chapu 


Cl. iani A&a, ^Iflujng,, 


idcuita a»ir»coih 

i/>. eu .ujuSj 

$ ( n)Q>«T > Q) y^ii 


(ipisnu ^n_frg,2, ilrni sjrj>$ (yiGucu(£)ii 
uc5) ^l(flCsuiTQt 

^i_(T Oaf^kba ^l(n|)6ijriGne* ^i^Cuj 

t£lGni_, QtbigCa ! 

O Heart! The male-embracing female 
swan pair sips the nectar from petal- 
fallen lotus flowers in fertile fields of 
Tirunaraiyur; Siva, bearing the skull* 
t> e gging-bowl and roaming the 
three worlds, was relieved of his curse 
by the lord who is the husband of 
Sri. Attain his feet. ( 1 ) 


*lP 3,6,1 aiiiaib acujiji ffTtij(g,ii 

61J d ) ' 1 >^yi ttPigi) ir-OTigj suemb Clftn0*(2>u> 

*£1(2)1b6ffi2)^j,n - 

<$irjaasJi u(n) (jpuiasn 
■aiGnsu *fl jbtp, 

e^l*pGU ol^frjlil 5QI£> 5J0!b3>”G3T ^1U) ^-sdsotiCu j 
tStSiDL., CW^sjCs I 

O Heart! Salt pans overflow with 
oysters that spill over the streets 
heaping pearls and bountiful wealth 
in Tirunaraiyur, the blame-worthy 
wicked Rakshasa’s heavy heads rolled 
y the hot arrows of the bow-wielder 
lord. Attain his feet. (2) 


** n ' n Claris*!,_ usuniraCTflash C a *T uiruu, 
•SfcgjGSlftGTflciJT 

|£W C ' s, "«6n- uyub Cla^iSs 

Csnenojg, ^l^jjjKnai^rr - 
niwcn Garre*! L _ i9di 

Cfl,ncjr2)«u, jipsucuCanO)) 
^ranen QcusrnnGonn* il.«*!, sdi as* 

^JffineiraiCui ^sj-^ Qrr^Ca. 

o Heart! The slivers of jackfruit drip 
with honey on trees, while bananas 
slip out of their peels on tight bunches 
in plantations of Tirunaraiyur; the 
lord who appeared as a younger 
brother oi the conch-hued Balarama 
look the milk products and the world 
in one gulp. Attain his feet (1) 
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gjlCTTrr)] iflg, uuCOii) g>jG3T6jfl cn^j^ib 

ld rrcrflcy)<9jCii>60 
jfJlcifTrpi Gijrrcjr CI 0 CU 6 U 5 , 

LDCTTrpj ^a«5> (£>l-li) &Q^£b {&» 

a>6ff>Lp g)0g>5) 

(SjOTTfry $0*" CgjfTGTTCTT 0anrj 0>lpGcvj 

^csnu, Qrb^Ctf ! 

O Heart! Rows of cloth flutter on 
mansions everywhere densely, hiding the 
sky in wealthy Tirunaraiyur. The lord 
danced with pots and lifted a mountain 
to stop the rains with his mighty 
shoulders. Attain his resounding feet. (4) 

cO (g,!D0 lb ■ a'S>St>« T (JbP' i> • a< 1 a> <? IU rtssrgu w. 

iR<hd , Q<!MTGjnnfT 5 )^i £ 2 _i»gini> 

Qunearcaflg) * 

uftGu 0 .rj£>€> <&}$'-* ‘-iGnu.ujnesT, 

a_cu( 2 ) 6 j(i§ib 

LjAA $0 GUuS)jb©e^ Qu(TG3T 

^IqGtU Qf»j|GTjG<9 ! 

O Heart! Logs of Agilwood, Sandal¬ 
wood, nuggets of gold, and pearls in 
heaps come washed by the waves of 
the perennial river Kaveri in 
Tirunaraiyur. The lord who wields a 
discus that hid the Sun in the Bharata 
war, himself hid the Universe in his 
stomach. Attain his golden feet. (5) 

Gluntir, (up 5 >g))Lb. 12 —, i_|Cir>ip£ 

GT>8> ion C*fT(^llb. 

4 J,aryT cfiluidfT 

Oi jfTcin<za{l0} ^l(2)fb«r>fP^A, 1 ’ ■ 

ia>uiwncv*^) ftfi l'i!cvi 

‘^cjlctr, &, rtCTT 6ZT'61 1 0-,a^] 1 J —&>&!§) 11 G& IDCU^ 
^iqCin crMCT)’- » • 

0 Heart! Gold, pearls, tiger's claws, 
ivory, all these are brought as gifts by 
l he river Kaveri in Tirunaraivur; the 
lord is pleased 10 keep his sweet 


companion, the lady Sri of lightning- 
thin waist, on his chest. Attain his 
flower-adored feet. (6) 

<£Vr »p5>2> 

^iDGVjg>g)j ,@Gm_ ^^Di-uSlcu, 

UfTfi UUJS3T 

e&6iT>cn5»0ib j^^rFj^nfDOjjrT 
Otnn £)£T)ip<b5> $(rt) 5>6tf3T633TlS)rjn63T, 

efilcifiJTCT3TClJlT Gi!MTG3T 

2>nii gjCtfugjllfH’W (SP»4WCaT S* 61 ^" 

^i^Guj Qi>)(g)G<? ! 

O Heart! Beautiful ripe golden sheaves 
of paddy grow with red lotuses in be¬ 
tween; rows of well-laid sugarcane in 
plantations grow tall, in Tirunaraiyur. 
The lord of dark cloud hue, lord of 
the celestials, Krishna, wears a wreath 
of Tulasi. Attain his tender feet. (7) 

gjdicu *rimu>, U*w 0.iriL|ii>, 

UfTOTlGTT (jpgigjjlb 
5,6T>CVJ e?H,^!bS> ,@6TTr*il ft(ip^Pfe'ST 

Gfln^cviS) ' 

iDCsncu ^rrrbgi G<fbncviLi) Gsn iDsrafl UDirL ib 

lD<J3TC3^ 

jglcncu s>i,D iQramjirOT l£e" aipCeu 
^irasu ! 

O Heart! Ripened fruit and ripening 
fruit borne in bunches, and Areca 
fronds spilling pearls of flowers, fill the 
orchards and groves of Tirunaraiyur. 
The lord resides amid jewelled 
mansions that rise high like mountains. 
Attain his adorable lotus feet. (8) 

tflcr'fn Qu(^ C©jcfre{)l«& * |oa'0> 

Ci imii ojcnmTjjgii sr<&(g|ih 
i^lenip .2>4 ,ij 01 rrtfyi £ip@ib Cl^cocugi 

dt,l(n-jfH«TfT>iu,n 

i9«>rr) SfaPyib a63’L ujffg))ib. iSlniDjBpub, 
*olg»n^gjj *T0)<3> 

tAjenm (ALjtt) l£l 65t(T> fTfe"3T 

Gut c^6T . . ■•XJTIiG.T 























THE SACRED BOOK / Divya Prabandham 


O Heart! The smoke from the fire 
altar of the Vedic seers climbs up and 
fills the sky with wealth-laden clouds 
in Tirunaraiyur. The lord stands 
above all, worshipped by Siva and 
Brahma. Attain his feet. (9) 

ffjGnOi Ul^lcfr LJ63lL_ (g,^) 

106312)11631631, 

016WT aciraii) ;06 ugh 6T^la0ii suujcu 

iDisiana 2,a,on6n63t 
U633ID,eil ^16F>LD UuSlejln) $TIu UHl_6U 63161) 

6U6U6UITIT 

sS)6OTa,Gii ^gomoujmn ^,iii 

6'5j>^l0j,gi) «VMty?6urCa. 

The king of Mangai city surrounded by 
lakes with swan pairs offers this garland 
of pure Tamil Pann-based songs at the 
feet of the lord who stands amid spotless 
tall mansions in Tirunaraiyur. Those 
who master it will attain high heaven 

and live with celestials forever. ( 10 ) 

6-10 On Naraiyur (7) 

Kidanda \ Madhyamavati \ Adi 

&'-M> SiiiiS) g,uj6ji* Cmsfil, Caipeu 
^yii a_6vi6!na 

@<-2>a jbiba fToiach 2>ihiS), 61^1(0,1 

«5M0®W1 c^L^UJ«3> 

auia IfatfaiS) 0,1!) £)Gutiieins,, e-eucng, 

PT-rr ^IqUJITcC) 

ff>'-£>& a>un9 5,moii> QflrrGii65lGu - 2,0,011 

€33tCiO. 

Our lord is the lord who reclines in 
Kudandai, the lord who lifted the Earth 
as a boar, the lord who burnt the forti- 
'ed Lanka city to dust, the lord who 
measured the Earth in two strides His 
Mantra is Na-mo Na-ra-ya-na-me. ( 1 ) 

ofiK ui am* sLonL ui ^lotmo Qojiii,©,, 

(,;,GS1 2*1611, (IJJ631 

*' 56 5> mf ' cn tl iSitu Oi iniiicno, , 

^fTfirr ^Gncb, 


cmemuib C&Lpffu , sl_c\j«d<3> 
rr-n c §hi 4 uj'T 6 u 

fbi_fb5>fTg)j^ni_iij f^muio GtjrrcoevSku 

(bGiun f£,nijfTiucTOTCiii. 

Our lord is the lord who entered the 
lotus pond and danced on the venom¬ 
spitting Kaliya’s hoods, the lord who 
came as a boar and fork-lifted the 
Earth, the lord who straddled the 
Earth with his flower-soft feet. His 
Mantra is Na-mo Na-ra-ya-na-me.(2) 


y,6S3TfTgj g.rpj&afjT Ccuipii) LDfl}J0J 

QJCD6TT ID (IT} U emu ill 

Cueromcrr f ^(ip^ii Q^rreiaTL 

Qu(IT}lDne5T, $(fT}U)ITITGll63T, 
unejorn cueainQ (ipasyjib <3<rt.fbS><su ^ujtfi'fl 
2 >uSllT GWuOT3TQcufiJTUJ 
j5,fT«nnrrg ) | suotstl itgst r^fUDib CWcogSIsO - 
fbCiDD fTjfrrrmueffffrGiO. 

The lord who plucked the tusk of the 
red-eyed hot-tempered elephant, the 
lord who churned the ocean for am¬ 
brosia, the lord who bears the lady Sri 
on his chest, the lord who stole the coif¬ 
fured cowherd dames’ butter, -- his 
Mantra is Na-mo Na-ra-ya-na-me (1) 


. urrui&OjgdSTT 

616D6D1, «L.ei0u> GJSiramw, £.02,2, 4MU>UVTS5T, 
®6l» r^Gna^CftiTOTT 
^Ul ^.(b sfilcOftHIGU tipraflj,* 

. STajGai^, efili5i_emud)0 

B»««uii®ien l . llJ ^ouub Q/inGuGSGt, 

0>Cinri 2,ni)ni,jG!BnCiD. 

The lord who resides in the well 
orubed city of Kanchi, worshipped 
by all the worlds in Padakam, the lord 
who ,-amed arrows or the mighty chest 
°. 1 . Lan ^ a Ling Ravana, then gave 
the kingdom to his younger brother 
i hishana, — his Mantra is Na-mo 
Na-ra-ya-na-me. ^ 
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0cni_ujrT ciicsnijiufTcO f0«y>r J (ipcin s>rr<bg> 

Qu0iDndT, iD0eurTg> 

cfilcjlL- <g>fT6&T 6J(L^lb QGUC3TJDfT63T> C^fTSlJCVJ 
^)S31fT)rTff5T, Cl5>C3T ^GVinj SIDih 

c^CiT>l_UJtt <$\1J6>6iir eSuJU OufT0g>! Guocfi) 

QgULD 

fb«TlL_UjrT 2_6J3T6MTr5> ^6T3TL fTOTI I^nLDlb - 

(TjClDfT fb^UnujeTrJTCLD. 

The lord who protected the cows by 
lifting a mountain against the 
hailstorm, the lord who fought seven 
warring bulls, the lord who stands in 
Kovalur, the lord who made Yama 
stride the battlefield and devour the 
Rakshasa clan, — his Mantra is 
Na-mo Na-ra-ya-na-me. (5) 

3>fTG5T 6TGT3T0LD , 00 nil 0LG , (ip <9r GM lb 

UCJDl—UJfT, ^l_6U 11 

LDrTCJjTUJ C^GUGSIfSl tQ\ ID ID fTG3T, 

GT63T<5>(^^ CTOTgU lb 

Gfl>spih, ung^ib, ■3i lu $0aiiT6u 

^(CTjJjItUHb 

Jbn^jtb ClaftcjiGcsiisiit; fF,u>0ib 2_cnrjifil6ffi 
|T,GlD(T 5,fT(jrTlu657TGLD. 

The lord who wiped out the vanity of 
the mighty Rakshasas with an army 
of monkeys, bears and macaques, the 
lord who is always sweet as honey, milk 
and ambrosia to my heart, the lord 
who is the husband of Sri, — I shall 
say; devotees, repeat after me, — the 
Mantra is Na-mo Na-ra-va-na-me.(6) 

.'DcmiT) gijCDI jm ID, <£U fjj® AL.gyjii), 

^l£in«U4ib @0 J0Gugpib 
^p651fT^|LO fijOL^jluin 6>i6ffiTT6ittTLb GT6OTT GVilfl 

r^lcciTfQ <3H ii>u»n®nrTiT 

0C3Tf^| 067), HI ft <£Hq0»|gTjC3Pl Hi 

^l0<bn | fliii 

IbcTtiry ^fTQfjiT^crifT: 0<«bn6T3Tic>iT! Q^ncsiCcaTffin - 
r^Gtorr 5>rT7ftu iffinnCto 

He protects through age after age, the 
staid mountains, the spread oceans, the 
Quarters, the firm Earth, all without 


exception. He lifted the mountain as an 
umbrella against a hailstorm. Devotees, 
take good note of what I say, — his 
Mantra is Na-mo Na-ra-ya-na-me. (7) 

0>fTGV, iDrrrfl 0>6 uGgd Oum^luj ^cdGgu 
GT lOi9>(^ fTCgTH^I 

u(^nilAfT6D , SClLI 5QCT3T (P^ST^JJ c£M,UJ IT 

QfEjQpllftfTGU 0«TfDlb 0Om_ GJ&& 

i^lGyjrrcimu^ j£lrjiD<2)5)fT6<b 

eii OTyrsrcHb (ff>rr2,5>rTC7T iTjmmb - 

rf>CiDn n ij fT uj cotG id . 

When the hailstorm hit the cowherd’s 
haunt, even before the cowherds could 
say, “Krishna, protect us!”, the lord lifted 
a huge mountain as an umbrella and pro¬ 
tected the cows from the cold, — his 
Mantra is Na-mo Na-ra-ya-na-me. (8) 

Clum^cS) msnmfl* s,i_cv (*,y> if? 51 ' 

IDfT LDtfbGTT F ID6VJ1T LDfT 

LDr^)GT'£F) iSifJIDOTT, ^QJCTT, 611 fT6«JT61lIT 

J^fTlUihfT «^,UJ 

CTPbJtfjGn ^ Iq. <5> CTT, g^iDC.urrn 

2)67>6U6U0«r>UUJ ^0fbfUDlb- 
(T)Ch)i9,6TT 6fi)6JT>C3T«9,CTT S2_GPrjlflG3T 

ffjGion fj)fTnrTu.icwnGiD. 

The ocean-girdled Earth Dame, the 
lotus-dame Lakshmi, Brahma, Siva, 
India and all the other gods seek the 
lord for their sustenance. Tie is our lord 
and the lord of the celestials. Chant his 
Mantra, — Na-mo Na-ra-ya-na-me, — 
and be rid of your Karmic account. (9) 

suireSlg, g>nb (g,ip icraafl (yigiO)'055)1 

(TjGnrriiU, 1 ^ Clfv>(^ »0rt4iP(iu 

LHJcfil, QfT>0<^€M 0^6*31^1, 

fbLDiS) <v. 

ftiTcfil^) ^ji nil A637JT ioi ciiftn C<9>6 ttu'ij67it 

0>661uj63T G£ic 6) U>ni^D6V' 
Giocfil^ QdJfT6U6\i cucOcofTiT ur»Guih rfjlcbcufr 

effujCin. 




















THE SACRED book / Divya Prabandham 


These songs of the lord’s Mantra in 
Tirunaraiyur surrounded by the 
Kaveri’s Mani-muttaru river, are by 
Kaliyan the husband of many wide- 
eyed dames, resident of Tirunaraiyur. 
Those who can master it will be rid of 
their Karmic account. (10) 

7.1 On Naraiyur (8) 

Karava \ Saveri | Mhra Chaptt 

<9><DGUfT IDl_ 2 >fT(£) &)GST ftOTTfry 

SL.6TTCrf)63TrrcOGurTGU , 
iDfDOjrrgj ^m-CujsTr 2_sjreir>OTTGuj 

6 iT> ip ft <£1 cttG n> 63T 

2 > 2 >«J Qurjflst, 5 , 0 , 5 ,^ £*„, 

J&LDlSl ! 

iSlffleuncniD ctoiotu uwjfl - crrbcng, iSlonCor ! 

O Lord of Naraiyur surrounded by 
nectared groves! Like a calf constantly 
calling for its unmilked mother cow, 
I keep calling for you. Pray ensure that 
I am not born again. (j) 

cuff)ID n ujnsG nira>[, 

Stfr «*& fejrQjfilLu Oansu cwbCjpn&n! 

arnGujeji a_6jT«narCui 

OT3 ip 0, C3tG 0) C5T 

OurbCp*; ai©* tI j iOTa 

LSIfjrrCcjr ! 

O Lord who swallowed the seven 
oceans, mountains and all else in one 
gulp, O First-cause Lord! Relentlessly 
I call you alone, pray grace me. ( 2 ) 

a,"':,® a®*A©j £_.* cTOTafla,, 

QneuibWdi J 

•SiCrjar ^.-hiCo, , j©£* . 

^ «, Co,, u^tuCiu, 

5 '~ '” *-*4>*™*>uj a-a.sg.1, ^CmCc. 
You showered your grace on me I 
shall not share it with others. Out of 
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love for me, you reside in the Ocean 
of Milk, on the hills of Venkatam 
and in Tirukkottiyur. I keep drinking 
that joy without satiation. ( 3 ) 

cl sir cumij i5)smba> ndflftn! assngi ^cnvpAft, 

s—SitCgit r£)G3Trrjj ereir &_Gncmb (£)CTtl©Lb 

Gp(lp6vn ! 

astioin! a,i_«uiB6UGr)«ua, £i_2,g, a,©ihCu! 

GHCTTGlTITGU! S— G3TCiT)CiJT CTfSJf^lGJHCl 0,11 G5T 

ixirr)a,CiF,CaT? 

O Sweet Lord of Kadalmallai! While 
I called, ‘O Pure One who tore apart 
the horse Kesin’s jaws”, you stole my 
heart and took residence in it, filling 
me with joy! How can I ever forget 
your generosity? ( 4 ) 

Gfilai sjit ny^eO Csueu Q^Qri, ft6 OT«raflmii> 

0 , 0 , «,0ri 0,rtomi £((10,0, aerflGnj! 

-bcOwmi,! so arownGsii! j^iSI! 

ClSlTSUSUlTU, . SLOTOTOT UJIT8j, 

Ciamigii) t^Cnj. 

O Elephant! You roamed the dense 
rocky forest with your bow¬ 
eyebrowed lance-eyed dame. O 
Good One, Nara-Narayana, my 

very own lord! Pray tell me how 

I must worship you properly. (5) 

U “" ** U ** e*j9* UfiiSTTj, £oC OT ' 

yP “ ”' u! sfil«nAC*! 

Cia^comh u<eK9g|dr 

^ ■"*"*•* *«*r0Q a ,ntsfj,0, 

a -‘h!bClftT^!bCa,Gor. 

> ral spiig residing in the snowy 
peaks of the Himalayas! O Thinker! O 
'git of Tirumulikkalam! O Sweet 
ambrosia of devotees! O Fruit! Bv seeing 

you my spirit has been set free. (6) 
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a^lCujsO gjevcnaj, iffeir &euajg)j 

CTQTft^j { 

$$Guj! ^(f^jiiiTUJGncvj {QS)$go6> Q^rrgjGg)! 
U^IGuj! UfJcfilS) GgjfT^U) 0^fTC^JT|_(T 5>LD5 j(^)A 

0»$Clu! 2_CTTCnCTT<5» 0<9>rTC73T(v^, 

2_UJ ffJ^JbC^CcJT. 

O My wealth! Other than you, I have 
no refuge. O Pearl necklace of 
Tirunirmalai, O Resident! O Life- 
breath of worshipful devotees! 
In seeing you my spirit has found 
its freedom. (7) 

<£H2><2> n - cTG3Trr)Jf 2_cjtcyic3T 

<-2H GT> l£> iffc <9> , 

CT65TQJ lS)n)IT ffTG3TCT)63T; 

CiP5>^5> ! ld 633^1 tnfTcrafl<ff>&CiD ! 

G1D CTT «5j ^1 63T IT) 

cfil^G^)! a. 63TGnc3T crnijrcjiGfftb jbfTtfit 

tf£j)0G<3jGCTT ? 

When I call you, “Lord and Master!”, 
others call me “Mad, Mad! O Pearls! 
O Emerald gem! O Growing seed! 
How can I ever let you go? (8) 

gJlUJfTUj! <9tl_rr IDfT lO^Gl IfTGO, 2_U$1 iT5j(£j 

6TCU6U rTLD 

«5)fTiij 1 1 , fflfl &> 62P H[) 2>6iT3T rT ID CD (J<9 j 

vj/iJTfcWT IT ! 

.gMn in* ^cdcv) (£<t e_co(3) C 7 \i^ib (tpcirr a_ cjVii 

QJITUJ flt g> 63T CD 6iJT ffT fa) fal 65JT LD fT C3T 

U>rT)5>G-9>G®n ? 

O Pure-as-the-radiant-full-Moon! 
Mother to all the living souls! O Lotus- 
eyed protector! O Cowherd! O Lord 
who swallows the seven worlds! 
How can I ever forget you? (9) 

Qjotst^hI ^a Gurn^co ^ip 

rj>ibiS)ft(a) (Tie^Tgijib, 

^fi>n«nn0 ag^Iujott g^oSIQ^uj 2>i${£ 

iDndnsu, 

^<3>r*OTinirn* jajCTGlJ u itQiBIg&i ufTuj. 

(p63T£U £*>' > 

^-swtGi . giSWdi \ a_ii> §»iOA(tf>: ^eO«r»cL. 

gjjuiGij. 


Devotees! These are songs of pure 
Tamil for the lord of Naraiyur 
surrounded by bee-humming groves 
sung by Kaliyan. Those who can 
master it, sing and dance to it, will 
enter Vaikunta without despair.(lO) 

7.2 On Naraiyur (9) 

Pullai | Darbarikanada \ Adi 

licit <sH,dj, sr«st(y>ii> <SW,uJ, M0<bg)j stotototi 

2_£TTcmb Q&rrcy3Ti_ 

0,6nGurr! CT63TJD^i l i J i ctot 

G<9fTIT5>(r*)UD»TG\J J 

gt CTtGgO r^CTT^J Qjb^^lb, 2_Q36ID63T 

SL_CTT6TfllLlA^>rTCU , 
JfjGTTCcTTCTT a_CTTGn«yr ^GocurTGU, jbcnjDuyn 

rglcsTfD jbibiSGujrT ! 

You came as a boar and bird and 

took my lowly heart as yours. 
Even as I say, “You stealer! , 

my eyes rain with tears, alas! 
When I think you my heart is 

filled with passion, O alas! 
No more can I wish again 

Naraiyur Lord-in-residence, O! (1) 

oH>Gn ^rfluSldT a_(3 iD(f*)d?, 
iDrtGi— ci»{b<2il> <2mGuJC3T idqtld GftflOTGn 
GDCUCVJ 6ffHDji><S>n! 
UhCl 63T Q^>fTG73TG IT ^iDCiTHOSj 0iGf>lGy»5>L' 

U g)l Q1 <wQ A fTGOTT0 
fbaGi_63T, 2_sifTen63T ^cOcvjrrcvi, fbcn/puj," 
rQcsTrT) rr>ibi5Cujn * 

Taking a form ol wonder-lion 

you came dearly into me! 
Through your love for me you made me 
your slave, O my Prince! 
No more can I sing in praise ol 

mortal beings with my songs! 
Nor do 1 seek any other god, 

Naraiyur Lord-in-residence, O! (2) 
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CTiiuurguii), job ^tencsrujii) acjrcnrarij 
Qujbrpj 

duimsirgjjii, aiiiuicnaTniii ^Cujgy*^ 

rQcBTfD 

2>AJ LDfTQT €£>6751 5H_Cff! f^Cm/pu^lT f^CTTO) 
fblflL? ! 2_«3T 

C5HDLD iDrrcuT cucsztcmui ^cucurrcu, u><Qipf$)gj 
cj£g>iomlCi_CaT. 

After my Father and Mother 

gave birth to me and left, 
You became my Father and my 
Mother with all love and care. 
O Lord with a hue of cloud and 

radiance beyond the Sun! 

I sing not for any but you, 

Naraiyur Lord-in-residence, O! (3) 

, ffp>IT lS)cTTGr>CTTlL)lb ( £_GU(£) 
2 _cott@, £p>ri ^eO^csncuCiDcG 
a_«nn)CurTuj! ctctt Q$^4)csr ®_cnC«n 

a_Gnn)«jfTuj! a_ cn rt) fjj ^ gjj grrdn 

®05>$$Cu jcst ^^Cujctt - 

cvictotQ <'flann(*Jtx> 

rjjcmfT) Qjfi^Tjib Qurri^lcO (^ip fbc»rr)£^ft 

fQcarrT) fbii>i?CujfT ! 

Came as babe, you swallowed all and 
sleeping, lay on a floating leaf! 
Lord eternal staying in my 

heart, unknown to me then! 
Nectar-dripping groves with bumble¬ 
bees surround your temple. 
How can I now forget you, 

Naraiyur Lord-in-residence, O! (4) 

£c*i, irranu eunrarcuitffiOT flanrarigj 

cjgji&A 0,ffcj3TL| ,*>4iflj2,rrci>; 
nri ^ A 1 flA o , 0 u©a,ra J A(a, 

Jbnctrr r^iiqanin 

•JfiMug&tnmuCj 

CunttBJC pCCl <*; 

anrf " *”* 9ffia&b+ 

jglCSTIT) JBUnSCmr, > 


Lord eternal hard to reach by 

contemplating celestials! 
Lord of all, I placed myself in 

total service to your feet. 
You have entered my heart lowly, 
how now can I let you go? 
Long ago I lost my shame, 

Naraiyur Lord-in-residence, O! (5) 


crib gjrrcng), g,^uufrcO ct^suit utp 

£H iq.cn U) 

cuj)g>rm; era t Ojb^^lcjT fi_cnCcn cur^gjrTcniiju 
CurTAcu ^ilCt-Csr; 

^12>C5,ir ! STOT ^yrs-uStCrj ! <5i7Ca ! 

^(TCjCTT CTGJTfl,^ 

5>235>fTiD6u 2>j>2> CTijjgjrTuj ! rtycnpu^rr rfJIcjTrr) 

5>u>i5'Cujrr ! 

O Lord, Master of my father, 

and his father’s fathers four! 
Having come to live in me, 

how now can I let you go? 
O My precious soul and monarch, 

you gave me your grace in full. 
O My father-mother-lord, 

Naraiyur Lord-in-residence, O! (6) 


gjjasfljjg, anioQ^n! 

era, g^p^, gn,^ geftu 

Cuitiuu iSljJIT g>(BjCUIT 
CU< * M*® @®4,a, ^tlCuriii 

€ijencrT0,gi cncu&C&cifr 
<bC8T Ctn>(g)a ^motcjuo iDsirgjiii, panp^n 
d^cSrrrr) f*,ibi 5 Cujfr ! 

° Lord with an »*e that destroyed 

thousand mighty kings in yore! 

Leaving my heart if you go to ' 

stay in another person’s heart, 

shall not be party to it, 

stay put in my heart, obey! 

Swan-ga,t Lady’s too with you, 

Naraiyur Lord-in-residence. O! (7) 
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CTuCufTgjui) QufTCTT Loconr ^cnioGujrriT 

«r>«9»i'iCi jfTgj) Q^»r«rer0 AjpCuCiDf 

G\jCT31'*Jfh 

@uCl MTgj) CT€3rQfK(p^lc3T£_CrCiTT L|UJ Li 

Cu^acO 

SCO Ct tfTgjj CU6OTT0 ^6OTT0li> SCyifp^jIT 

fQ«T(p (J>lbl5GujrT 1 

All the time with golden flowers, 

gods in sky offer worship. 
Folding their lotus soft hands, 

falling at your lotus feet. 
Now I have you in my heart, 

I shall never let you go! 
Bumble-bees in nectared groves, — 
Naraiyur Lord-in-residence, O! (8) 

eai63T Cs* ^carancn a_i£fbgiJ 

cncofii^jcmDujfTco, 
UjrT<»rt ^UJ CTtfjr g>CTT0>(£) , ^U*CuJC3T 

u>cmb lj( 2 )S 2 > 
G-ffjCffJT ! $li> ft(TF)LbiSlcfr O&G'lfICcU ! C1C3T 
S\ fTjGngt ajC3TC3T(T60 

S^car cr uj&lj Ouft>Cff)C3T - 

fpOTfT) JT>lDLSCliJfr • 

I did keep my body flesh for 

you to take and use as fit. 
By me. for me and with me, you have 
found a place to be in my heart. 
Through my contemplation of you, 

I have held you firmly in me. 
Sweet as honey, sugarcane juice, 
Naraiyur Lord-in-residence, 01(9) 

3>co icuiucO L 4 <am. rQdsrrr) 

(T^ibiSlcnuiA 

^»co £,<7 ton© aicmrj#, Cgji’G" 0i©SlAC3T!fjl, 
mniicjn«9»uj A C.^fTtrirr. 

^ffncu i^rj Q^ncO aincnQj '^gntijQjiGvnnfrGT' 
tafi)a.ii>6lcu 

?>gu f5"«ntou»frcvj 

Ancoti) ciiffipQjnCij. 

The generous as-the-raincloud Mangai- 
k*ng Kalikanri has sung this song-garland 


as offering to the lord who resides 
in Naraiyur surrounded by watered 
groves and fields. Those who master it 
will live in great joy on Earth. (10) 

7.3 On Naraiyur (10) 

Sinavil \ Sankarabharanam \ Adi 

Dheemta-Dheemta-taka 

Takadhimi-Taka jhanu 
Dheemta-Dheemta-taka 

Takadhimi-Taka jhanuta. 

£\csr ^gcO Cl^fbJ fhGSZT ^rji>AIT S_uSlIT iD(\GT1& 

QflfDjD C^cOoS) C7«T(£j <5>»T)(T)CUIT g>li)£>lD 
lDCT(ipCTT OAnCff3T0, CTC3T|^JlD GTuCtJfT^IlD, 

j9c3T2^ 

ID IT (ipofltinUJi IDfJlb GJip CTUJg) «THfl£b5>C3'>6'5 T . 
2>C3Tcf^CU 0«63Trr)ITITA(£)a) fF)«53TORfTn)(2) 

^ |f)ujJTC3>U3T , 

iq.GUJ«T, r§l«TfD 

fT>ibiSlc!nujA 

«»cndiltfO 0 >cjjiCl uTT^eji^j; a>«ran_cmDujfTcu cresr 
3,CSV ^cncrjTAcn «9,fflfluU«5> AcrftgjCgjCcJT. 

Angry ruddy-eyed 

fierce Rakshasa-killer! 
Lord ascetic, O the 

piercer of seven trees! 
Noble bow-wielder! 

Scholars and learned ones 
Hold thee dearly in their 

hearts, offer worship. 
Hard to reach by even 

knowlede-wealth bearing ones. 
Perfect lord residing 

in Tirunaraiyur, — 

I this lowly self, 

saw him in my dream state; 
Seeing, my eyes and heart 

rose in abounding joy. (1) 
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pi* a^ roOTajA 

aansnsnCu, Q aiil& ^ 

** <»©* CUiiu,i ^ZZt, 

aw S 1 ’ onsuujo.u, E _ c j !rr 0 ( 

s^r%2,,£ICL. 

OT ' “*5* ®™y>-3> ftnfcGnrc,, 

“£>* c*«u* 

^cnra, « 3M10 giT& <2 , ^rfl vpa,*,, ctqt ' 
dirarucnan ardrrSI ^flCwCciT. 

Like a calf that is 

bleating for mother cow, 

I do stand and cry 

seeking my mother-lord. 
Constantly I keep 

. . thinkin 8 ofthe lord alone, 

Who m yore became a 

child on a floating leaf. 

He adorns himself 

with Makara-ear rings. 

He became the fourth 

person among the first 
Three, the Alvars who were 

huddled in a vestibule. 
He’s a lion among 

gods and my only love. (2) 

Protecting me from the 

agents of Yama-death- 
He resides amid 

fragrance in nectar-groves, 

Kudandai dancer-of- 

, pots in reclining- 

He s my father and 

lord of my father. 

How indeed can I 

learn to forget him?(3) 

tfS/acTinsO i®)ajdrj) urrinwirr inner, 
- Jn <JS>3>0l, g>(n, Gg ,it jdcuitA^ <3*,“’^ 
Claongi, 

a;t' , >r*l, asnnrtjgu aicu.Va.g, gdr & r0«f> 

. Glaiiiujii 1 

CTLDlSIg^cnen- «JUS M -yt i_| caret* dhncfil-fl 
Jiaih ^etl, CTeir sfileror ^erfl. 

^ ©cvniicsna, in«\>nii,*>,n Claearn)l- 

asAr^nincnriA a amoral gy*@ 
cr* incanb an^ jgltOevnGa.- 

In the Bharata 

war between mighty kings. 
See, the Pandavas 

won by my Krishna who 
Steered the chariot 

siJjjjia tbnsii aijjg; crar Clnjig,* 

0 <*>, n l rr ctn ; 

£?"C*Ib0*c^f5WriT; c^UaGujg)jcr>t_a 
syxj QjfbgjJ Cl^caTLjCurir^^ ctCTtciDSJjTfl 
CanrO^m. fT«rT; ^1*Q(9 ,ottu 

QufbCfDQT; 

Q/hnfb&i 2 _cumi) Ourn£)cu (^urbcn^g, 

OrMrcfilanffina, (tf>i ib ,£iyq uj am 
tTfT, m j jg, ft, an ^ /SlbmiT6J>G<ST, 

cnniSIrrncfrirar CTjaibncu tDip^C&Ccjn ? 

Since the day he came 

he took up residence 

In this heart of mine, 

not any other one’s. 

He became my pure 

consciousness abiding, 

I, killing mighty warriors, — 

He resides amid 

bee-humming nectared groves. 

He s the lord of sweet 

D , . . Aran gam and nty heart, 

He s the lord of gods, X 

lotus-like eyes and lips, 

He s the lord who rained 

arrows on Lanka king- 
He alone commands 

me anc l nty worship. (4) 

*'Wa>anbCun0i. 

^ S a " U> ® n! ' Quira #i,n &<“> 

Ononra,, i^buM^ ^ 
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Cojiii3,i_2,gj <^rflsnuj, uifl iSaSIcniu, 
CIgiic&tOcottuj el-CThQ a_rjoSleafl<sni- 
<^l,uM<araTi_ 

0>(rt)lblSlein65!, C^CiHGJT, I£|65T uncSIeinGia, 
<$* 6 & T t5h ctcot ldotud GaujiunCa,. 

When my soul suffers 

torment of hell and pain, 
There the lord protects 

giving courage and succour. 
Feet of lotus hue, 

worshipped by gods above, 
And hand that raised says, 

“Fear not, 1 am with you", 
Fle’s the lord of cool 

Venkatam, Kesi-foe, 
Fle’s the child who ate 

butter and was tethered then, 
He’ s my lord sugar- 

cane-like and honey, milk. 
He alone resides 

forever in my heart. (5) 

CT UL«nC7TuOun<iqgj| «TCSTQ}JtD, 

ctctt ifiOTgjgii C^cungxi < @ 00 >(£)ii> 

GufidrCciP C*WCUIT G0>frrhJ«£ldr 
Qumfjlcvj ^l0LnfToS)00C3fT«n6u, c?na5 
^»Ci4Cinuj A^Lhi-i Frcjrn) 

^rr^currct.) LDfflnnr) jE>frdr0ib (ipdT cj>$ui 
u Ci_cinc7T ( Liijffnojff) g^juSIcO cjnyanp, ^dr 
u dirt u cm err ^dn^l. ufTi.cO Q^u'iGujCjOTI. 

High reputed sugar- 

lord who resides in 
My good heart and never 

leaves for a moment! 
Ford of sweetness like the 

cane-sugar-juice and 

Resident of Tiru- 

malirumsolai!, — 
Where the Kongo trees 

shower golden-hue petals, 
°ver the lord who is the 

Master of Vedas-four. 


Praising him who is 

fond of deep ocean, 
My good tongue does not 

sing of another, O! (6) 

uSOTTcraflear ^dT Giambi ujrnp rjyijibiStcu Gurr)© 
urrcmcu ^>£1 £5)r^jG.9. M0fbg>J crdr 
^cOTi cma h QrbiCTy»ib. cummb jgfti-ib Gfrndan rrcat; 

Q*fT6OTTL_ 61 dr, LDGnn)GujfTrr loeimb < 3 >dr sl_gtt, 
sfildffT a_Gnnnr Ou^ioncmCTr, crib ioncm63T, 
r£rr iD^aib Ai-ffO 

cudjTffJjrdr, iDfT iDcrefl cudsrbdJTdr, cub 

dDTCJ3T6U 

cjidarcwrCLD ^drrfjl cumu a-CmrjujnGja. 

Sweetness sounding from the 

well-tempered lyre-Yal- 
String which plays on the 

Palai mode softly! 

Lord residing in 

hearts of the Vedic seers, — 
He has come to my 

heart, eyes and lowly tongue. 
He’s the lord of all 

gods in the sky above, 
He reclines in deep 

ocean with dancing fish. 
He’s the dark-of-hue 

emerald and Master, 
My tongue knows to prate 

the name of no other god! (7) 

jgsrfl ciu ureiiLD eujbjSil crtujgjiib, CloncucSt, 

SUDA0 • 

,@ib6inu)Guj < ^0cnCluii)*D c ^k DU,n ^M' 
gjjcuflfc-ytuj $n£bihl ^Jo^uGid &0<ffldrn}gji tojxT 
Cl^rrcb GrHrfilcmm cmcmuib 

0;g,fTjpLJLJ(^llb 
^ipcaftcmu), cuncuicugrTGU ciicOTTnjiifMju^blib 
‘ !&&>" s&rub ^i^hiT^ldTjp^ji c<bfT 
0*C3Vlcirtu.i arT^cv) Gaiugii cndi SL-Gncmb 

Gendin i. 

^CTto-cmcar ,t£)dwT)i ^Gnn(^l G^ndhiCi Ccoi. 
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In this world and life, 

he has given me his grace. 
Now no Karma can 

gather to demean me. 
He is the temple-path 

of flower worship. 
He is the lord to whom 

gods offer worship. 
He is a fruit of rare 

taste to devotees. 
He is the sly wicked 

lover who took all of me. 
Wiping out my sins, 

he has made my living sweet. 
Pearly lustered lord, ~ 

I have seen him here today. (8) 


sieir CUiCarir ^Cujht, a.cnij.fin, 

orarpu,, ct* 

sj>uj QundrGluujCan,* 

e§H«3T£U fiutofiUGnCTT, fry Ccu L^Q 

>£><* Offiii sum* &ljA<h dn jba,* uirjj.uu, 
(*,!> »L(i itlonj, «ncu2,0,1, gJanioCamit 

” ""®" Qaiil '°"* J ai«Wtoiu msrafla, ( a,tir^| c ,n OT 
etd, u> OTt h CufTjbrg CTOTOTT^Ca. 

What return can I 

do for this, Devotees? 
He resides for all 

times in my lowly heart. 

Tanjai Mamani 


Koyil's his residence. 
He did tear the chest 

H. did build, 


uvi i iu nanKa, 


He did burn to dust 

Ravana’s wealthy haunt. 
**e s a mountain of 

( )., , , hlack -hued gem stone, 

^uier than him my heart 

knows not to praise whom? (9) 
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Cgrffl GSIfffarQ ^icurr Quiufilai 

u>i>uena,ujit 

G0j(T€3Trr)CV, GurTGTT <5 ,oS)ujgSt, ^0 ,^^61 

JbciL-siT, i^oniTiuyi rglrar/T) a,ii>iSl gar 
2>cucu uin m curia Cacuui OacarcsfluSicu 
Cl&niyjayiri, cT^ggjgj ^uiujui, 
OgpirCTiiTi-iTaiil^a) .^hgugSt OancjrcsT Oancu 
mncncuu 

UITLCV i I2)^1GT>G1J UIT0ll/)l65T Og,fTGWTIP IT 

unu njjtiufiicmuu uircinb ffJlcucurrCGU ! 
This garland of songs 

sung by the lord of 

Nectar-groves-around- 

Tirumangai ruler, 
Wielder-of-the-sharp- 

spear, Kalikanri, 

On the lotus feet 

of Narai-yur lord, 
Singing, falling and 

dancing in ecstaey, — 
Those who master it, 

ye among devotees. 
Learn to sing in song, 

offer it as worship. 
Pam and sorrow will 

never come to you again. flO) 


Kansora \ Asaveri | Adi 

.sw -.arnj, £l«nj> ^gjpu), 

•. cmi) OjyicuGuiTRj «n aacunsncn 
Ca, ri/.sncu ion iBaamu . ( , 

ai i, GanCn, ' 

£an 6 

mm m C1 os0njA 

.asmjo cni Gtu0uinsji ^norr Qg,n(mai 

SUcke d the hol-eyc 
S ' s Putana’s breast and took h< 
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life, the lord of celestials, resides 
amid wealthy jewel-mansions that 
touch and play with the tender moon 
in Tan-Cherai. Those who worship 

him are my masters, see! (1) 

r^ib i_|(TF)Gu Guifl tDAcncn 

GUCDrj lOCUSUCO 

O^fTiDLj S 1 _ i"rr-jcij cfjltrnruifcCijfKjiDiju ^crrri 
^crrr^j G^noVr^ *n.gLg>irCuT©jr>ii>, 

CdiCL) G<d fTCtncn <rutmrr C^cDf^ 

ffua^jr a_5>giJ G/snuSlcvi Clduj 
ctid Qu^iDnjjr^jfTCTTCl^^ci'^. cruQun^gjjii) 
6TC31 LnCJT&G^) 

The lord who threw the demon-calf 
against the wood-apple tree and 
destroyed both, the lord who bears the 
beautiful-eyed lotus-dame Lakshmi on 
bis chest, resides amid fragrant groves 
in his sky-touching temple in Tan- 
Cherai. Those who worship him are 
permanent residents of my heart.(2) 

'^fel -put ojrrctr cmSIfQi i£Iot ia*cuA. (ipcar dilcu^u) 

8 - (ff) cfil 651 IT cn cn 0* 

Q^mq. 2 >_l_C3T 

! GTCffrrry 'Q^fry. 
5> n Cg>n(Gj) Guarar(^ ^Guibnib g>cTin Cvcntr) 
GT'i) Oij^rr^inrrssT g,n«ar>CTT Gj&dyl, 
r ‘ ,j nG& i n(p 11^60 &P61ILD t iGwrcrafluiCrj 
c^WTJTcmojfflCTT Qi tfTc^^CTT^rrCa. 

The lord who cut the nose and ears 
°f the fierce Rakshasi Surpanakha 
' v ho appeared before hint, resides 
amid bee-humming fragrant groves 
1,1 Tirucherai. Those who worship 
'hm with flowers, pure water and 
l h.tnts are worthier than the 
eeI estial s , see! (3) 


G^it surreiT Cigar ^cuniicn* 

Qcuib aLDgjQu QurTGrrrfj) G&p, 

CufTtr ^i^ld ^^crrfTGu ClufT0 

AOTCTTnAcfrCurra^G^Sj^nuj! gtotttqj, r^rri^ih 
2,fT(T t ^U ) (CTTjlb Sljcnrj LDfT(Tu6ar f ^jCiTJT G<9CiT)jr) 
CTLO Qu0LOfTC5T ffi_lbufT c^^TFjlb 
CuafTcncrr Cuit gjiis CluiflCturTcna 
6pi(rr)ff>(T^jLb 6)<fl^GcoGaT. 

The lord rained hot arrows on the 
mighty chariot-riding Rakshasa king 
Ravana and destroyed his grand island 
city of Lanka with him. He is the 
lord of eternals, wearer of the grand 
Tulasi garland over a mountain-like 
chest, residing in Tiruccherai. I shall 
never part from those great ones 
who chant his names. (4) 

LD<b/D^*^(2)^t IDfTdJ. SL_L-lbl51c7T 
£ijgo c£!U)6iro7rr c^CvjGgviqi, 

£L-0 

^ipOOTin (j;P5>cu«jiVft(2) .^ucbcurrcb 

^ iDtfvjiT^ C«sfTcr>cudb g>Gf3T GacnrD 
crib Qi j(fT)»nrTcji 5 >n«r>CTT rbrr(cw>ib 

-4lfb<PuL )fTnA(^ fetOTT 2_6TTCTTlb, Gg>€3T SLCff^l, 
CTuQijrT^gjjib $5>$0>(g)Cu>. 

I do not esteem those who do not 
worship the lord who came as a man- 
lion and destroyed the mighty 
Hiranya. The lord resides amid 
fragrant Sandal groves in cool 
Tiruccherai. For those who worship 
him, my heart flows like ever* 
sweet honey. (5) 

ucott 0, cjciub ^uj, SL.cutsna, ^«rirrrjj 

U’l £■><?• I lOU^JTl J fTCTtfT ! CTC3TjT)J ifjlcilfpj . 

G&rrtinn^ ^Gtfrrein; Guj ^,j c.\r>w.tm 

t ^|(.x»«H)(Tc?i) ^Gcuot; 

O^rTcOgyi^cjtrGfpOTT ; 























BJOT© ^ l i U ^ 4 j Defi * 0)oSjrCscn!D 
^U(2)LDfrar 

^i^ajfTiT 

ftncrfir tidr Q B 0a li>j 

*®^ T <@C^CRlTimx) 

&cifl«>(gjii) ^CfT) ! 

° J 0 r r 7 hc ! came in the >' ore 35 a boar 
and lifted the Earth! Other 

than the refuge of your lotus feet 
I have no refuge, I declare. Having seen 
your devotees in Tiruccherai amid 
bee-humming groves, see the way, 
my heart and my eyes rejoice! ((,) 

mu «"*> dtwfleO, u@ aa^d,, 

®JuSla, aHujirjjg, ueroun! eTsilEuibj 

Snm “«* «v«f>ijCund, tofiujcuGejtf 

sttitg, cidrgjui, sucotQ ^fr igcui 
Qai cfilfluni, 4 (*r Caann, ctld Gu^nar 
^0 sv^smoja rfl Ib^sCsif, @ , CT «r 
S dt'fi'syu) Oanerorun^ja^ 

<$yi> - eieir gnCen. 

O Lord reclining in the deep ocean 
on a coiled serpent bed! O Dark 
hued gem! O Wonder-lord! Amid bee- 
humming lakes with blue waterlilies, 
the lord resides in Tiruccherai. Those 
who contemplate him and serve him, 
are my masters, for whom my heart” 
overflows with love. ( 7 ) 

a-^raTcnjTngjj Clciiub *klit 
urr€ijr£ J) 5,6TT Gtfijn Cidcjdcu 

cfjIciTJiOssiijiii/ fTji_b LDsraiCarcm( f*jLD €iifV»gsi 

Cliccar g,CTflnCuncu ^iq u9cffTng5->Grr ( 
jem ^rj cucrsif^l ^ujiduld cnuifc Quim^leC, 
5jG3Tt CsnCDfTj ^iblOnGST 5sG3TcriC3T f 
/y,or3T , pnft 

O rr (GU rrGDfj5»(fTjgjjf»jiArTCoj. 

The lord of petal-soft lotus feet is 
worshipped by gods above and men 
on Earth. He resides amid bees- 
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humming Panns in nectared groves of 
Tiruccherai. Devotees see him with 
mist} eyes and melting heart, and offer 
worship with folded" hands. For the 
mere thought of such devotees the 
terrible agents of death will never come 
dose, nor past Karma cling on. ( 8 ) 

^CTSTTaCaejT, Q umij ^g&jfTCU, 

S’tjtlungj cp^ansO a,sucneo dOTg}|U> 

n'OTsnsCaijg, CTcjrQanC^^? gfilsnsn 
svojgydi a ,0 £ 5 ^ &f rcnn<w 

^ " ’ 0ff>C3T UJ633TU) firtgni) gcfsT CatfT 1 *^ 

CTd> Qlj 0U"«T &nenen 
— mcn^Ca, snsuCiLjiT 0 s, ( g )i jggj 3,H633f" 
*-* on * ^Gs, ! 

I am false, wicked, constantly living i» 
a Hood of misery'. Yet I have received 
his grace, what a miracle! See my heart 
melts for devotees of the lord of 
tiruccherai, where tillers of the land 
weed out blue waterlily from their fields 

1 : e ' r * eet ’ and the nectar from 

he flowers spills over their feet! ( 9 ) 

y, umftt Can *< 5 , 4 , 
o«uw ^1*3, QusnLCujngl ^drani 

aLDrrgSlrir gjuStgilii 

•«** C,« B 

DITOT uga.ncudr, a^a.^!# • 

** Q *^ 0 , Q^ncnncn 1 

an u>n< 9 n Gan Clun* 

5IU> gjra^rana, <=na,u,rreO Q^n^gj rfJdrCjP- 

his is a garland of songs by warlord 
Farkalan, Kalikann, on the lord of 
iruccherai, amid groves where swans 
Pairs imitate the gait G f coiffured 
antes, then give up and rest under 
j ango trees in company. Devotees. 

p'rlT ' . US as Worsh >P to the lord's 
8 lden feet with folded hands. (10) 
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7.5 On Alundur (1) 
Tandai | Harikamboji \ Rupakam 

gbibcng; ftrroSleu Clu(5 €filcuiii(£) . 

®J£>gj CT5,cn^ Qu^tofTdTnrT tQdntr) 

asrrCun'^Li) - 

CiPJb^l CiJ(T63Tli) tDCiOip OufTt^llLJli), Qpsurr 
2_(fFjSfils3T IDCmtpajrTOTn 

^£>^1 (jpdijjjii <^£jt£u ejabuiih, 

e§$ •SHJS&ftl'Cff- 

The lord in the yore took birth in 
the dead of the night, releasing his 
father from shackles. He resides in 
Alundur laid out with beautiful streets 
where youthful Vedic seers perform 
fire sacrifices thrice a day ensuring 
good rain. 0) 

UfTlflajg^i CT(L£rV>g, UGTU— lDGTTCJTIT gjli)Cy)LD 

LDfTCTT, urrg§)§)giJ. 

G^,rfl cvj lj n^G3T , St£in{£>§t Gg>£D G^cu^jr 

ggnnCufr gyj LD - 
UGJDORU; Sp^> Cl[b0 «JfT6iT>6TT^(2) 

CufTCJT 00(f) < j§« Tr *»*€TT, 
-%fJCU aidjCcTTIT^, ^00 ^«n633TUJlb ^653^ 
d>f,rc qjiuCU ^(L^fSgjrGrj. 

The well-armed scheming kings came 
against our lord in the Bharata svar, 
but he vanquished them steering the 
chariot. He is the lord of gods residing 
*n Alundur surrounded by fertile fields 
where storks flutter to see the big 
^alai fish, but settle down with the 
s mall Aral fish in their beaks. (2) 

^'stoGi jntji Qa>63i ,@suri>ens>a.(a) 

g,'«f>0icii63T ^lijibiiT,ciT g; ^giT«reT0i£> 
s—uGcw^^t aowiTG^iTgij'i) 


0*mbi5tsu iDn-gsfilGiDSV Gan^l 

Gauijja, sucrat0 ^gcriiiasii 

^ildlj ^rjrrGUib {heszr UK_6ufrn ggujufrcu 

^encranuii ^u^ibginGiT. 

The golden-walled-city-of-Lanka’s- 
king Ravana’s five-times-two heads 
were scattered by the hot Brahma- 
Astra arrows of our lord the bow- 
wilder. He resides in Alundur where 
bumble bees burrow into golden 
Punnai flowers, then go to arrow- 
sharp-eyed dames to enjoy the five 
qualities of their coiffured hair. (3) 

Glsudimgigjcfl SJ117 ^t,SO^CT55uGlDCO CldsSI, 

'3!tq.CuJ63T IGOTTU) GT53T 

2_STTCTTg)gjjCTT(CT^li) g, <./,Tt.d J HCTTlCTMi) (£lOTrt)fTfT 

f^leSr© 2smTGurTguii>- 

L4«TTlCff)U tSlcTT671GTTA(5j 0§jU^U CulTCn 

an&ei) Clucm_Cujn 0 ib 

^6TICTT€0 QsgJJGfilcv 5»IUCU £>fT0li), 

^*,rr euiucO («,;£ ^mglbgiltGij. 

The stork flies out with its mate 
searching for food for its nestlings, 
and gets stuck in the boggy soil 
looking for fish, in Alundur 
surrounded by fertile fields. It is the 
residence of the lord who lay on a fig 
leaf in the deluge waters, and came 
flying to me to remain in my eyes 
and my heart. (4) 

ufegyii) ajib grrCrar , iirr^LD 

c6tc&r cgyn i) ^i(tCs3t , 

tglatflcu ^4,UJ, rglsjiirjmT 

iQgstit) asurrGun^jib 

^i^1c61g3t CWiHunuiii G^iifl, gjjQ^cafl, 

U)fT5>fT <961J5>£)GU6 UHil; 
<£H<£1gS1g 3T I j€T>*lijrT6U (tpilfiO 6Jlij5>0lb. 

s£i£l dUSg2>&llCr). 
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He bears the day and night within 
himself he bears the Earth and sky 
within himself, he bears the light of 
’he or bs and darkness within himself. 
He resides in Alundur where the 
pennons on mansion tops, the dust 
risen from the chariot festival and the 
Agilwood smoke that the dames 
perfume their coiffure with, all liken 
the raincloud in a storm. ( 5 ) 

©'v'i'iS) anusanijCunto Qorijsumu 

(Lp£U«U6\J , 

a>H0 CUJbftJ, CTOT lootld mgagj 

flwTo) asniiTCurTgyjii) - 
«0 u.m_A fli Curywi. 

giKsfl aiioi, 

^J,L-cu ^irrtujigj ^yiCii., gcurt, ^ 

<3Mtigff>g l nGrr. 

The tridents on tall mansions rip the 
clouds, spilling pearls over dancing 
girls whose ankle bells never cease 
ringing, in the beautiful streets of 
A undur. It is the residence of the lord 
who came close to me with a winsome 
smile on his lotus-petal-like lips, then 
entered my heart. ((,) 

•nrancuO H®*®, uxu* ^OTOTnCmto 

tSUllCuiMT IDOTlb mgjjjgil CtOT 

asTOttsir usjfl uicua, rfjri,*, 

sscrnfCun^ij J) - 

Onjcncod, Ai_euCurrcu Clrb0 | ^ )QfaT 
Ga,i»iij 0 , 0 !,Q, CIsuoSb ltlOT fl 

<3i,or,n„j Liana, u.rtoO a,^long 

lO^JD^aib cff^t 

The tall white mansions lining the 
ocean-like long and wide streets are 
hid from the light of the Sun by the 
blanket of smoke rising from the 
sugar-making furnaces in beautiful 
Alundur. It is the residence of the 
lord who came at dusk, lay on his 


bed of flowers, then entered my 
heart, and made my dark eyes brim 
with tears. ( 7 ) 

GUlCfjlh U5(ITj(bJ(a)S0 GjKrtSL tncrwh^l 

•£1g3T!D th<x\euo>$,£j . ct* 
CljbiQa. j£lona)uja> sai*asi.uiSI jPffjrrpn'i 

ffilcrarjT) r^-viC unity nr* * 

U|g,dH .smotot Cluscu ^hh, 2><>v uincrismoniift^' 

gy a>®sP e ’' 

rfUjiiiSIsj. ^ru L | g>sun, .^snfl 

gH lyf&^llG 7 ■ 

Cotton-soft-tender-feet-damsel s 
dancing bells never cease ringing in 
Alundur. laid out with beautiful 
streets. It is the residence of the lord 
who blended with me in my dream- 
state making my creeper-slender 
waist writh in pain, and I stood with 
folded hands, fully satisfied. ( 8 ) 

CTOT gliqeugmi, mPgini CWOTH0, 

OjbyijibsO 

OutcSt *nh o.ancvja.OT Qiocfflai onu/b, CunCT’ 
uico^l^n subiitCi <rrj^Jii>- 

incjrgytb ( Lp^j lDCV frC lD Gi> «ufl 

cuc53t(^ g$6ir>0 uni -» 
*)OTcmi Clueni_Gujn0 ,r»0ib 

■$yi euujsu ^HLgihgJlGa. 

In the ever-wet lake of lotus flowers, 
heckled bumble bees sing inebriated 
while swan-pairs dance together. 

The beautiful fields-surrounded 

Alundur is the residence of the 
pure lord who came here yesterday- 
took my senses and my well being 
and left me so thin that my dress 
not stay on my person. ' ( 9 ) 

ClscuaSW, (jcuensn arf,, a(tCu 

curriij anile-. 

-JMsveSlA a 1DS uu> (ipaib 
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®jcvx»SIu OungjjiiiSloO 0 uS)gu s«*_snii> 

Gsilf btbGSI, U(J0>IT5U63T 

'^WcygySta', Oum^lriv?, 5>i£lip iDfrcncu Q-socOcu, 
uncuib ffJlcOcunGcu. 

This garland of pure Tamil songs by 
Parakalan, King of Mangai where 
cuckoos haunt in bushes, is addressed 
to the lord of Alundur where the 
blue lily of the paddy field shows the 
dark eyes of the dames, the red lily of 
w ater shows their eyes and the lotus 
flower show's their faces. Those who 
uiaster it will have no Karmas. (10) 


ocean-hued lord of the sky w'orld, 
he is Devadi Deva, the lord of gods, 
enquiring of his devotees’ well-being. 
He resides in beautiful Alundur, I have 
seen him today. (2) 

a_tMm.ujrTcr»CTT, 6£>©S) £>fi 2_6U0jfhj0>CTT 

LJ GtT) I_ r <9b FT 6T> CUT , 

cBIotl-ujiiot 6J>l_ <S)OTrpj gSIjjcu 

cfil cii ircncin, 

^lCTM_iu(iiT Q 2 ,ot gjGvniGna &tf\g,o,nenar, 

^|633fl 

2_ 637 L- UJ 0 637 637-^1 IqGlU 637 ,^7 637 L-73, 

UJljjgllGu irC63lC63T. 


7.6 On Alundur (2) 

Singamadai \ Todi | Adi 

®' f SlO>lb <OyU, ,©16116331637 ^1|I)6U .31,0,10 

^Lp637 46337(A! ,2_37 77, 37, 

4,2,0 637631, 2>ip6U 

611 6U $2) ff 6IT> 6TT , 

ol<,r ^i *MD6u J 2>3 ) i c$H ujC ^ e^csncsTuinir 

^I(t£2>anj2>u9c0 io63T«ijfl fQdrtt) 
0>inme, /hcmcnsrancsi - ^iqCuian 

0» 6337 ( 'o) 0» P 6OTT^# L_ 631. 

d he lord of discus and conch came as 
a titan-lion and destroyed Hiranya’s 
’’'tong chest. Standing with beautiful 
°tus eyes, sorrounded by Bramha-like 
edic seers, he resides in beautiful 
Alundur, I have seen him today. (1) 

r- 

*' ttn miquifl, Q«» r ron«u U5(i£0» 

Qflifl t»MT l— 0 (JiTT) U) 

6iinearcitin, ^p(i^ $rr cucwrtnnrwjncjT, 

oH U) UJ ITIT*^ 

0<»,63T 

^ iDcarcafl r^1 Gtrrrr) 

lf, " : ' ,n ^(*ftciicn6a T -u. Jf T6a 1 e,emxQ\ Q^ncm^, 
63^ cn 5, Cg>Cc3T. 

t ^ he lord wuelded an axe and came 
j aes troy twentyone mighty kings 
y°fe. The eternally youthful 


The master, the maker of the worlds, 
the wielder of the discus that put the 
bull-rider Siva to flight, the destroyer 
of evil Lanka, resides in beautiful 
Alundur, I have seen him today. (3) 

06310)1760 IDOlfl fi> (5 1 S,^>6U C3T> CUT, (£)6U 

Ccwipii) ,©16317pj 

Ol_J 063170063710 , ^I2,g)ia,0 <©1(0,60 GoiijO, 

Cuod QiTjGifirr), 
<©1631791 ^efileii o,gjOjj,uj <©)iodd,g)j a_633iL 
<©l«33fl ^l(lg]ilg)nd 
4)63770 O637 637* c ©1 lq 0 dIU 637 O,6J0'Oo,0633lQl 
4) 63170 j, G(7>G 637. 

The lord who lifted a mount against 
a hailstorm, the lord who saved the 
distressed elephant, the lord w r ho 
emerged victorious in war, the 
lord w'ho ate butter in stealth, resides 
in beautiful Alundur, I have seen 
him today. (4) 

fh (67 )O 651 (TJT0j 0>fTl£j jjjjg, n650657 , 

0> 6331 lOT in nit cn ,5, m 6TT ffjltfjTlTMTCTVCST, 

^»(67>0®Tu Guiii ^l/)631 C\JU4,(^ £•__ llSl fT CUCTUJ 

fi—csijTi_nc3i6yr, 

lol0(61)0flncu jjjfTcjnDcnn^GiiifTn Cl^oir 

c^4(l§(i>63r»5)uS)60 iDCjrtCafl l£)c3T<r) 
^(67,06370. (0jG3T£)L0 0)631 CcTluiJT - iq.Gu.l631 
0ifcJill 00) fTCU^lGL k«631. 
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The lord who killed Kamsa, the lord 
who lives in Kannamangai, the lord 
who sucked the poison breast of the 
beautiful ogress Putana and took her 
life, is a black-gem mountain residing 
with Vedic seers, in beautiful Alundur, 
I have seen him today. (5) 

CtuiflujnanaiT, g>cnGD«jj)gu>, 

ujfionsir 2_3)jt>£,rre5T ,^|6DGpi0,©ii> 

£_crariif«ij2>@ja© 

<£|iflujne3>63T, ^(Lgf|)gjn(T iDdinjCujnnajcn 
^uvueffafliqii) 

o>iflujrTer>GjT- t g Jl ^C U j 6 j T o>e tiiQ ClancroQ 

(h Crf) 5, C<2 j C S3T - 

The lord is hard to attain by even 
Brahma, Siva and Indra. He is the 
dark one worshipped by Vedic seers, 
he resides in beautiful Alundur, I have 
seen him today. (6) 

su(Tg> icrriTGuOT a,cjrc5is5i; £lans, moral, 

i^it, cnfl (ip&,Gurr 

(£ Gs^ib 

LD ><2> f 

^0 f9c3Tn)6iJcenar ; Q§><A t 

lD63T6jf) r^CTTfT) 

&> 6tfl &> C j2) G 63T. 

The lord with Sri on his chest, who 
became the Quarters, the Earth, 
Water, Fire, Wind and all else, the 
forms and their spirit, is my wishing- 
tree Kalpaka. He resides in beautiful 
Alundur, I have seen him today. (7) 

<0C<r>CU cSMjCn Qfh CtC3T6ff>6tJT ®_a>fb5>n<^)63T, 
f£)cu lOdfcCTT frGSl 

(Lp«r>cu Gfil§,g,d>,cr>c37 r (ip£i rt>rrceiTLD«y>rr) 

6&$C)fi,rrrpjix> 

^»onc\j /h\ cuGufTcu G\o>gs t 

^(IgjijGJD^juSlGVJ LD G3T GTjfl ffjl 6STIT) 
0>6*r>cu ..^fr Qd;fin>Clijn^GijTCTt 

^GWjr^Q^frcOTrrTjl. <9.6tftg>Gg)Ct?JT. 


The lord is pleased to make me his 
permanent servant. He is the wonder- 
lord who embraced Dame Earth and 
resides in the temple where the sound 
of the Vedic chants rises like waves in 
the ocean. He is the substance of the 
Sastras, he resides in beautiful 
Alundur, I have seen him today. (8) 

CU rrIT53TG3T, (ajL]i)0>5U Q U © LD TT63T C3T, 

^cuivi^ s^erfl Coir 
OJrTIT 61JQT(LpCSDCOUjrTCTT IDGUfT lDfTii63><9, 

fh fT UJ ft bif) 63T , 

^IjrT ^(LpCDg, Q2,631 

LD G3T 63^1 f£>l63T*T) 

(hnn 5>(r») (j^^cjnco'&OTOT^lQ^rTQrjT^l, 

a,6Tfl2>G2,GG3T. 

The lord of Tirupper, the lord of 
Kudandai, the lord of lotus-dame 
Lakshmi, the insatiable ambrosia, is 
the dark-as-the-rain-cloud benevolent 
lord. He resides in beautiful Alundur, 
I have seen him today. (9) 

^i(T>6U (tp©iiS63T 631OTTUJ ITn 0,3,531 

^|(^2,GD3,uSl«U lD«3TS3fl rglsaTJ, 

crHJD (^ip2)€VJGf J 6j T c—^ 6>J<T3>63T f ^g^GiSluHT 

G«9>fT63T f iD^fljGUfTlT 

«9>cy>jr> Orj>(^ GcucO gu6usdg3t, <9,65)(9><pnT61 
Q<9fTOU «£> @g633T(5Li> 
(^cnrrj 6u|L£><7urrciniD cucucuna 

QjfT63T SL.G\jG^>. 

This garland of songs by stained- 
spear-wielding Tiruvali King 
Kalikanri is on the first-cause lord 
residing in Southern Alundur amid 
Subrahmanya-like beautiful people. 
Those who master it will rule the 
whole sky-world. (10) 
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7.7 On Alundur (3) 
Tiruvukkttm | Saranga | Adi 

^£\iu O^CUGurT? 
Qg>iuGud J £)6>(& > Osiutu ftCOTTaram! 

Sti.n 6\J6VJ6UfTC63T! 

a_cu(^ 2_OT5Ti_ ^(r^curr! d£l(rv, iDfTiTun! 
6p>(TFjCua)(£) ^4,2)^ 2_ii>LLjib cwffnft ^car/pfTcO, 
2_l_CTT og<?U»T 6TgST g)| grT f 

«?i£Wgil. 
f063T ^c^L-fbC^car 

GlOSU 3,16310 (£l63T!D ^IOLDuCott! 
Wealth of the wealth-lady, 

wealth-laden-cloud hued, 
eyes like the lotus and 

King of the gods, O! 
Beautiful radiant 

discus wielder! 
Swallower of the worlds, 

Bearer of Sri! 
When even one sense is 

hard to fulfill, 
five of them have entered 

all at the same time! 
Not able to bear their 

pressure I came to you 
Lord-in-residence in 

Western-Alundur! (1) 

Urj,^ c j^n Giocu sfilgcO fbcu (TuGincrTg, C^fTcrf) 
unGT>€U Li, (h SihO63TfT1£) 2 _l G&H 

ffTCH LD<=3Tg>Cg) i£)g3T«jfl f£)c3TrT)rTtij? 
lOTOU SL>CT31C37TrT! iDCJHpGunCVJ fipCTfl Ct/CggT OJJ I I I 1 
0{bCa>aebn! Qusni^>lujn! 6*>0>g>$iflujrT! 

<5fTLD Goj^iuGcst! Grb^iorrCco! 

^ibQftn £lsoi c^iq LDjib^J c^i^Gtutrjn 

'-^‘OGvj ^ihiofiCOT! 

Ball-clasping fingers and 

well-bangled fore-arms — 
Lotus-dame Lakshmi 

residing beside you, 

^ou came and took my heart 

for residence 


Adorable cloud-hued 

radiant lord! 

Substance of Chandogya- 

Aranyaka- 

Taittiriya-Sama 

Vedas, timeless! 
Woe is me, I know not 

another refuge, 

Lord-in-residence in 

Western-Alundur! ( 2 ) 

Qtjjiu ^li «jrbgjub 

j§633Ti_ G^rrsr t 2_67it_ujmu! <^iiq.Ciij63>63T0 

QsiuiunQ, a_6u0,g,$6!r>c0 Qfiajg,niu; 

<^glJC3>LD5,[£jti) Ou06im00,(0)lb a_CTT C|(£)fb§t. 
OurTlijUjrTCU «g6Uf! 6T63T OlOlij (0>lq. cjnfjlu 
Cuirrrjjfi' siirTip6U0,rr>(0 > f£l«r 

631 L_ ft, G 5,631 1 

giuo! rg)63T lorbjpj ^rfJIGujrai 

Cu>ci> (£16310 tSfcirrrj ^irnorrCen! 

Bearer of sharp discus 

and a white conch, 
Lord with four mountain-like 
long mighty arms! 
You gave me more than what 

you gave the world, 
making me experience 

small things and big things. 
Discreetly five senses 

entered my person, 

I dare not subserve them, 

I came to your feet. 

O Lord 1 know not 

another refuge, 
Lord-in-residence in 

Western-Alundur! (3) 

uaGcui! u^asurar.OucniPuiOT, CdHnpCT, 

LfrtlT I063163TIT (O63T63T(T0,(TU> l 6v'oflr.,0j 6T0i^!lO 
6lii7to63r! (Dn0,GuGc3r! 

UJ(T>n}) 6^(7 IT>GV, £0631633! ($63! ^C\m6U 

^Gcucar fl,n633!; 
OlfrCsSl! (E,rtrJ633lG63! 1 <£) (0,0,63! 07(^17 

Shibi'i 1 6iio Gij^inocii! £_ tfu ,ii ^^,0 
,^t ) ^)6U!jn0,ii) (jprir ^6370,,'ji 
c£?Al^0n(7 l -„lOGU $6370 ltil63!(T7 c SWli>t£)nta63T! 
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Chola kings Panchavan, 

Pouliyan, Cholan,— 
rulers of kings on Earth 

worship you here. 
Excellent Madava, 

Madhusudana, 
other than you there is 

no refuge, see! 

Lord who was Nara- 

Narayana then, 
Lord who is Tiru- 

naraiyur resident! 
Lord who is Siva and 

Adi-Varaha, 
Lord-in-residence in 

Western-Alundur!(4) 

cfitc3CTc ntrjr sfilcssiLja,, 

u41GujrT5jr ojrnTCL) ufr)n^u iSlorjjiga, 

uafery, a_iuiu, ^jit iditsu susyjij cj^gjih 
usyffruacnn! ugGerr! uGfitg^rjCcji! 

ijii'iIGI— 57T ^ITgjr 
0 ,0ioA .SMjSugj )ld m jrg,«to>(g, 

^M«3jri_n! jflsir ^iq ^6zrrf>\, ionjp ^^IGiuot 
Gioeu <£Wj,s fQcffrirj ^ubitinGcTr' 

O Lord you came as a 

half-beast and half-man, 
tore into mighty chest of 

Hiranya! 

You raised a mountain to 

protect the cows, 
Merciful, Benevolent 

and Holy! 

I know the face of the 

Kali age now 
I also know what is 

the fit thing for me. 
Other than your feet 

I know not where to go 
Lord-in-residence in 

Western-Alundur!(5) 


G^aojn gjuSlrt Opiu ■*> 

CWirdrcamiT QcrreuoSl f£> 0 ib uiflGs, GlupjV 
amuireu ^uuicrargl 

5,rn_(rtmrr! g,eT)rrCujni7ft^LD 

gSI 5T5T G OT3T n IT 5, (£> ld 

Gaainiti! (SlCoa, ^IGrjg,, g^cunuo, 

5,e5)iqau> rbnsjr^ii) ypsar ^ctfriruj! 

<^l,ajn! tQdr ^iq. utrrjp ^rftlGiui^ 

^HJ55>gJin Gidgu iQott tr> , 341 b iauCsst! 

Eating the curds and 

butter in the shelf, 
O Cowherd-child, 

subject of ridicule! 
Your mother tethered you 

to a mortar, 

When even gods and kings 

cannot reach you! 

O Krita-Treta- 

Dvapara and Kali — 
You became the four 

Yugas in the yore! 
Other than you I know not 

a refuge 

Lord-in-residence in 

Western-Alundur! (6) 

5>rrrT GijfiTfdTutfoirr! GOCuirrco ojgwrsOTfff- 

^6»i sS)«ru_ Gjfigiii, 

OGi>cirTrr)rru.i! 

GTiTj^niu! c^rbg>aib C 7 ^ld ^tpcwr ^caTfTtli! 
Qurripjgjg^^O^FjiTGTCTiq rrp, rT6U , 

Qt ifTf^iACl^neD'^T'TU 
Ct irT^bGiD f^l<9>fTGUrTC5T t |(*5F)2*.«DG>HT 

ClDGu I^lfiTTrr) ^LDLOnCoTl! 

O Dark-hued Lord! O Radiant ocean- 
hued lord! You struck fear and anger 
in Kamsa’s heart! You destroyed seven 
bulls in a contest! You became the seven 
worlds in the yore! 1 fear the unbear¬ 
able miseries the five senses heap upon 
me. O Lord of western Alundur. mV 
Master, I have attained your feet.(7) 
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^fbiq-UjrrC^rr! rFjibi5! 

i&6aT<Mj\snCtij j^kTincrnijgjj 

£F>rT<nr}£TTujrr gjojiT i iJ 

■^rrQjCU Qsujg, <2>{£h ■fBrTQJSDCOU 
(f)U|.GurTljjg i ) # £__£3T ^|U).a£|£> QJJbgjJ 

l_j (4^ IT) G ;ff) bi I i 

&6 \~QTl fT) f C^FfTfQJ CTCJT(!7 s(cq 

c^lqGujeincrru u craft ^eainQQanGn eifagmu] 
^(iglbgi/TfT ClDGO <£1 GT>3 r^OTTfD ^LDlDriGcTl! 

O Ancient Lord! Lord of the ocean, 
my Master! Constantly thinking of 
you I escaped from the prison guarded 
by the five senses and came for refuge 
to your feet. For a pittance fee of food 
and clothing, take me as your devoted 
servant, you must! O Lord of western 
Alundur, my Master, I have attained 
your feet. (8) 


Qfhn <£U,IU g)GUIT <?16$T OlDtij (^)14 6Jlf>b 

crvnr>. G«£?rTfpj ( ($}g anci i w crcjrrQj , 

GijuaniTj r^rrc^T Qurroii^^^lGeudn - ; 

‘-((nifl^rr! i jctt O^m^turruj! ^LDrrO^V) r 
^ cjjnaj r^rrdjjCinGJjruSlGu .gjiuSIcOcunGcaT! 
^(T^ID/tCcu! ^63^1 6 0<SFOJClJg^ G£><raTrp| 

c§M G U J QT ; 


r %=«v fcTgjrfpj ^mGujfi)^ ^O^-'ftniu 

CidgO .flcins rftojD ^ibionGtrar! 


O Pure one! O Bird-banner Lord! O 
Adorable Lord! O Lord reclining on a 
St 'rpcnt that spits fire! O Lord of Sri! 
b've kings attacked me and established 
their tyrannical reign asking me 
l ° Pay tributes ot food and raiment all 
l he time. [ cannot bear their 
°Ppressive rule. I do not know what 


l ° Alas, you do not show pity on 
^ c '- O Lord of western Alundur, my 
aster , I have attained your feet.(9) 


^631C3Tlb LQgST jg) | CTHJlb Lijli) Qum^lcO 

Gldgu r^lcifTrr) ^LDLDfrctnGrra, 

fh tsdlCijft LDMT gTB <fQ fetid I G^fTCfT fh Gvft G-> GTTfi^l f 

rf>rrt_63T, iDfb)C3i^<5> (gjeu GcLifj)<3>cin 
Q«?fT-C3T-CTT ^€31 r^GU lD«rofl5> C<5>rTCT>G>J, 

gi/TUJ IDT CD CO, ^CiDGU U^gjJLD GDG0CUI7IT 
iDGCTGjfl iDcareuTeija ^uj, sl-Gu^ ^crar^, 
LDrr€3T QqjSTOT (#)GTH_.9><£lj) LD<^lg)ajrTGfJ. 

These ten pure Tamil gem - like songs 
strung together as a garland by strong- 
armed Alinadan, Mangai king Kalikanri 
extol the lord residing in the Western 
pan of Alandur surrounded by swan 
lakes and fenile groves. Those who 
master it will mte as kings and enjoy the 
white Moon-like parasol on Eanh.(lO) 

7.8 On Alundur (4) 
Senkamala j Natai | Sopanam 

Ctafbj qdiliniijQtftbQurTOTT 

^P(fT)QJLq.uSl63T ^cneffiJT , (tpcrflcDIT 

GJ3>£> y 

QJf^I<£hU3QS) cfhl—GyjCTT i^H2t>JTi< 5 | 63T OTCjlTCJlIlb 

CD lD ^jgcSIcST ^ClDC33Tg) gd uSlcjlft) 

LD rr^j U.J fTC3T fp, fl fe"iT3Tl/)l C3T 

&Tri)0tDc61 (£)cin(T) i.|d>ip jE>n«u Gcu£,ib, gorbgij 
CdJcrrcflA^Lb CdJiCTTGSI^^ih @uj6arn) 

C7T 634 ID 

<£>|G*tOTTUjrTtT U((SI^ULD 

Cli!GUQjg>5)l 

^icnft c9t(ig2)ft(lit r&Gaip a_0>|t>S> ^togit 
CfttrtjiOf. 

Lotus-dame Lakshmi and 

Dame of Earth too, 
pressing the golden feet, 

while Munis sing songs. 

In the deep Ocean of 

Milk reclining 
on a bed of hood-serpent, 

lord, — behold, ye! 
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Sound of the chanting of 

Vedas and five 
sacrifices and Prasnas 

fill the sky-space, 
Brahma-like Vedic seers 

learn and teach in 
Ani-alundur where resides the 

lord of all gods! (1) 

(y>63T @«il @0^ 

2_653TOT5T, 

(ipejflcuQrjfrQ g,(TCTTcurr<5>6Tf 

6 ujbg>J t 

UG5T|p 5>cnc\j rTjtTCU GgUS>U Qun0«nOT 

GTCOCUfTli) 

urfl (fp<5>LD ^0<SrflliJ ffTlb ugu>C5T 

ftfTCySTlSOTT - 

Cl<!7>b^!b<>u u)c$ «£j»^)n d?<s, #fbJ0>ib 

r^CT)GfJ (iprj&u, Qspj 5.LDCVJ iDCUOTVfJ €Jf^ 
^GffTGTUb IDcSl QuCD|_GlijrT(^lb ^LD0LD 
QsCUGUg,g>| 
rSldrrrpj, s_a>fb5) 

^ id ij it-G & nG si». 

Then in the yore, when darkness 
engulfed seven worlds, 
gods and the Asuras came 

seeking your help. 
Hoary-text-four-Vedas 

and the Sastras 

came from your mouth in your 
white-horse-like form. 
Ripe paddy sheaves in fields 

wave like white whisks, 
conches lie blown by the 

wind auspiciously, 
Swans in pairs climb over 

lotus beds in 

Ani-alundur where resides the 

lord of all gods! (2) 

(ajCog,g,ey)5uiu isift Csuyuh Qumiieissfl, t i^,( 0 - r 

Garten fLpg,GinG\j iSuitf.s, 
if) '. tDG'jHS *Lli Cluj Gfln$’ CT63TC1T, 

-I0bi5i« /£>;' n <n«it jSinsucji 

s, n cnr 


uwr>cufe£ls>;j> ojb g>i, <sk£)cu, *c 5 i*d>, ix>eraflujii> 
O«,CIOTT0 

cuiucuftshQgjimiihtngmL^^tuniu. 
^cncu^gj) ci)(frjU> OurTwrafl cusmi) 

Gaeueujjjgtf 

dl^ibgJTir iglcsTgi, s_*2,g, 

^uo g it-Cs, nCsu. 

Then in the yore the elephant 

devotee in the lake 
fell to the tight grip of the 

crocodile-jaws, 
And called out “Lord help me, 

Moon-like radiance!”, 
when the lord came and rid 

him of misery. 
Mountain spring washes out 

fragrant wood and 
gold, gems and flows down the 

plains and fields as 
Kaveri river beautiful 

and ever-green, — 
Ani-alundur where resides the 

lord of all gods! (3) 

iflcviiq y>a,6u &SUOT 

GstiA,sreT (g ) cji5)>r | 
$®>;£!b&giJ ei«ai, jglyv, a_y>)nnh udnS' 
UJLijjcngi g,<sr>ffist 

ctuSI© rfitcw>i_ «T>«jg J g ) (ir ) ciflu.i ctib f r-0 eS ' 

AnsiyaTtfi^ 

u|ojiix.|rflen(T) msjjiQ sj>e5luu, l^s>u> 

GuitiPsuasirGajiTgjib (gjuSlsO o<n-«>J. 

uniSIcuacr ^*,^1 

d(5Ulbl l^tcniju L|63Tfiu l |C3-» (S^lplivgll 

QsguguS , 0 j 
a_*g>gi 
lx» ryn-O/J* rrGff»' ■ 

Lord came as mountain-red 

boar, and young, with 
anklets and many other jewels 

shining on frame- 
Lifting the Dame Earth from 

deluge waters, 
he kept her on his tusk, . 

lord, — behold ye- 
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Bumble bees hum over 

Areca fronds in 

groves where many cuckoos and 
peacocks dance-sing, 
Gushing with waters, the 

Ponni flows by 
Ani-alundur where resides the 

lord of all gods! (4) 

Gu>6L|U> <^L_CU S_0CXJlb 

Ciocuii) ^Grar0, 

LOcar Glocvj 6U(CTj0Gr>CTTujrTcu eui>&> Guw^^l 

U)fTfiTT f 2_uSlfT GucijcfilUJ 6TID LDrfCujrTGTT 

AnsraTiSlcaT 

<@ G3T Gidgij curfl Qj6<Dcrr^> an&> cjjbg>jiX> C&nffnGu 
GJlil eumu LDfJ<fB5)lbCurTGU «^6rfluSIC3T ^63T 
0<?fT6V, 

Ci£>6i| rfjcr)t_ u)i_curriT uuSlcyjib 

<£iW}!bg>n" a_Ajb5> 

^ io ijfT-C^rrCcfj. 

Goming as a terrible man- 

lion in the yore, 
he tore the mighty chest 

of Hiranya, 

Me look the life of the 

lovely ogress, 
he is the many-wondered 

lord, — behold, ye! 
Maidens with bangled hands 

hold their parrots, 
Southing their coral lips, 

learn their sweet talk. 

p 

,r aceful swans line upto 

learn their sweet gait,— 
Ani-alundur where resides the 

lord of all gods! (5) 

^curt g^ujn eu&gxl Cat>n63Tifil, 
lDfI c$n a_((Tj ^jtij, £y>fiiu 4 lonsucSlcaauj 
Wfii(I9Tl4 

^ <5HU)IJ 6Ji_p ^6TTQ>5> 

CLpg,eO aA&tju crsar ^gdgusu 6 ® 1 

a.ncianfilsa' 


Gg,C!I^lXl(2)lb ClultlflGU 5>(lg«UU) CTljilcu 

Qa,ncn g££1 

id fti— LD(T6Tflcaiasaf,GlT ateDniG^|>rT[Tjj^) 
^,cnClg,n6u £n u)CDa)ujncrrft uuSl cyn h 
^«rafl ffjtcirfr) 1 

cm loirir-GauCcu. 

Intent on ending the 

woes of good gods, 
he came as a manikin to 

Bali for three strides, 
Then growing, took the seven 

worlds in two strides, — 
discus and conch bearing 

lord, — behold, ye! 
Nectared groves lie over 

beautiful streets, 
tall mansions, palaces, 

with halls, high roof, 
Reverberate with sounds of 

Vedic chants, in 
Ani-alundur where resides the 

lord of all gods! (6) 

ujt>0i Oidcu 6filaWfT6ir 

q£\u 

u«,eusuOT ii?gj igJuj^jairg, 

Gsu jjansiT 

Oj| a,.T.i n j^lgu thljl i) 41 o(^|5iCTT miCifinQ . 

^0 acrwranurreu cnugj e_*!ba ^LOiDircst 
AnfiR|T|£|QT 

GdMbo,Lfldga> cuuacncuujib rj>irsun, 

^67)63TliJ6U(Te,6TT, Qetb€ffUD 

JSlAa, 

,5)!b2,<OTtn ibih ^(g^uSlrar M®* 1 * ^t,ii 
Gssucu j>g)i 

,£)Grafl leg IT, g,n ri rglsirgi 2_£b|i>o, 

^LDOii-GanGcu. 

The lord of gods resides with pleasure 
in beautiful Alundur, where Brahma¬ 
like Vedic seers of high merit, adept in 
reciting sweet Tamil and Sanskrit 
works perform fire sacrifices, whose 
smoke clouds the sky. See, he is the lord 
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who for the sake of his ball-clasping 
slender-fingers - Sita rained his 
fire arrows and cut the strong heads 
and arms of the mighty king of 
Lanka city. (7) 

gjibu i£l(g) iD&Csuipi& (gjensuuj, Oa>mi>L) 
urfi'sgij uiip sfilraiL. dit_iT2>gd, (ggcnsu 

anbq^tsfi^u) ujcurra. (gjjpcuncir 

cnsu^ 

giflii GcuaraiOramu S-ranQ, SL.Sii>s, 
iDrrGujrroT airrasriijloT 
OoihunjOT icgagjiii rj,su (jpgftib 

$&$)> ucu aisitih i£la(£) 

^ibCluirra u>$«ir Clunj^tcO u|cdl_ 

<SijP( 2) Glaeusuigij 
.SMijgigjift ^lorgi s_o,n,o, 

^lOOn-GairGoj. 

The lord of gods resides in beautiful 
Alundur surrounded by walled orchards 
of Areca trees with coral like flowers, 
emerald like fruits and pearl-like buds 
and plantains with profuse bunches of 
bananas everywhere. See, he is the 
wonder lord who plucked the tusk of a 
rutted elephant, destroyed seven bulls, 
danced the Kuravai with cowherd 
dames, and ate the curds and butter of 
coiffured Yasoda with pleasure. (8) 

sf ran aiflu(ii) s_((^ch o&0iri a_rai_nj«Qaji)jj 
!§@«7Sj Clu(5 aicSIg Canal suotiluj Clajra^t 

©OJCH uiajji Gn>ifl -^iniiang, QibmGiunra 

■&>rrcTjT linear 

Qi itnflci, g^tgenib cnflco Garten ef?$, 
$(f^cfi)jpcfi)cu io«rafl < 9tcnfl(fc>£> 

$ CHUT CD OrarC &, (T g)j LD , 
•SiCs'^lU u) curia, (iijjpcuniT uuSIgyjii Glecuraagj 
.SMraifl £©«*rt&l a-a&a 

^u>jr-Ga,nGeu. 

The lord of gods resides in beautiful 
Alundur surrounded by fertile groves. 


and rows of gem-houses lining the 
streets in whose porticos flower- coiffured 
dames crowd and watch the festival- 
processions. See, he is the lord who 
destroyed Kamsa’s wrestlers, his bow, his 
elephant, and a demon-can. He is the 
lord with boundless strength in his 
arms, and bears a victorious discus. (9) 

, iBqt ^lii, uncncru 

uran_agjl, 3>nagji 2_CT3T@. e_if)ltj> 2 > 2 > 

U0LDC3T 2,65143101, 

^toT£u ^ufifjna,^ 

Gain iii 

dm. uraAu Atcrrf! dng5>2>jin (glsimT) Grhncncu, 
0»63Tlf)l CsucO CU6U6U63T, ,JJ>yaSl £>fTl_C3f, 

aoSladr^l CjjcvSlQaojn, ^riruLi unucv 
cjjiinrr)]Qcjrn(h ) 'l nyroT^ii) Cirri tb cucucvnri 

0>e5l o.i_«u (g,ij> a_tu(0) 

a-ibun-anCiB- 

This garland of sweet ten songs by spear- 
wielding Alinadan Kalikanri extols 
the lord of beautiful Alundur, — who 
came as a boar, a fish and a man-lion, 
who made, swallowed and remade the 
Universe, and who is worshipped 
by Indra, Brahma, Siva and all other 
gods. Those who master it will become 
gods and rule the Eanh. (10) 

7.9 On Sirupuliyur Salasayanam 
Kallam | Navaroj | Adi 

/fccncmb u>ami> cfilcn^ib cuey>s, &>(*>)£), /Mp 6 '-' 
ClojcrrcfTiri Qpgjj uacncug, cfiMlui. 

^I^CTT^TFjlb tDCnfl | c$\ i^it^ 

&Q\jQ\i\GS'&& 

CTT (CTT) LD , CTGJTjgjJ &_ CT? lb 

SLenrrjcurTGorj 

All those who worship the lord’s fe el 
and seek a change of hean! The wave* 
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°f the mighty ocean wash out gems 
everywhere in Sirupuliyur where 
the lord Salasavanam resides. He is the 
lord in my heart. Worship him. (1) 

Q&yjjcfilcu 4ilif1 CjbirsiTiSajiT 

Carter)0njnQ 

u^cfilu 6unujQu>fTi£l iD^lujngiJ 

CU^iCDL-efflT 

$0Gfilcu QurrcS) iDCTifoGaiffn ^rp)t_|©Slui,rri 

5CU0UJC3T£g)); 

2-(*)CUA (0>fT)CTT ^li^ACTT 2_«raT(Tl£lc3T 

a_cy3TiT65Ca ! 

Street-roaming small-austerites- 
performing gruel-drinking heretics say 
things that deserve to be ignored. 
Come join us, the wealth-resplendent 
lord, extolled by Vedic seers, resides in 
Sirupuliyur Salasayanam; if you can, 
contemplate the little-big feet of the 
Earth-measuring manikin. (2) 

UOT>rr)ujd) cfilc3T>«IT; £_tUlblfilc3T, i£it 

ueraflitjii) /firry QgjfTcnman! 

•^cmrrjiqib l JGJT5V OJUJCU «J>(fT)UfTCU, 

Qum£lcu tfj>(ff)un6o f 

CUCTJT^I ^OJTli) c£*GOff)mih 

/flfpJH66104,11 a d»CO«UJC3T5)g)J 
£-«nfT)u4lb gcniT) c^iq <^CU6UgjJ 

^GDfDu-liii ^r^lCujCon. 

o Devotees! Surrender to the lord 
and exult, your Karmas will instantly 
v anish. With the ocean lapping on one 
side, bee-humming groves and fields 
?n the other side, the lord resides 
ln Sirupuliyur Salasayanam. I know 
°f no god other than him. (3) 

svrg®, uj^I £V»n^pmib flcnt- 

UJ^cvncrtlQujfr^l g^^uhcu 
^ cncucucsi 

Cluni^eu j5>ty>smi> 

5CU3tUCJT5>gs) 

-Si.sji ^u, ^cucugj giaijji 


With the crescent Moon-bearing Siva 
on one side, the self-made Indra on 
the other, the lord of gods resides 
besides nectared groves in Sirupuliyur 
Salasayanam. He is the cowherd 
lord Krishna. Other than his lotus 
feet, 1 know of no refuge. (4) 

rj,2,g,rr CljQ 2>!Jff'5’$ cm g>@)is>'’«jar>ft, 

rjjfTiCTTjtb 

CTtT,2,mil! CTOT ,g)«DU)GujlTli Og>rT(l£gjJ SJ2)g>ni> 
^ulb, CTI$ f£ns 

Ogi,S>nKj>a^ij losu^ib rryi_|cfl iu,™ 

acusujcjig,^] 

^)ii) g,mocr>!J ^mujmii! e_snTg^ ^u^Cujijug) 
^(r^cnniflGiu. 

Gods in hordes everyday offer worship 
in Sirupuliyur Salasayanam where lotus 
grows in thickets. O Lord of lotus 
feet! Pray ensure that this devotee of 
yours does not enter eternal Hell.(5) 

tiPtSSSw^ii >»«>* *-■ guii> 

/fclipfgClfltfQ IDI_6U«HT «^cun Cfjmu, 

(ip&ib ioc\j(r»)ii) 

Qatyj $tt suiucu 2>(igci|U> ^©lM ls ®tb," < ’ 

06O0U-JQT10 

(ol^n^ii) f^nernc ^igjj a_cir>i_ujfTn 

Qgja^cunn gjiujiT ^igcoCij. 

The blue water lily, the red water lily 
and the lotus flower together liken the 
eyes, lips and face of the maidens in 
Sirupuliyur Salasayanam by fertile fields. 
Those who worship those who offer 
worship there, will have no despair. (6) 

C*iu &<*>(&) {b<*n ^l^uirroSl^^CatTtf^cu 
idcjdcu sL-cnrotMib 
infTujft ! ctc3tA(*> S2_«r>ijatnuj, ificarnr 

j^non/flear fiL-cnnCiun? 

£ ujcnrnCujiTn /fliTynciSluyT^ 

OQOOMS&fb 

g,nCiun? a_caTg>) ^u»uinr u>Gflfi>a,(TCuMT? 
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O Wonder-lord of cool Tirumalirum- 
solai! Pray tell me this. Do you reside 
in the chants of the four Vedas? Or in 
Sirupuliyur Salasayanam where Vedic 
seers perform fire sacrifice? Or in the 
hearts of your devotees? Which, I do 
not know. ^ 

Gnio^fT £cu ujcurte, aGHrarmn incmb cfilL.ui.il0 , 
2_iU6urrc3T f ffi —cut ftipCcu Cl^fT^gjj cTi^Ccucirr; 

<£)cifl LDl_CUrfT 

OsGlJQJfTUj OuDfTl^l UuSlgyjlb 

ffevaiUGfTS,^! 

gg cumil ^cnannGiDco SL_cmrr) 

^ ID CVtn! e^^TjCTTfrClU. 

O Lord reclining on a five-hooded serpent 
bed in Sirupuliyur Salasayanam, where 
parrots learn sweet talk from the coral¬ 
lipped maidens! Pray grace that I may 
turn my heart from the dark-lotus-eyed 
dames to the lotus of your feet, and offer 
worship for elevation of spirit. (8) 


0 > 0 U>rr (jp^cu 2 _ 0 curr! aarreb a_ 0 curr! 

qCffTCU 2 __ 0 CUfT! 

Clu 0 iDrrcu cucmrj 2 _ 0 cun! iSlfQ 8 _ 0 Cim! 

rQcmgij s_ 0 cun! 

$ 0 lDfT ID 0 » 6 TT IO 0 CLJU> S\ fT)J LJ ©S) 

SCVJSUJGITgjgjj 

< 5 M 0 lDfT 0 >l- QJ ^(ipCg,! S 5 L_C 3 TgjJ ^l^GlU 
0 fJCffffT ^i^GlD. 

O Lord like the dark raincloud, Lord 
like the fiercely raging fires, Lord like 
the cool flowing waters, Lord like the 
staid mountain range, Lord like none 
but yourself, Lord adored by the iotus- 
lady Sri, Resident of Sirupuliyur 
Salasayanam! O Nectar of the ocean! 
Your feet are my only refuge. (9) 

<fn .s&n Qjb 0 inrrjxflrar .flrrHqcSIu^o 

o CU0UJC5T5)gj, 

cjit SHjft (ip^cu 6uCTffionnc5T ^oncaT, 

^©mnCiurTn Clu(r»jU)iT 65 n®jT, 


^it cuujcu iDfhjcmaxg,^ ^©ntp, 

aoSIujcot c^cnSI iDfTcmcv 

ungnii ^emcu urjcfilo, Clg>fTipu uncu id 
uuS)cu(tCcu. 

This garland of songs by fertile-fields 
Mangai-King Kaliyan, is on the lord 
of Sirupuliyur Salasayanam with 
wide streets, lord of cloud hue, lord of 
the celestials. Those who master it 
and offer worship will never accrue 
bad Karma. (10) 


7.10 On Kannamangai 
Perum | Brindavana Saranga \ Adi 


OlJ0li> H/dA 0»l_6ff)CU, L_S\J Cjrr)f51c5nC5T, 

QuCTOTCDOTiJT, c^HjCDCUJT, CTCJT3T ^CU 

(y)«flcunr 5»0 <^ 0 ciT 
5 > 0 tb gjCug)© r>{b, (ipgj^cifT ^Igcn C<?>, renew cm uj , 
U££>fT ^cfilcJTJUJ Q^rTgj^lciDCiJT, 

<^0 ib 61 cm car ^cucnrj, ^u^GujcaT iDcar^gji 
^cm^cmuj , «^Qp 5 >ib Quitj£) ^cst ^.cmcucmiu 
A0ibi9cmc3 T , Acaflcmtu O^carj^j t^rm* 

AcraTC5iJTioi^jcm<!Mqcn ■^cwT^OftfreysiGi-GcaT. 

The mighty ocean, the powerful bull, 
the male, the female, the penance of 
the austere Rishis, the heap of pearls, 
the soul of devotees, the string of 
pearls, the sprig, the flower, the love 
of my heart, the spray of nectar, the 
sweet sugarcane, the fruit, — I sought 
and found him in Kannamangai. (1) 


CWij, jbw* g.Guaar.a. 

Climuonuj, ClunujuSlcnan, rasauSlcu sj.it 
0fhl0 2_cm- 

cdldi>, tQaySi &,i encw, ftucO cucaiucOTTcmcsjT, 
U5 "® n6u > usirsrfl Q AIIC f, 

lonrujcmcaT, 

Cl.aOTOTcnoj, uAsmcu, i^erflanrai, 

rb-icnsn^uj SU^U) ^aensr,. ^^.qcnai, 
a, c2)l i.LSI e rf1 (5nu .g ) 

ftraji6ronDii 1 ona, u ^ e h aranQCWafrf:, Con. 
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The good penance, the heaven-giving 
truth, the false one, the conch bearer, 
the deep of the dark ocean, the hue of 
the ocean, the adorable one, the 
wonder-lord on fig leaf, the yesterday, 
the today, the tomorrow, the coming 
month, the year, the sugar, the 
sweet sap of sugarcane, — I sought and 
found him in Kannamangai. (2) 

^(TjCTT Q5UJ«d^63TfD n"-^cr>c3T, 

6u rT<3 cuarr ^ipcxjrrcrr LD637CU iDr*jjCD<5> 0>63i 
Uf&*63763TU LJfb/^PcVJ 6376U^<JF}1 2_4htj)<2}fTC3T 

2> S3T 637 GUT * 

UfTGffT6JniD637lu, UCllfl 107 lO^llUlh g)61Jip 
, AU6371J, QJl— U77 ID6376U 
D /i/flcnm fT7>7li> 6D 637TPil*lju(H)llb 
A7jJ( 0)637CU, UA677CU0 Cld6317}J £>7iq- 

A63J!S33TlOTij6J7*lL|6iT <h€WT(^Q*nuVinOu Gg31. 

The lord benevolent to us, the lord 
who bears fragrant coiffured Parvati’s 
spouse on his person, the lord of the 
sky bearing the radiant twin orbs the 
Sun and the Moon, the lord on the 
Northern Venkatam peak, the 
desirable night and day, — I sought 
and found him in Kannamangai. (3) 

Guig (ip6376Ugj 2)637 CO [b(ST )& 2L_ 60*31 L_ 

lS) CTT €37 6TT 637 UJ &) 

QgiCTTcr^liunn GUiaraifhjAuuQii) G&sucncsr, 
i/irrojCiTxsn, ld^)^ C&ncuco Jgjcsiu *i|i) 
®* > u>2)fl)CJr><w T « ^rbcn/biM^' 

PT '3<sr'65T, ^cu 7>i{£)ib *l JT^C^rr^cDuj, 
CT(bcirij2)6«j>iii <.7<arTA(<?) cnijui^caflcb 

«nOJULTlcn63T , 

^•fr^lcmOTT, iDGraflc3>ui Oacarrrr)] 5>7tq- 

o>cy gna aiLDPb<cr»g»u-<6TT *633 i(^O*7633i0l G«n. 

The child who sucked the poisoned 
breast of the ogress, the god worshipped 
h y clear-thinking seers, the prince 
"ho appeared in the vestibule of 
Tirukkovalur, the lord residing in the 
hearts of Vedic seers, the radiance of 


their beings, my father, my protector, 
my wealth, my gem, — I sought and 
found him in Kannamangai. (4) 

Gjnjl$63763T, @lDUJ2)«giJGTT 67LD rT-5637631, 

^ihcniDcmu, LDrpj€37iD*(£) iO(7)7)$63763i, 
<£^7)7)637 60 , <£J633Tl_2>gll U q 

S2_IU5>^101I> 

ggUJ637631 f 63>*u51cO 6£)631f0J GJfb^UJ 

<3*V 7) 0^637631, 0(0) L07 CD<£31jfl<£j> (#> 6711$ 637 C3T, 
f063TiD <£)6)$gv 6) Ofyndj^Gncsi, 
A 77)1$ 637 631, q6316376U0 OtfCBTnjJ *b7lq- 

A6331633HDni)637AiLj6i! A6OTT^0*7633 iGl-G63!. 

The bull, the lord of celestials, the 
medicine for the life here and hereafter, 
the companion for the journey beyond 
this world, the wielder of the fierce 
discus, the radiant gem-mountain, the 
lord of Tiruninravur, the heap of pearls, 
the wind, the waters, — I sought and 
found him in Kannamangai. (5) 

gJUDCDOT, ftlll’ilfl.ic uua .Mill 

G^>fT63Tn>6376D, Al (160763* *6063! Ouii •£>& 

0 (9 LJ 637 63T , (7) ID r*a» 637 A 10 G33T H CTIC37 631, 

C5,6U6y36in, $*(if>ib ucucn^gji 6j?6ifl 

6p)UU63763T, 2_6U(0) 6Jlj)l637C3!, 255637UJ, 
CJfbj£luj 637AIU637631, ^7)2,63317 

A7)l5lc37GJl A(^j£ 7 LOOM(17)li) 61IUJ6U 

A633T633TlI)nI)637ALg6!T *€33l(b)lGA7S3 : 31<.pl G6JT. 

The beautiful one who overpowered 
the clever horse Kesin, the radiant sky, 
the gold-plated copper, the husband of 
Sri, the lord of gods, the radiance ot 
coral, the seven worlds, time, the lord 
of discus, the learning of Vedic seers, 
the lotus-growing fields, — 1 sought 
and found him in Kannamangai. (6) 

$<*)&>§>€?>€&, <$6370 7)7631(^/1*631 *7)637*631111, 
C&CU G *60637 SB!, (npClJfflcb (ip63Tti3V)ui 
6fil(7 ) 2>5,63763T, <sfSlcnni)(*)ih *i 70 (*07d£)637uj. 
6 d1 6331 637 6381, 1176331633^631631, * 6331 633)1 * 6VJ 

*■) tq UJ 

<^(32)2)637631, ^rflcffllU, Litfl ui 

^UU637C31. ^UlSlcO ^(1 <§41/760 <^Jt U <£lC3T!D 
6)j633i(^l <s^»nnniigio Oi hti£)cu 
* 63316331iDfhl637*U_J6T1 *C33Tf jOa76J3iOi. GtfJT. 
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The satisfied one, the father of 
Brahma, the lord of gods, the 
foremost of the Tri-murti, the radiant 
one, the Earth, the Sky, the lord with 
Siva on his person, the man-lion, the 
horse-slayer, the dissolving aspect 
of water, the lord surrounded by bee- 
humming groves, — I sought and 
found him in Kannamangai. (7) 

Qcu0^)cjt«s, ftsrflrrxaniT), cfj)cTTrhj<9>mij cfilipa, 
tr-acnesT, Cuiu idactt 

g»J 00 0tGDGU &£) 2_«fuiL CgjfTCTTTrjGDCU, 

C^rrcsTrrjcu currcir &ija>a>d t Qal_2> 

& Qp 0 , 6 )$ an an, rj>rTg>CT>«T f 
(baa'Guna a_«ilGix>cu rQjr^ua g>ibtS)cv)uj 

0,{Q,ocr>axg, g)j0« «U0^cnc3T 

ftoniTcronDr^icnftujGTT A«raT 0 OAd 6 wrCL-C 63 T. 

The angry elephant, the lord who 
threw a calf against a tree felling its 
fruit, the child who drank the 
poison from the breast of the ogress, 
the sweet ambrosia who worked as 
poison on the wicked Rakshasa king 
Ravana, the lord residing over 
the heads of those who desire him, 
the slayer of Kamsa, — I sought and 
found him in Kannamangai. (8) 

uCOTTCjrrflOTcsT, ucwrcarflcu r£)csrrir)g^ fpfr 

IJ fT C2TT lD CJ i UJ , 
unguch OjbiuuS'«r'OT, iflncu e_( 2> <5yii rg)csrrr> 
cfilcffSTesjfloncrt, *i irsCarr^cnuj, 

Coicncfilonuj efil«no„£)«r ^rarenetr, 

iDOTjirarflcnon, loono.onuj ^or, OJ ! gifl or , OTi 
mnar,6u urn u>£)«nu) dionpCujmT a.niarf, 
AOTTerafloncjT AcinffiOT Ayisncioh ^IcStju 

AOTSicjaruiiijonAitirit *em®Ctft<i<arjC, .Con. 

The sweet Pann, the sweetness of 
Pann, the Ghee in milk, the adorable 
form tn Vaikunta, the radiant form 
the sacrifice the light of the lamp! 
the Earth, the mountains, the deep 


waters, the rising Moon, dear as eyes 
to Vedic seers, — to my fill, I sought 
and found him in Kannamangai. (9) 

&GraroOTU>aiicr>3,u4Cn &or3T(^ClftiTOnnCi_G3T 

CTG5Trpj 

$>rTg,eurTCo &©$0»G5Tf$ 2_cr>gCl3uj2> 

CUCT3TCWT CptfOTT CJ>C3TLjCg>n0 6£>C3 tjtjj < @CT>CU 

CUCUCUIT e^UJ 2 _OT>guUfTd LD$lUli) 
c£l cffsT crufl cvj craTcnrcu rr , id ^ ip gti 

CTojgxjcurr; 

QiDiLJihcDiD QancooSlcu, Qcucrrr 0 fbia»ii> 

$63T*)J 6J2>$UJ 

<5>C37TCJ7t! J^SaTT 0)G5Td>(&)lh 0 r 5 ltlM_| 

«»£D^>CV>rTli> <9>cfi)u9c5T QufT^djCTT ^dCcJT- 

“I sought and found him in 
Kannamangai", — this garland of 
sweet Tamil songs by Kalikanri is filled 
with love. Those who master it will 
live with the celestials in the wide 
sky. In fact, O Krishna with a conch 
in hand, even you will benefit from 
learning these songs. (10) 

8.1 On Tirukkannapuram (1) 

(A mother on her girl's plight) 
Silayilangn \ Mandu \ Khanda Chapu 

^ancoggcuii^ Qurtdr $<*1 uonL 

5)^(9 epen t aihjfftib orcSr^cTiTjnonncO; 

oionsu^cuiinj, C a neh zndnCg, ujpgj 

emjCff)! Artcro eTGST^tnjnffnfTeu I 

Ciponso^cunu^ UUJCIn0j (ips j lM g,, . 

6 "<t ®(fj«.^lCT ! r J rT C nr.cO; 

*«*«u ©SDii.® ClumjfWn,* 

«SMU>u>rrcr.fflia atsnLnciiOaxiCcuti ? 

“Bow-wielder, gold discus, 
mace and conch, dagger too!", 
she says, alas! 

Mountain-like four arms, now 
who else does have all this?, 

O. Come”, she says. 
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Her softly risen twin breasts 
pale and she runs after 
her lost lustre! 

Vedic seers reside well with 
Kannapuram lord has she 

seen him?, Alas! (1) 


“His gold-and-gem-necklaee 
sways on his jewel-mighty 
broad chest", she says. 

Strong mighty walls rise in 
Kannapuram, has she then 
seen him?, Alas! (3) 


(ipeitsy' <$!5)lS>£b <^ <=nsu 

CT«T<£IC3TIT)(WtlT«U; 

OufT(ffj (tpdr Cunn Ouncjr 

LnrQTj] cm* sr«m0e!T2>!TsrTiTco; 
«f(B)euoni;iLni) rf3sarr s^uuitit; @soit 

crcjr ^juun! cTciT^lcjrfDfTcn'Tcu 
A^cuonfjGijncC) relearn) nfif>«3T, &C37Tcmu)f75jgj 
^totoncneno, i,COTTi_iWTClAnCAJrt ? 


“Wasn’t this the bow-wielder 
who killed the mighty kings in 
war then?", she says. 

“Isn’t this the discus that 

stopped mighty mountains in 
flight then?”, she weeps! 

“No god is peer to you, 

Oppili-appa my 

Lord, O!’’, she says. 

Dark-mountain-he stands in 
Kannapuram, has she then 
seen him?, Alas! (2) 


gjnrr^uj gjcrijr £jcmj «j«raT0 2_^g> cucng 
LD fT(TuG 3 T CTC 3 T^C 3 TIT)fT 6 TTnCU J 
GuiTIT i: ^l > C 3 r>CJTft ClAfTlbq LjllutTa> 65 T, 

crgjr ^ibLDfTC^ (TMsrT^cjTrrjncmrTCu; 
^U,fTfT g)n i) <g,fTCWTl 0 C 3 T«>CTI ^ID UCUCTTlO ©JfTUJ 
^CUgT)l«?>(g| CT63TdOc3Tft>fT6nac0 
&mTQjfTcmr) r£ldrm}j thriftGS3n-\ng>£) 

^cbiDncmGjr#. <93 6T3Ti_ fTcnQ^ifrCcufT 9 

“Nectared and bee-fragrant 
garland of cool Tulasi 
on chest!”, she says. 

“My lord the bird rider 
broke a tusk from rutted 
elephant”, she says. 

“Take a look, his coral 
lips are so matchlessly 
perfect", she says. 

Da rk-t hunder-clouds-over- 
Kannapuram, has she then 
seen him?, Alas! (4) 


giiWTcrn ion Ltxsratl (tpmCtosu g^jprrvu ^icui iiaaj 
Cg,nc3Tg)jU>rTCu crtfSTiCIciTnjncnrTcO; 
tfUtiSrgpj u>fl lOfirsfl 105,0 {5jOT3Tl €\Jf^J5,cir 
cfjlffu b CT€3T^OTnj<TCTTfTGU ; 

l®lunc3T€afl63i ton tnwafl .^H/Ttb ^torafl <na,A4»gjj 
£}euibi(&)iDnGij cr eii AJ an it) a err it eii 
n,c®rcifl ( nn in^cir , ]wiri 5 .c* 3 tg 33 tl| n&Qi 

■?Mii)ionon6tiiA acksti ncnOftnCatiT ? 

“Over his tall gem crown 
he wears a wreath of fresh 
Tulasi”, she says. 

“His Makara fish ear-rings, 
gold set with gems, flash like 
lightning”, she says. 


5>mD<T*gCuj, «5Mib 
li ri uj id CTcjr^QcjiffjncnfTcvi; 

(ip iq2 j2>cuq/u£) Ouctot ^|pu> 

Gfblgjtfgjgjjcn c^awit fficiidQiiTipntfnircO; 

ftcwr LDCUijGiiCtmn cu6ir>0 QfkibQsSW 
men ffTtfST'jincaT/rjncrnTcC) 

Aiq^ftiocuib thw £l_ aottgtou 

^ibiDfTcinGn'fc acottl frcnQ^aCcvin 9 

“His feet are gold-lotus 
his hands are lotus hue 
- golden”, she says. 

His crown and golden jewels 
never leave my frail heart, O!” 
she says, alas! 
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“Does not the dame-lotus- 

Lakshmi resides on his 

wide chest?”, she says, 
oweet-scented-lotus-in- 

Kannapuram has she then 
seen him?, Alas! 


( 5 ) 


CTCJyTAlQn-fTjfTCTTrTCO* 

«•** »»» J* 

•" u * u^ib 

He bears a thousand names, 

he has a thousand great 

features”, she says. 

He wears a gold Makara 
ear-pendant, he has eight 
strong arms”, she says. 

He has the hue of the 

dark cloud and dark mountain" 

she says, alas! 

Ripe paddy grows tall in 
Kannapuram, has she then 
seen him?, Alas! (6) 

5>n *3* "*4*^*,. 

an *b ** ^ 

uruaujCu, CTcsT^leaTrDrrsrrfTcO - 

«»««**©* “«*» *-©«,* 

,DOT ’f > W^ICeun? s7sj7<Cl637u ) u6nnso 

-SKDixincr,£jia,a,af5ii nchCtanQ^^ ? 

“He wears a red coloured vesture on 

h.s frame and a golden c um merbund 

over a she says, then, “Oh, the feet 

are of the same hue, even his lotus 

hands are of that hue”. “The dark hue 

of h,sgem-hke frame, -isa emerald 

or is ,t rain cloud?”, she cries' 


I wonder of she has seen the lord 
ot Kannapuram where Vedic seers 
otter fire oblations. Alas! ( 7 ) 

C1*"©JDL. q* tjjSl, 

«V(2)<05312)1765, 57637<0637U)U6T7n6U; 

° Guru @2,^1223(2)01 @2,$2Ci=r 

^•(ftlOWU ST53T^l5jTU,r5UU50; 
uSBaausu .SisusS, Q uc *, 

2)IbCg)mi) S-iuCiunCuiu CTC3,<0cj,n3uem,5o 
s-IDB&nsv U3s3>u,0,3577,7 *6*7 5337422,61 
. a .5337 U U57,O a ,uG5 U r ? 

ding a victorious bird, he roams 

, ? Ut ree * y ”’ s * le sa ys, then, “He is 

r, f ra a' ^ t0 ^ nt ^ ra ’ l he victorious king 
of gods”. “If only we receive his 

l C ^ orn as females may 
seen Tik ij Says ' * Won der if she has 
le j C \7°j^ ° f^ Jnna puram where 

•earned Vedic seers live. (8) 

5,,537U,UC5U ^ /miqClOSU 

tnsni 5,537^1 enn, nenn(ij . 

^«"0@«VUUU50 **4 67537^2, 5,5370., 
MaCcu*, 57537<0637 !D r6rr5 U : 
—0^53,,. , 6 * 7 ® ^ 

^ ujrru) cTeyrCrr) uuSIcu^fijuDfrcrmcO 

*“V # ^ *633753377 ^ 

u *^ur5nQ a ,uC6vr ? 

•J^ag-ce t * le hee-humming 
waft ' Ureat f‘ on his golden crown 

-af s everywhere”, she says, then 
°ve him, I can never part 
rom lm! . I remember having 
seen him earlier, where was it?”, 
she keeps asking. I wonder if she 
as seen the lord of Kannapuram 
where those who see him lose 
their hearts to him. (9) 

loncvsn^ti, CW C,br*<Sl uju^rur 

UVTtDSl,5376373, * 5 * 7 , U 6 U 576370,. 

rrff^'i: Au, Mi jurist, ^y, *53375337,^212,^ 
*twmrs3>637«, *65107 537 Q 2 U 63 .S 37 
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UfT6UGTT(fT)li> lOITCDCU UC3TC3fluj g^/lCU 

^cdgvj °Drbg)id> ggrbglii) cucOcurm 
LJjCUGTT^li) *fcfT)UACD CtfIT OuTCST 2_CU*OcU 
IOC3TC3TCUIT ^lUU 2>*CAfTCg. 

This garland of sweet Tamil songs by 
Kaliyan recalls a mother’s lament on 
her fawn-eyed daughter’s seances with 
the lord of fragrant-grove-surrounded 
Kannapuram. Those who master it will 
live as famed kings of the Kalpaka- 

blossom spilling heavens. (10) 

8.2 On Tirukkannapuram (2) 

Telliyir \ Natakurinji \ Rupakam 
(The mother seeks a redressal of her 
grievances.) 

Cl^cneifliSir! C®cun! $(2)3, 

dcucirffifli^tr! Gsutijuj 10^ euioo'caSTfr* <j£>! 
gjISTTlCTf, f§tTS> «.Kr5TCTm_|(JU) @susn 

S>fiTTc6lCujfT? 631A CUCT*Cn CWTEtTCUgtf Oj0i0i^0i < ? 

O Wise One, Lord of gods, Blameless 
One, Fit person for Sri, Lord of golden 
hue! My daughter only folded her 
hands in the direction of dancing- 
waters-Kannapuram. Was that a 
crime? Is it proper to confiscate her 
bangles? (1) 

Sctt r9cvjfT(iprr)n)5jgii <*§> Qj ^ 

ftfT CTty ClflrT. AOT6W»q0li>! CTCSTp 

&, n il cut jt cn ; 

UfTcnjTGaTmT ^,l«Rrr633ub 
IbrT^yGlDfr? ff,63T^J <b®^C£l 

She stood on the moonlit terrace and 
surveyed the horizon, then brightened 
and said, ’’Look, Kannapuram! , 
Pointing that-a-ways. With Madal 
singers waiting eagerly, will she retreat 
from her suicidal act now? Good, 


good, for the Naraiyur lord who has 
shown her the way, (2) 

Gami GcufhJ<5»Lii>, i^ririDCDcu 

qj mu 

Cl6U(fV)6$G5TrTCTT; QlDtUUJlD (?fil G3T6^ 

G5T(T) fTCTT; 

J*ITa> S>61TOTC33Tt_(0lb CTC3TfQJ 

Gu^lcjTfTsn; 

2_0<£l CJTrTCTT ; 2 _CTtQlD©S) j>5>fT6TT; §}§j} 

CT G3tO &S nG GVJ fT ? 

She blabbered incoherently about 
cool-streams-Venkatam and water- 
logged- Nirmalai. She inquired about 
Meyyam, and spoke about wealthy 
Kannapuram. She melts into tears 
and grows thinner inside day by day. 
Alas, what is this leading to? (3) 

g_6OTT ^g)l li) fbfTCTT ^CUCDCU; 2_ft)a><5>(jpib 

a>n«r ^gucdcu ; 

Cl UC3Tr CD 1011(10 afTCU f£l CD IT) ^ ^ » 

CuCDg> 5>TT63T; 

a>Gnncnrr63T cciit a>673Tcaini_|ijii> Cla>rT^Lb; 

3>fTITA Al_cu 

cocaijTcraTiTGiDCu CTcfincwTib gcrnl^ @§>1 

CTcaiClairTGcurT ? 

No day is a day of non-fasting for her, 
no night is a night no-vigil. She is just 
a child barely into her maidenhood, 
yet she keeps saluting her Krishna s 
abode of Kannapuram. Her thoughts 
are always on the dark-ocean-hued lord. 
Woe! What is all this? (4) 

5»«raTC5nJT631 ffiffll n <9 j CiTST CT7T L) rj L0 Clg»IT^lb 

0>rTlflcD«9> 

Ol_lG73TCDlD CT63T? <J,63T£J)jCDl SL. GWrCDlO 

S_ CD 0 & G3T IT)ITCTT; 

QcuGfinOcjraTUj 2 _cjkjt(v)I ^uuciwtl <nj<nrorciraTib 
cfilcrflibi9c5T»TcrT. 

cucmGSWT^ipLb Cli ifTcirr rQrr>ib ^cugij c£h|>Iil(Gu>. 
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She salutes the lord’s abode of 
Kannapuram, she speaks openly 
about her beauty and her femininity. 
Her golden colour drains from her 
checks and breasts when she hears 
of how her Krishna stole butter and 
was punished! ^ 

<aji_GjGD a 10 ^ 0 ) Qjjbgj, gearp 

O&rrGTTGijgjj ujfTLD £7 OTTiTjJ 

Guil 63 Trrdr; 

mucijrjsu ujrrar ctot Guano, ggojm 

iU-OJOJ tTsir? 0.533T gJuSIdj g)S 5 TJ)J ,@ 61,17 

Q^rrdTGriGcD. 

“Leaving our Northern hill-abode, we 
have come to stay in Kannapuram 
today , she says, playing her lord. 
My daughter is an innocent child. Of 
what use can she be to him, that he 
should steal her sleep now? (&) 

$it Cu<flg)jii>, o,ott u).£l iMTuSlguii, 

@gii0Giort ? cio,sci>OT 2>nsh ,§?(")!!>&! 

CTsrrdClcuTrTCTT | 

glfffciaib surruj ^dirr (5 &_&ib^rT^gj 

^l^fT6UT6?r>ai £ ?ot n 

&UTPii0,Cu) CTgjrugjj ^ojcrr gjw tS»(£ 

cSH, ©ft 6 G UJ . 

She hears the roar of the sea, she feels 
the shine of the cool moon, and thins 
inside. Alas, how long she has been 
engaged in these! Her strong desire 
is for Srirangam, the original abode 
of her Krishna who tore apart the 
jaws of the horse Kesin and enjoyed 
himself! (7) 

O, 3 ,iTfflssT 0 Sieutumi) J 06 W cSmCuj < "'a, l U!$g ) i 
S-ujiuldit 

r„m i@, arrest ansi arena gib Clanyiu 

Gurru^UiiTrTcfT; 


a,6*T0 S-Goati Gatrano, srdr Cuang, 
iDGfisfl f^llpli) 

^j/Tsar G<9>auSlcjr^ixi 


Seeing all devotees offer worship at 
your feet and find elevation of spirit, 
she too went to offer worship at 
Kannapuram. Is it proper for you to 
steal my bee-humming coiffured 
daughter’s rouge anarchically? (8) 


dpstr sTuSlgi sjOjs^tsu; o^anup 

(ip iq. O & (T l_ J 

O&enoflujCT Co,* @cu«ir; cxsir 

UjG^Jj - 

C^fTCDGUijj) ftsuiyrqrjLb gd &> 

0&n[Lgib 

ulGfT67>€TT€iDuJU iSGTTCffJSTr STCTT^j GTGTJTSTyTU 
Qu^jojGg ? 

Her ivory comb can scant gather 
her hair, her tresses do not form a 
knot, she has no quality that will 
qualify' her to be a clear -headed-one. 
Alas, what can I do? She offered 
worship in the nectar-flowing gardens 
of Tirukkannapuram and elsewhere. 
Alas, I cannot call my child mine 
any more. (9) 

a,nn ldsSI a.oferEra.MBs.gj eni ^aansnu 
um ' nca Canejt, ugartsusm Qa<*£>, 

S " cdgtSI urrucO £}a>>eu U o,g|Li eu&eucuii 
iS" U*S) sncuu^ Jgg, ^ uffAa , Cm . 

This garland of excellent Tamil 
songs on the lord of rain-abundant 
Kannapuram is by the world-famous 
Mangai King Parakalan. Those who 
master it will live long on Earth.(10) 
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8.3 On Tirukkannapuram (3) 

Karai | Subbapantuvarali | Kkanda 
Chapit 

(The girl appears, forlorn and dejected 
by the injustice of her spurned love.) 

•Sicng uGucngjtfj 

CT\l§ Q&fTlq.U4lb 
<£l«T>g «T^05>giJ G>J0 LJ63T€U 

^)0<9)«5>OT3TG!rm4g2>gil 2_ciDrDU^ ib 
gjiipmu ^GkJfbj^Gu g^itjcCj 
GUGDIJQ) G^fTCTT LjOTIuQuiUO 
Slicing CT (v)ib&> Ou0U>rTGipj<&0 - 

CTC3T GUlfl GUfi3>CTrGlL». 

Tirukkannapuram is lashed by the 
ocean that throws up great resounding 
conches and well grown coral 
branches. Here resides the lord 
who wears a fragrant Tulasi garland 
and has strong arms that lifted a 
mountain. Alas, I have lost my beautiful 

golden bangles to him. (1) 

c^frfl lairjG!) (ip<£lGi. AGffltb&inGO, <^3>lcG 

H<nr>Atunw, ai«nijCiun0ii) 
Clg,rflGu ,£t4luj iogtA 

^l0AffiOTOTMUfi>ju a-SJiEDiyio 
«arfl ^rjsfilsjr ,^65 is3jt 3, , iDSDjp 

ios,£>£, fliru g>0 «>fmT 
-ifl Ucu0«u, U10UL) fpd>4>&i2X$> 

ctctt 8>sn isucnenGuj. 

Tirukkannapuram has mountain- 
like jewelled mansions that touch 
the sky overcast with dark laden 
clouds and the smoke of Agil-wood. 
Here resides the lord who slept on a 
striped serpent; he also smote an 
angry rutted elephant and plucked 
out its tusk. Alas, I have lost my 
beautiful golden bangles to him.(J) 


IDIT l£>G33fl U)rri_ (IpAlCu^GSr 

Gu(Tl£j 

^iibjcscn our (ipiQca 

e£l (Rj£~i 5, C.CtJ! l) ie| ID 

cnursj ^irar lorrsC Gflsni- ucafl in^l 

Gftfrar efilQggu E-Aiijg, 

Q &rii &CUT irjfTcti ,$4iba>rTgjpjA(d) gjtplbC&Gii - 
(near Cl 5)61 eusncnCtu. 

Tirukkannapuram has tall jewelled 
mansions that rise high and pierce the 
sky with their tridents, teasing the moon 
and the dark clouds. Here resides the 
lord who subdued seven bulls and rid 
the moon of its curse, joyously. He is 
the adorable red eyed Senkanmal. 
Alas, I have lost my beautiful golden 
bangles to him. (3) 

&G33T UJ0GU UluSleO ^W-£S6H ffiUJ ClUITlfilfi\J 
0;b(5 irgiiS'rai' 

3JICHT I.D06t| 5i63T LOafldr 

c^l(i)5*15,i.o 1 cm l| rj3i5.J 2_dnrnu-jiii, 

iflSiraT UJ0G1| G^rrcti ^ujaafl <£> 1 , 11 . 5 , 5 ,, 

CuiriLi 2 _gCGv.ifr(ptbj 

l |GTTrn - 1)11 rr,i_ 1 , 5,1 i)0 <§);pi.C : 3 ,cr - 

sVeir Clur®T GuGinffiCjiij. 

Tirukkannapuram is surrounded by 
strong walls, wide streets and fragrant 
groves with peacocks in flocks 
dancing everywhere. Here resides the 
lord who was tethered to a mortar 
by the fragrant coiffured Dame 
Yasoda; he then toddled between 
the Marudu trees and destroyed 
them. Alas, I have lost my beautiful 
golden bangles to him. (4) 

siirroj ffT(»^<5>5) iO'i ? ^)fl^,.3>iTfcu 

Gi 31U Qa,|Tj^1iU.rhGT7 

& LDC-D0 •AJGrnT&^U) 

( <+,&,&> c3STtnfrft 1 2. 0U4th. 

0,(hli sL_6yx,TKT>g 1 j 

tf'uSln a._d5H_ 

Gltnu' gtfSrJ't fhft ^tpfSGjgyCjifT 

(ellf^fanCoU.'- 
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Tirukkannapuram is thronged by 
Vedic seers who chant the Mantras, 
feed the fires and keep the Vedas alive. 
Here resides the lord who cringed in 
fear on seeing his mother’s rod and 
wiped his curd-smeared tell-tale 
mouth. Alas, I have lost my beautiful 
golden bangles to him. (5) 


u>i_cu ®nc<ntp tD0flii(g) 

CTCUCUfTli) CUCTTfT UCUCTTLD 
$L_6U (T ^CiDID £h li) 

a_«nrr)U4ib, 
c^LfT^gjj, <^cfrrpj, ^gcrafliuoncn 
(ipgcm ^683f) SL-^rjrrcv) 

E_utu CT0g,g, Qu^iorrguo.^ ^2,C»rai- 
€tctt tf^icrfl cucncnCuj. 

Tirukkannapuram has fields hedged 
with screwpine which bursts into 
flowers, and red corals grow with 
branches spreading light everywhere. 
Here resides the lord who pierced 
, ranya’s might chest with sharp 
claws. Alas, I have lost my beautiful 
golden bangles to him. <(,) 


aiemQ * 110 ( 5,0 .ocuAu M rii«n OT gy,^ 
. ty>aaib 

'9(3,aa«i5is»n M a2 1 g )l a_OT>frmiU> 
ftswi (glRnamu, CT(!S 

!0o>g)jib, Clu(0, efiW>mi>, 


“p'ta"' bUfeJlCTIVaUj, 

Tirukkannapuram has dense bee 
humming flower-laden Punnai tree 
which cast shade and light over ,h 
waters on which the floatingpearl-|,k 

bud j are gathered by waves Her 

!kl S T e , rs,lhetwinwhs - i| ’‘ wid 

kyandaHeUe.then brings them ou 
again. Alas, | have lost my beautifc 
golden bangles to him. (7) 


VS4 


Q<9>rrr^j0 u>c$ <5»0nij 0ffijcncrr t 

'o^2>65T5T i£Tj UJ r^j fh 

ftlDCU (ipAli 

2>_£3t<t) 11411 ), 

cur^jALDoS) g,L_rij (9>!_£yjCTT surf) 

«^cr>633T2, gjuSIcarjD 

Q<£)fbl<5,LDCVirF,fTu^J<5>0 ^ip^GgjcSr - CTG3T 

QsrSl sucnsnCuj. 

Tirukkannapuram has clear lakes in 
which the fragrant blue water lily 
likens the eyes and red lotus likens the 
face of the lord. He is the lord who 
reclines in the deep ocean on a freckled 
serpent, with a red lotus growing from 
his navel. Alas, I have lost my beautiful 
golden bangles to him. (8) 

^(CrtjU) ^cnrbi G^rrriona, Qr^Qii) 
UCncSJT^b C&rTCTT, LDL_U LJfTCFJGVI 
cuang larnTcuesT 

$ &>fh cwtG mjTqrj^gjj sa^^r>rniLjii) 
GufJfTCTT63T, <ew,u9rjii) Glut ^uSIq qj mi -1 

7CTLj (TntWtGlDCV 

Cuarenn Clu^iorg),^ rrcsr 

Quill QJCiDCTtGiU. 

The well corsetted tender-breasted 
Bamboo-like-arms-lady-of-the-lotus 
I-akshmi, resides on the mountain-like 
chest of the lord in Tirukkannapuram- 
He is the lord with a thousand names, 
reclining on a serpent of a thousand 
oods. Alas, 1 have lost my beautiful 

golden bangles to him. (9) 

Cft *0tii Clu-uflri, (^y, 

il0«,*aiijT(OTTi_(og,ai a-OTiroai 1 ® 

, D ^) a>L ^ ^ ^ 
ClJCTT fT,fTL ^ - 

Sna, aoSl amtc® *^01 sasu®® 

g)l/)Wp iDfTtfVTJC' 1 

*' s )OT)611 1JB1 ^ 

This garland of sweet Tamil song* 
hy adorable Kalikanri, King of the 
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fertile fields-surrounded Tiruvali, sings 
of the bridegroom of Tirukkannapuram 
surrounded by nectar-dripping 
groves. Those who master it will be 
freed of Karmas. (10) 

8.4 On Tirukkannapuram (4) 

Vinnavar \ Kedaragoula \ Triputa 

(The girl addresses the dragonfly 
beseeching it to go to her lord and tell 
him of her love) 

cfi1cTJTCS3T6>JlT - gjCbl0>CTT O U(ffjIDffC3T , 

^)(r^LOrrn€uc3T, 

locrarcnTcurt crcucunib aj«33Tfhi(^)ii> u>c$ Oort 
*fffjT«rarqg;2)giJ CTtb Ou^iDnciT o>$rt 

(ip 14 . C ID cu 

Gucrcncinn 'b£)J'b cuibQl sasLOytuh - 

CebfTcu g*jibiS ' 

O Dragon-fly! Go now to my lord of 
Tirukkannapuram, — he is the lord 
of the celestials, he bears Sri on his 
chest, he is worshipped by the whole 
world, — come back and blow over me 
the fragrance of his Tulasi wreath.(l) 

Cciig, LJlfl r^flC\j63T, 

u(T£tb uflcfilu U6U0U5 ucraflfbgxJ 
«9>fT5,tfjT«mX) G 0 UJ U-| lb (h C73TCJTT i_J IJ gj) CTlb 
Q u^rTjLDrTcjt 

2>ng,, £,iT}jrf) gjipaiij g>nipj>5xl - 

C^fTcb g»)ibi5 ! 

O Dragon-fly! Go now to my lord of 
Tirukkannapuram, — he is the first- 
cause lord of the Vedas, he wears the 
Vedic thread, the world praises his feet, 
offering worship, filled with love, — 
come back and blow over me the pollen 
from his Tulasi wreath. (•?) 

cfilc&n incuri sicijGv.mb ocjn Oi irr}i-£l 

cSMCWTi ^ip^i6VJ6UC51, CTCUCUfT^U) 

Acraifl cficwnrhi^ib O' ctct cwn 11 ?J <?> « 2 >i cub 

n^ifh ghiipnuj ci fi£ 25 >i*uj 

G^rrco ftjtbk? 1 


O Dragon-flv! What do you get from 
hovering over blossoming flowers! 
Go to my lord of Tirukkannapuram, 
— he is the lord of the Universe, 
worshipped by all the celestials, — come 
back and blow over me the fragrance 
of his Tulasi wreath. (3) 

T tDC$<f£lCTTfT)gi) C£>IT JiCTT c^UJ f C£>n 

^cin imu| ib ^uj, 
fh inc61^1c3TJDg>l g>(T 2-0 

fTIT »OG$) 6UCjy>CWTC3T 5>6T3TG57Tl_|fJg]gjJ C^tD 

Ou0lDfTC37 

Qjtitt idcSI OydSZT gjjipnaj 2>rnprV»gjj, sssi^rtiij 
C^rreO gjjibtS ! 

O Dragon-fly! Go now to lord ol 
Tirukkannapuram, — he is the 
beautiful one who came as a fish in the 
deluge, as a turtle in the sea, and a man- 
lion in the yore, — come back and 
blow over me the fragrance of his 
Tulasi wreath. (4) 

cjn <^yii LD«un crcusvmb 221 $ • § ciw” Clugi^l? 
uitit stp uaaiu Qu0ibi 

a,nit ^j,onic ^t,e3T ACT3icTj3n_|0fi)g>) s'li Clu^iona 
2>mr ^t,n ib©j© gjiyjmo 2>frLp2>Sxl, esi0nuj 
CftfTGVI 0Jli)l5 ! 

O Dragon-fly! What use hovering 
over all beautiful flowers? Go now to 
my lord of Tirukkannapuram, — he 
came as a huge turtle in the deep 
ocean that girdles the Earth, —then 
come back and blow over me the 
fragrance of his Tulasi wreath. (5) 

iDfTncftcu 4>)(rfj€u<*ar, ftjcuefo cT{b#>i 

O St tfh tj Oy Qp 63T , 

. irTOTlfJlll iSlcTTffjg) UIJIOCOT, 1 i(HCT)G^fT^l , 
^.nrflcb $0>ip 5>rrain ciicroTciraTfeiT o,$r\ 

(ip Iq GlfifiO 

gjfTrflcu (bgJJib ^jjipritu 0>"jp£>g>j &0£mu - 
COktTCV g)»lbl5 1 
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O Dragon-fly! He bears Sri on his 
chest, and a radiant discus on his right 
hand. He is the great one who lifted 
the Earth. He has a radiant form, and 

the dark hue of the Kaya flower,_ 

come back and blow over me the 
fragrance of his Tulasi wreath. ( 6 ) 

sumnsiFOT, &£)£ 1, asngeuci,, 

s>nn inrarep gnegfl a^uiniTsuOT, 
anicdr gaa gneog,, «,ra5i«raii_|5g > gj 

Qu(it)UDiTsrr 

snio ibjuj) gsiLpmii arnpj,^ a5"g,mij - 

C&itgO gjjtbi 5 ! 

O Dragon-fly! Go now to my lord of 
Tirukkannapuram, — he is the 
manikin, he is Kalki, Madhusudana, 
Madhava, and the anointed king 
Rama, son of Dasaratha. He has a 
broad chest, he is verily the love-god 
Kama’s father, — come back and blow 
over me the fragrance of his Tulasi 
wreath. ( 7 ) 

ff^CU U>CyfT0,6tT r£lT QJtlJGu 

Q fTOJ LDCUIT ffTGOcvjfTlX) nCug)J SJjfT^TT ,y,n 

&i n GU 637 ) 1 9> CiTilT GSST l_| (J <j> fhl CTLD fTCJT 

th$rt (ipn^Cuicu 
CftfTcu gjjyjrriL Q&nsrnQl, Psna^iu- 

Ca,(TGu gijiiuS I 

O Dragon-fly! Do not hover over the 
blue water lilies and the profuse flowers 
growing by it in the lakes. Go now to 
Tirukkannapuram, — he is the 
destroyer of mighty Rakshasas, — 
come back and blow over me the 
fragrance of his Tulasi wreath. ( 8 ) 

2,5,2,63! IDgiCPCU, J0SO l/,!S)S!>a 

<gjjCEDC33T«JGrT , 

,s^n^O)^b, <£b <*“ J gu ^ t j^hDtJnAsir faiii 

»(5lDfTCTT ; 

thtvjpiih ^.inufT uijgtjt carnet nptq.CujC'j 

;b£U£> &JJp nu " J &4 n #>rul, 

Ga>rr©j t 


O Dragon-fly! He is the son of 
Nandagopala and sweet companion to 
Nappinnai, he is the lord of gods, he is 
the beginning of the end, he has the 
hue of the fragrant Kaya flower, — 
come back and blow over me the 
fragrance of his Tulasi wreath. ( 9 ) 

susroQ Caiuancu ojwci, 

Clanararucu iglrr) s»<*!cnreTfflT 

^saratSisjTL^gj^ncDssT^ 
ClansWL.Cgmxi uitu flencrngg,, ssrgnw- 
G<g>riGu gjLDL? ! 

O Dragon-fly! The viaorious Kaliyan, 
king of the bee-humming fenile groves- 
and-fields Vayalali has sung this garland 
of sweet Tamil songs for the eloud-hued 

lord of Tirukkannapuram. That we 
devotees may sing it, gra ce us with the 

fragrance of his Tulasi wreath. (10) 

8-5 On Tirukkannapuram (5) 

Tandaikal | Abirbhairavi \ Adi 

(This is a soliloquy of the girl who has 
spent a sleepless night, thinking of her 
paramour.) 

ad ’ 6T>s aaraSlw <9lJDi w!b#) 

p, _ G«,rr«5Tr51 U-< 

aircirgisu iSlsir aifitCw®! g,esi 

jUmjSljjgij alfrv.ojffVjCrr u 

__ * U S |lh GlDGffT, 

Sii^lainaicusii' s_n)i 1 is.ri «>$it 

<31®r>6!i 

ja.artfnFjs,iii qjjj, g,, cij 4>«>i 

® Jt51 sj^unCa. 

M\ forlorn heart has gone with the 
11 who took birth to loosen the 
shackles on his father’s feet. While I 
s' ait for the time of his grace, the blessed 
loon, sentinel of the night, sends his 
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sweet cool rays to scorch me and the 
soft breeze gently blows over my risen 
breasts torturing me incessantly. ( 1 ) 

iorrrfl ? ten#, <£M_cvj, GDGDCTTGuc3wr)0 ,@cycTTiueuGjT 
§ 3 nrflerr ^cj'itfuSIcu CurruSIcTJ' Q 2 ?^jd?(ipii> 

±h ITLpJT-)g^lCiDbjjT 5>fiG6337C3TJ 

gjj(CT><£l£)fry; 2_Gu^(Lpuh g^uSIdTirjgjj; 
6J>6rfliijQjCTr 

^S0ii) GumiSlrbrpj; ^16T>5 *(Q^ld iDcnn jjbgjGfr; 
Cl<3lijClJg 1 J JU «^r51GujGc37 ! 

Desiring the Tulasi garland on his 
broad auspicious chest, — he is the 
younger brother of the ocean’s-conch- 
hued-Balarama, —my heart went to 
him and never returned. I have no 
company. The town sleeps, the world 
too sleeps, alas! The Sun has lost himself 
in the sky; his chariot is missing. 
The Quarters have disappeared. Alas, 

I know not what to do! ( 2 ) 

c^ujtfjr lorrujGin , iQ£0£u cy<5>uSlcu 

6bC3'>CTtyj,(6Tf,lb JgffDfT) f£)cuGUfT; 

GuuSlcrr suuSIit 2_crniq(^LD tSlcrrcycTT £>ii) 
Glucrar a_.uS1iTft0 

&Huj urn lo^la, s,£\n gjancjyr ^‘gOcdgu; 
^ipcncu Gcu<$€jTrD5> fTC u; 

C=H,UJCT7 GciniS1g)j<^0 ^ijMGSTTpgd 2_CTT<rrT(y>Lb; 
c^HtTjG<fJCU cTcjiunn ^gdcuGuj ! 

Other than Krishna’s cruelty, nothing 
stays on my hands, not my bangles. 
Can the fellow who drank the ogress’ 
bfe have any compassion for us dames 
lives? The rays of the full Moon scorch 
j^ e - Alas, with none to help, my twin 
breasts are sizzling. My heart breaks 
f°r the cowherd’s flute. No one to say, 
p ear not”, alas! (3) 

O^rrcfr 2- <b#U • 

CVoit b ^lipsu, 

ifit^TGJTIT Gl.^CU 

UIcjjgott & Ihi&j li.) GJJlTUJ wPblJ^>5> 

ty ld (T> go i ii> 


<g>ujfhi0 Qcuqtjt £\ej)gg, $gvgt>gv 

ussf) CTgjjli) 

5>ipcu (ip*fbgii, <§}gjt (tpcycoCiDCo 

ld«t05>ld efi) gu njj .£) cu, ctott 

^jGSIgiDUJ 

CT63T<5>0 CTG3TLJ O U IT) CV> ffGID. 

The prince who placed his white conch 
to his lips and sounded it in the war 
against great elephant-riding warriors, 
making their wounded heads reel, does 
not come, alas! If only the white froth 
of the ocean picking the hot vapours 
and blowing over my breasts stops 
doing so, I may live. ( 4 ) 

G7|L§ LDfT ID(TlX) gjj6T16TTui_, dDtoiPCtJ GUGTlGn^gjj 

^Gufbjgy 5><stnuj id co i^j 06^5, §> 

^ipuincji £>ins>0 ^06Tf1uj ^i^Qcnnglib 
U5>GU ffTCUCyCO 5>L^l<fCl63Tfn^)nCVJ ; 

Cg,m|jl! jT^rri) Ctaiugjith ? gjcycTOT 

^cOcyco: 

«^»L_n u® 

^cfilcDUl ^06U5iJ £J>IT 
&&£) ciifbgjj ^«r>u^1c3Trr)G5) ! 

The discus wielder pierced seven trees 
and razed Lanka; this is the grace that 
he has showered on us. Sister! The day 
draws to a close, alas, what can we do? 
We have no help. The Sun is sinking 
into the sea, a deadly eventide comes 
to kill our flickering souls, alas! (5) 

^ipf^lULD (DGUbihJJ dJjjlCtnfJ (ip^\ <9»UJlh $LJUI_, 

(^py)fbj0 ^ipcu cTffl ^ibiSUirr 
uijfflCla>iTufT Qsutb ^)«r»cvj cvicyGnc^^,^, 

cyuD^a>£oTitb 

CXJ G3TJ STS3T fol <5 LU Vo ASST ; 

<Tiff)u-|ii)QcDtb gjuSleairrjgji; u_»rnyfildm<sar» 

,l^lCyCiraT Gl IT) ^ t-jl nil <5> bTJT cK( u51 <Aj n; 

ftlflu' <T>(Tl£rcy<9» aifrtLpU.SIu'iT Qu(Huj63T 
5»LplL|lD ^4,<p} ^f^GuiGaT ' 

The white frothing ocean is on fire, 
the prince who shot fire arrows from 


.JTT; 1|( ^) sv, 
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his beautiful bow has not come, alas! 
What shall I do? The bright Sun has 
gone to sleep. My beautiful large eyes 
do not go to sleep. I know not how to 
pass the longer-than-an-era night.(6) 

<5>cor*j<5, LDrr<5>6,t_G0 , 

gJCUf^JGn&tUlT 

C^ficrngjj ojcnrj 

L06v»r^j<5>, Qcuiij <s?gib gjaibcb crib 

<^iq.<5>lCTTjii) 6UfrgrT63TrrsO; 

QSlid) a^Iit gcrr tfl$ ^gjOssinQii) 

sfilemi_ LDsmf] ; ^ujctt 

cfilcuf^acb CdJuSlffJTgJ |p)GD£Ju_|Lb «^4,LU, 
Gfilc^CtTSlJgj) <g^3gjT fr)l r^lGujGGiJT | 

My lord who churned the mighty 
ocean, bound it and rained fire arrows 
on the mighty Rakshasa king’s 
writhing chest, does not come, alas! 
The cool rays of the tender Moon, the 
sound of black bull bells, the strains 
of the cowherd’s flute, they have all 
joined hands to kill me. I know not 
what will happen next! (7) 

€^GUlu<S>li> (JfiGntr) Qal 

LD GD fT) £f) 6y | LD , 

(ipGijflQjGpjLb (Lpcaflcij GTUJdJ)), 
lD(l^GSl63TrT60 LDG3T6STI7 <2^(1 2L_uSllT GUGUsfiluj 
OTinrPjSjgyd) GurTrjfTcrrrrcu ; 

^jOfffT LJCjfl6^0fbJ^UJ 

C l_J 6D l_ 6lT> UJ 

iflcnrr) Garr^Slg) 

2)(l§GLjlb n~£TT ^'(r^CTT £dfk9UDl£lc3r 
Cl*n^l cfilffneuT ^ffpCuiGciJT ! 

When the whole world was bereft of 
Dharma and the ascetic father was angry, 
my prince destroyed mighty kings 
with his battleaxe; he does not come now, 
alas! In the darkness of the night, the 
female swan shelters itself from the 
dropping dew by snuggling under the 
male swan’s wings. Nothing can be 
more cruel than this solitude of mine. (8) 


AGJTibQtfiij LDfT lo^ctt ftOTn^g£2>6ijGWrT0ii> 
AGSTcSlssflcu ^€ij65T gjJTjg) 
lAGmhCUajLj ^sjiud) cufbgjj a_cn L_|,g>, Qgugtti£I , crcar 
CMGnCff Cl£><3> ^(fTjfbG5>CD63T, 

^ls3Tli)0<fUJ IDIT6U g61c3>l.< 5 ^lj£j 10653^ G£631<9 6TG3T 

^rfl 0 qgO umsfilGajffjT 
^0«^)c3T<T)Gg,! 

The heart’s delight that the lord of 
strong-high-walled Tirukkannapuram 
gave me in my dream haunts me; making 
my bangles slip. The sound of the 
angry big bull’s neck-bell scatters mv 
thoughts. The lazy Anril bird’s harsh 
coo kills my sinful seifs soul, O, alas! (9) 

Gunn Q5>rrcrT Cl logst (^psncu idi_2?C5D5)UJ<t 

fh t_CO 

6UGiraT6iI3T€3)63T2j tff>ITGTT fT,UJfP)^jJ, 

^rrffuj^^neO, ^curr i_|GuidiS)uj i_|CuU)u«r>6u 

^r^fbgjj, (ip63T SL-CDrjQ^ibig, 

^fT»T O&rTGTT €3TlJlb QuITj^IgCj lOnb G3h<5tUJ ft 
<5j rT€U CU 63T, 

<5>€\Sl<f?jG3Tf5l oSl GUCUCUfTIT 
GJ1T OftrTGTT G31C1J (#)£>£) LOfT fPjftfr g^GTilD- 

ujci)Qfjrr0Lb <56x01enGg. 

This garland of sweet Tamil songs by 
monsoon-covered-groves-Mangai 
King Kalikanri recalls the lament of a 
coiffured dame desirous of the ocean- 
hued lord’s feet. Those who master 
it will enter the beautiful Vaikunta 
and live with the celestials. (10) 

8.6 On Tirukkannapuram (6) 

Tondir \ Kummi Song 
(The mother sets out with the girl and 
her friends on a pilgrimage to 
Tirukkannapuram, singing songs of 
praise, to relieve the tedium 
ofjourney by foot.) 

Ctg.'inrarie.'i! a_tuimi swsuo, acjnGi ct; 

gjjffnr£i0,fl e£HrjS><3>lT£jGTTrhJS> (ip^* 
^>I635 st G<5,nGn rQifijgs ^lgncu gijgdsttoj , 
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6uanjr(^ ^it <g«sv id cu it id filers 

6ui4<5>5>£3Tr iDLfijCDg) LDfT Gr^ndi&ib 
<3>6S3Tl_fT63T, 5>CTOT@ OftfTCWTQ 21_<5>lbg> 

a»6T5T«S3?fTq5U) rPjftii) Q^rr^giiCiD. 

Devotees! I know how to rise now; the 
auspicious lord who killed many 

bold 

Rakshasas w'ith his bow and his arrow 
spitting fire in the battlefield 
Has great plans; he with his lotus lady 
Lakshmi and Dame Earth, 
has come to reside with joy and always in 
Kannapuram, O, let us worship!(l) 

Clurr^TjfTj^fT Qdiib SiDd^ju 

QufTS5TTD, <^65TSJ L-|6TT QSIlTITjgjj 
GsjfTCTT lDfTc6l <S>CtDGU H!J6n, 

Gu«Tjb2> ggojfhiGntb 

gjibcffuD 2 _l g5t , 

(TO^Igu gyp iS)cu5>gjju l_|<s> 0 ^crfluu 
^(r^fT^gjiTcn ^lcncu Cl &> rrcrjT l_ rccjrr aeiiT, 

A633T6S3TI.|0d) n?<Tlb ClgjrT^gjjGlD. 

In the war with the Rakshasa clans 
he rode mighty Garuda bird, 
Rolled the heads of mighty Mali 
and a host of other terrible ones, 
Entered ocean-girdled Lanka— 
city of beauty with a terrible bow, 
Killed the mighty Ravana; now is in 
Kannapuram, O, let us worship! (2) 

CUGUoSl t (g«r»u UJfTGTT QufT(2)LL_fTft, 

ld^Ictt r£>fT ^cur^jgyjftujfrirGdFjfTCPGu 

f^CUCUSVJ OtfUJgjJ . C16ULD SLDgjSjjGTT 

^ITJfpGVJ $(&)&>&) <^4jJT)2)CUfr€3T, 

€)JCO ^cfr ^\ljS>Syfr (^CUUlJfTGDGlJ 6lJm_ , 

(tpcsfl GeuctTcfilGff^iuft 

<3»c06{j) < 5 ^sr»euuj»T6v> ArT^eb/TcsT s>&*n. 

<5>6ff3iGrini jgii rr-.n-ii» Oa^fT^gjjCio. 

For the sake of the creeper-like tender- 
waisted Lady Sitamma, 
He did wield a bow and burn the 
city of Lanka with arrow to dust. 


He did stand guard over Sage’s 

Viswamitra sacrifice! 
He destroyed Rakshasi Tataka;— 
Kannapuram, O, let us worship! (3) 

idcOct>cu (ipfe&jn ^nuL 

cuifl Qcuib <s»ncu cucncncfilg)^ 

Cl5>ncuciD c\j c61curbj(g) Lisrafl Q^iliuj, 

QftfT^GujfT€3T ^€Ufb)65T><5> l_J<9>GV> 2_fbg)J, 

Og,rTGucnc\j LDurbJ^CTT i_|3>u Quujg>j 

g^sucnco CUfTCST ^OTTTGU, 

ftcucurrcO ai_gdcu ^cni_g>2>rrc3T sen it, 
<9jCTTIOT3Tqgii) f^fTlb Clg>n^gg,|ClO. 

Parting mighty ocean with arrows 
shot from his bow that spat hell-fire. 
He made the monkey clan build 

bridge on ocean to cross into 
Lanka straight. 

Throwing mighty logs into ocean 
raising a splash of water high, 
Then with stones he made the bridge, 

now 

Kannapuram, O, let us worship! (4) 

^<j>gionitiT 

ejuDii) 2MjP 

a_GO(gj (*,y?Sbg> O£>0ii usssiifl 

C^LD ID^CTT (£*,ip GO fhl <&>&>&> Gt5»ITf3T 

«fTIa^cp ld , ^rj^ipcb, g}i<sro^5>;2ji tip® 7 

AfTiDii) uujjb^jfTgaT a,0^jLb a^rir, 
5)6OTTCT7Ti_jfjib f^rrib Q^n^gjjGin. 

O Heart! The lord who came in the 
yore as a turtle, a man-lion, and a swan, 
is the lord of the Vedic tire sacrifice 
and the four Yugas; he crossed over into 
the ocean-girdled Lanka city and cut 
asunder the heads and arms of 
the mighty Rakshasa king; he is the 
father of Madana, and resident of 
Kannapuram. Come let us worship. (5) 
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‘^©'bS'r.&l u)i_ Cljb^Cs ! 

2>ii sflcncsrastr <jurTrjn; (y)rar, 
Cl S o, ggu&ene, 

Qa |5 $ a_553tajT, iflojjjgj «£0 
'-'©sCsffCT mrorarjb^ 

iSldrsnaiT mraarirsm* ,^£1 
^©i.anch arflg), grAnj, aer ft, 

asiJTOTSTqgii) &m i) Ggrr^Cio. 


Despair not, O Frail Hean, no 
Karmic harm can come over us 
Then in the yore he burnt Lanka city 

r- , with 

tire arrows from his mighty bow. 

He showed his grace upon Bana, 
married the good dame Nappinnai 
He smote the elephant, bare fist, lives ir 
Kannapuram, O, let us worship! (6’ 


®° ntu ^ y,* Clurriiiona.sumu 

dParaiaiararaTiTd, ^LiruqanfD 

U *™ na J 4* 2 >®A© W 

©wcuin, aig.gjiag, *,0* crflis^. 
gawion* 

^■sntnCujrrrijjg, ^ jar* , 

aeneu ions rflcntuujntu mi, 3 , 1 ,* oeA, 
*«rjTG55TL|!,lb 2,mb QarranaCu,. 


1 he d ^votee elephant king Gajenc 
entered the lotus lake unaware. Caue 
by a crocodile he wept and was sav 
by the lord's grace. He gave the kingdc 

”‘.., a " ka 10 younger broth 
Vibhishana. He resides in Kannapura 
Come, let us worship. (; 


Putana, the angry Kesin, the donkey, 
the seven bulls, the rutted elephant, 
and the wrestlers, and kicked a cart to 
smithers, resides in Kannapuram- 
Let us worship him there. (8) 

©mrorrcO usrr.fl u^gjj ^*< 8 , 

Oa&rTu}. ejfi ,(§3 cm l_uj fieri OurT 0 LLL-ritf>, 

ai65i a rtcn cSlemu cjrp ^cjirru 

GirnCcmrm Qtj0u>rTi3r mrr iDaujcar 
GlflOTnrirrraT gjirgj u(g,(j curing, , 
ilrfl *ncu ««LIi> ilsunb ^<fls>S>h 
fi,crrrr5rTcO cSlcrri^iftnii, CTf^lrij^rrcAT Errerr, 
aswrcruTuciLD r^rrcfa Oarnig^iGio. 

The lord of gods, the wonder lord 
who stopped the rains with a mount 
and destroyed seven bulls for the 
slender-waisted Nappinnai, who 
went as a messenger for the kings, 
who smote a cart with his foot, who 
ihtew a calf against a wood-appH 
tree, resides in Kannapuram- 
Let us offer worship. (9) 

*©id" <if»flcu Garni, Qrj,0 COfTl_ &t 

A€WT67tf7L)rj^,^jj CTLD ,^4 u* • 

i>(2)UMr lD.3,«TTIt«u ^^erruMrrfl, 

^aSI su.ir jjjir, 

10 ^nuiUJCu ra-.a,* acCla,«T)fl 


“>"*$yu, idotGio! 

nr^rbSngj @0|6; 'us® ifilAo, 
ansu^A iO0aiu) ®mi, ilanft* 
a liSS>ni> ion, HS>(i^cr,ait|tb 
rorni. sfilonu^u), u> s a fl U)li( 
rxrctjtvA suuStrryio 

itTsurrcu Oft, ,i urriu^airdr sauft, 
rr,«W<WT,,rru> rbnib Garr^Cm. 

9 Frail ^eart! Ho not fall into deep 
despair. The lord who uprooted the 
si rong Marudu trees, killed the ogress 


lDf^6T><9, CeiJffygyGjr 6f>Cu) <riMJV>CL' ,T ^ 
^CJitnCu irm ( Cg)ey>fT)fcVj£i curniysuflOj- 

Iliis garland of poems by generous 
Alinandan Kalikanri, king of fortune' 
favoured Mangai tract, extols the 
lord of cloud-iouching-mansions* 
surrounded Kannapuram. Those who 
master it will live as kings on Earth, 
and be praised by gods. (10) 
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8.7 On Tirukkannapuram (7) 
Viyamudai \ Kedaragotvla ( Adi 

(They arrive at Tirukkannapuram and 
marvel at the idyllic beauty oj the place, 
the swans learn their graceful walk 
from the maidens there!) 

cfilerii- s_C3ii-ff,g. 11)1 

ios>sr 

(g)uj g,i curairi ^asvnb a_«J>i_iu«ii<T 

•bujib 5 ,cni_ ^OTii) 1 @ cin5,Tujai1 ’ 

rF.ssu_ uuSlcu 

«nu ifidlu .®U> @uGid. 

The lord who destroyed seven bulls 
and embraced the mountain-like 
breasts of the cowherd-dame 
Nappinnai resides in Kannapuram 
where swans in lakes learn the art of 
graceful gait from young dames. (1) 

gjcncro u>« 6 ) io©gn S!!D, 

JgftGU GtfUJgjJ 

gjCTDCWl U)C$ (tpcmCVU'CUtf 7 LDtfjruh 

iDcirnifjC'S) ^cncfiluj 

®»C5UTlX>©Sl AOTJTL|aiX> -^iq-ACTT- ch\b ^L-CaLD. 

The lord who uprooted the twin M.irudu 
trees and fought seven bulls for the 
joy of union with corsetted Nappinnai 
resides in Kannapuram which is 
teaming with love-filled devotees 
during auspicious festival days. (2) 

MUjcu s»_nji «»6y>n iDGTHpOl_l»n£lg>«J> $GFitJ 

lOlUGVi 2_fT), SUCT^IJ |<fr>GTM CliT ) iq.UJCiin 

(^UjCL, gjjiTfTfT ifilffT'CTT ^ipa'GU ^J^T- 

cfitciPCl 1 GLIUJCU 

gu^nj ^tesssn i-Tib - g>u> Gtc. 

The lord who lifted a mountain and 
protected the swooning cows against a 
hailstorm resides in Kannapuram 
J nud hills where the harvesters sickle 


brings out rabbits from their burrows 
and fertile fields where Kayal-fish 
dance enchanted. (3) 

'j&cuii 23 .Tia.Cla ai, cm emu suit ^cncit 

CleuCl GSiJTlu 

CungiJ Oamgii -siiofliu L|«rflg,ii - ajeu 

Gfilemg loculi 

C&tt$iu injfri&yus (a)«usfiluj loco/i ioa.cn 
an^euClaiij a>€3mi_igii> -^un.a.ciT - g.ib 

^L-ClD. 

The perfect, pure lord who was abused 
and laughed at for stealing butter 
resides in Kannapuram where the lady 
of the bee-humming lotus resides 
lovingly with him. (4) 

Clg,n®reu_(n>ib <^liog(n,ib (tpesfli&iytjib 

C!g>ny>g,i cup, 
^ieroti_Qu>n0 .sm&cu gji-ib t £iOT)i>g,cijn; 

cSMinn Claiiigji 

cfilcnn_Gun ul , lo^lch Jgcuiicisis. (ipcar, 

«Trfl CTglfli 

a,6OTLCon aiCCTulib -^ii)a,di - o,io ^uCio. 

The lord who waged a war and razed 
the fortressed city of Lanka, and who 
measured the Earth and sky in two 
strides resides in Kannapuram where 
devotees, celestials and bands flock for 
worship and elevation ol spirit. (5) 

^OJGVJ LkTlL UJCUfiST Dl 

lD«T>ip ^ip<*£l6U 

S2_06ffc8TIT LD^tT-jCrfi )uj 

Qdh(T^tf{j)lU 0<9(l£ vucon u JTiGnGl) L't^n 

ffT^C-^UJ A wJRTT i_| 0 li) gjLD 

The lord who wieled an ae and has 
a cloud hue resides permanantlv 
with the lady Sri in Kannapuram, 
where lotus blossoms everywhere 
are thronged by bees that sing in 
beautiful Panns. '(0 
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uifl^Qujngl lD ^) ) uaf) su(J5ff) ,£lOTia, 

i£lcuii, 

srrf) flQujir© cron gar gjiucuc' rani, 
CtacjcfilefTiT 

O'0.£ICliim0 unarm) ypcmu) Qoirguti) 

iq, iu 6W IT 

&0$UJ aanujixi -^igaeir - s,ii g}i_Cu>. 

The lord who is the maker and 
monitor of the Sun, the Moon, the 
mountains, the Quarters, the Earth 
and fire, resides in Kannapuram 
where devotees throng to chant and 
recite the Vedas and Upanishads 
properly. ( 7 ) 

uu t <Stiq .jgcmrajT ucuii Gl^iryi, 

ID SUIT GnCD( 0 ) 

Claaicv L|GU0 tf,i_ Qjong ^acuu, 

2 _€JDl_UJQJlT 

cspiq. L|6U0 0^0 emucu ura>i_ Qacu ^i* idcuit 
0.1a M&10 ffiCOTqgU) ^L_GlD. 

The lord who measured the Earth 
with his feet and who bears the lotus- 
dame Lakshmi on his mountain-like 
chest resides in Kannapuram where 
P oughed fertile fields made ready 
or transplantation carry the fragrance 
of lotus blossoms. ( 8 ) 

L|CUlOg)| LDCufttfloDa IDCUIT lDa>crT, l_|OTTlfllU 
jScuiOactt CTOT gJCJT, IDacrfllTAcn ^ICuQg^lb 
Oicuiogu uran_ujcni_ uscsnfl euemmi - i£l$ 

0 CT>«Uft 

acuiogu acinnqgii, -^iao,cn - g,^ gi, Cid. 

The lord of gem - hue who wields a 
discus in Prayoga-mudra and stands 
with the lotus-dame Lakshmi and 
Earth Dame standing by him on 
either side, resides in Kannapuram 
where boats carrying riches crowd 
the shore at all times. ( 9 } 


idsiS) L0ip abcuaiLjrjib UJ 

CUcSl ID^IgtT ^Jiucu OJUJGU 

IDIbiarriMUlT 

acSltuOT o,i% Ijsna 

Jgj an ffuSt Cl cur (T0 
cjciSl OstTgjjio ^ 19 . 0 ,ojit a_n)) gjujnr ^cuCrj- 

These Tamil songs by Kaliyan, king of 

stone-walls-and-fertile-fields- 

surrounded Mangai tract, extol the 
celebrated lord of Kannapuram- 
Devotees who can sing it tunefully 

will have no karmic sin. (10) 

8.8 On Tirukkannapuram (8) 

Vanor \ Kalyani \ Adi 

(The girl is blest with a vision of the 
lord in bis ten Avataras) 

cimCramii .^cttchid y>ij,i£n 

QJGTTnjE)^, dhtTCVILD CUGiSl 

iBcir ^,iuai 2 ,gj cfilui^gd a_iuuja 

O&liraaTL gjCirilT 0,tTlDGintJ0> thGSSTGiffldP i 
^.cim s^cfilsO 

^cvemon ^li LOU sfilcouu 
OirrciT ^IT Luocflsj, a,cimcOT M gg,^ - 

cMutCuj63t a,GcijT 0 O&ncrarGi-GcaT- 

In the days of yore when the ocean rose 
sky-high and flooded the land, the lord 
came as a huge fish and gave deliverance 
to the world. He is the cool lotus-eyed 
invincible cowherd-lad Krishna. I know 
he is in Kannapuram, surrounded by 

fertile fields and thick forests. ( 1 ) 

IDCUn *0 cfilsuliig, G)|>,0 dcuCTTCTTlil 

<5|iVi0 gui cucitiii JE>u®i 

@cunu 0 Csu^l ^iypg,io 

CTlugiiib ^lOTGH gui ^CD-ILII ,§!,". 
rficuibiaci, £lifl Uj ,j, ft , ^ BjI ^ 

d^L-gya, g£1 £)0 > 0>f&>& T 

a >Gutbia,c\i (Lpigigrra, a,cj 5 T«OT,.,gg,g,| - 

.^•iq-Gmrar 5,c5aT0 ClAucifotCi-Ccr 1 - 
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The ocean turned, the sea creatures 
jumped, when the lord planted the 
Mandara mount and churned for 
ambrosia; to hold the mount from 
sinking or rolling, he came as a wonder- 
turtle and bore it on his back. I know 
he is in Kannapuram, situated by the 
lashing ocean. (2) 

uari ^it <^ 6 TT 6 L|ib 

ufjfb 2 > ■Siffcvui) , sucncTT iD(ff)Ui9cu 
€jri cjcsnb ^,uj 

grQ&tO, ^ibiDiTenoT 

^gcu ^cng 5>0$> 

000 ufTUJ » 

ftniT ^|T LjrDcfilfT) 5>G37T633TLJ»Jg>gl) 

^ tq C LLJ 63T ft<^0O5>rTGrJTGt_Ufi3T. 

Once when the waters rose and 
submerged the Earth, the lord came as 
a wonder boar with curved tusk teeth, 
and with the strength to lift the Earth. 
I know he is in Kannapuram, with 
rainfed lakes where sharp-beaked 
water birds pounce upon Aral fish, 
which disperse helter-skelter. (3) 

cmcurTjg, ion-«3fli_(ipii) 

O t GJTITuJg, Gg>fT63Tn} * 

C&GDCTtlT)5, ^fTjjTJlb 6 & 6 OTT QffUgjJ LDlJ 

G61J0)GfDrT6jT ^45,5Uli) Gcillb 5lDg>gjjU 
CU€7>6TTfb5i J2--^!JfTCJ>63TU 
Qu 0 ff> 5,6731 GajTjQf&fb 0 «HW 2 >l*l£>gxl 
5>6 TTlD G^UJ d)> 61331 60 i)I(J5,g}J 

cZ»| tq G IU67I 5>673T(^G5>fT673lGL Cc3T. 

The lord then appeared as a terrible 
tnan-and-lion-in-one, whose wrath 
ev en the gods feared. He took the 
cruel Hiranya and tore into his 
chest with sharp curved nails. I know 
he is in Kannapuram, surrounded 
hy fertile paddy fields. (4) 


0<3,rT|l() f^ll GmqdilOTT (5)fT)GTT S^_06IJ ^LU 
currjg^j C^rrcsTf^, iDfTcuoSlufTcO 

ib>n 6 <r> 6 UUJlb (ip67T Q5)frC73Tl_ 

QpCUfT 2_0 gS 163T ID ID rT6D 63T 

g ^ i^it gmu 6 yiCT» Quncrt ^emenuu, 

6£0 uncu (y>«067>CU (jp6!T)5>GujfT(^lb 
ID6O0LD 5>673TCraTL4g5,g)) - 
<^|iq.GuJ63T 5>«aooi (Ti) G 5» IT 633T GI_CcJT. 

Donning the mantle of a venerable 
Vedic student, the eternal lord appeared 
as a manikin and went to Mabali, then 
took the Earth and oceans from him. 

I know he is in Kannapuram, surrounded 
by fertile fields and groves where 
Mullai, Karumugil and Senkalunir 
flowers blossom profusely. (5) 

SUUV ojnii) UCTIU 

CDITjgj) Cg,(T«jlj5i, QpCl6Uty>A<T60 

Ulq ^,<1 5>CnCTT<3>L_L_ 

urtL^l ujncncTT, ^ ib ld frem sjt 

(5jiqiurr 6u673i(^ O 3> rrtao'ai£— g3JI633T, 

C.JMT6VJ £>G\Jlb xeCQl 2L_05>0LD 
,9,iq ^2^17 L|j!)fifi 1 ji) 5>6?JTC33Tl_|(Jj3)g)J - 

lqCuJ63T 5>6J3T^) (ol5>fT65njTGl_G<>31. 

The all-powerful lord appeared 
wielding a sharp battleaxe on Earth 
and killed twentyone ruling kings. 
I know he is in Kannapuram, where 
bumble-bees swarm over blue lotus 
flowers that swell with nectar in 
fragrant water tanks. (6) 

4>T)GU LU lb CT6U6UfTlb £L_l_63T SVI633Trh )&> , 

6U637Tf^J<5>n ID 63T 671 63T f7 IU . GgjrTCTTr^ 
QSUUJUJ )5» 5>iq ^ 6 \JfTxl QTiOf 

0lqClAfTCirai0 6J>L, GfcUlb 4FLD$$| 
Ctatug, QciJibUturriT rr^ibu067>63T5 

g» 6 OTT ^>fT«Tffu 0)6371 f£,n{ryib, 

63T ib 63' #> GcUCOlA 5i633T€33T»_|fJ£jgjJ - 

^ iq G IL> 63T 0> 6o31 G fh rT6371G > G631. 

Our lord appeared as the unbowing 
monarch of all bowing humanity and 
angrily marched over the fortressed 
city of Lanka, putting the Rakshasa 
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clan to flight, in a terrible battle that 
he fought. I know he is in Kannapuram 
of fertile fields, where screwpine 
hedges grow profusly and spread 
fragrance everywhere. (7) 

«J’0uircu GgrTOTiijgi grteirr GgtrOTrfj), 

Qcudjr^ls O^rTtpffurTiT Ccucu C«jJT>giit 

sSIottuITGU Q 06 U 6 U, ClciJli) <SLD£,gjJ<5 
Off fbd) Qeitjptrje, Qotnifieone^est 

{jpsjrtrmb @su ,g)0uu, 

ainjd) iDSDdjGiunii ssotot ruu^gj - 

^(uj-CujcJt aararglClarrsOTiGLCOT. 
Displaying an earring on one shoulder 
and a plough on the other, the lord 
appeared on Earth and victoriously 
sent mighty warrior kings to heaven. 

I know he is in Kannapuram, where 
learned Vedic seers tend to the three 
sacred fires in every home. (8) 

gjcuffls, AGcfisufruj $eu iorhiane* 

gjujIT ^ird,gj, s_ujuj, uirrrsjSjgjen 
^ojrflgjgi ^jjsir ®0iDrm>, 

^ 06 TT d)ir6h dHjjjjJ, ^IDlOrenClT 
a_anfl (y)S2il a~!b£ 

6^0UIT6U 6^0uncu QdfbCldit'J 

&6uifl eB&ri) sxsrararaTuiggjgj - 

^imCuj6iT asraT0QanararGi_Gs3T. 
To relieve the distress of the berry-lipped 
Dame Earth and find elevation of spirit, 
the lord took birth on the dark night of 
Krishnashtami and caused the Bharata 
war that destroyed the tyrant kings. 

I know he is in Kannapuram, where 
waves of the ocean wash pearls on one 
side and the wind fans ripe ears of paddy 
like whisks on the other side. (9) 

i£G«Tri0l (jf^OTsu), C*y>Gu (dfjngGn ^,uj. 

(ipCTTCipjd) ^‘gmodfT ^iu, 
$,nG%T rfyUJ, 6 lG 3 Tgp|U) ^UJ 

fijnCiDfr^gcir .£M,iu, 


c—HjC-JT fT 62TT ffj OTT 6T) 63T (h fh fe&ol CJifT t_j Hfp, 

^|t£Hu6ir, ac-Slujsjt «paS) Qsujg, 

Gg,67T ^,!T ^63T Oarrcu ;2,l61{p lorTCD«U 
Qfiuuu uneinb $guguitGcu. 

This nectar-sweet garland of Tamil 
songs by devotee Kaliyan is on the lord 
of Kannapuram who appeared as a 
fish, a turtle, a boar, a man-lion, a 
manikin, Parasurama, Kodandarama, 
Balarama, Krishna, and who will come 
as Kalki too. Those who master it will 
be rid of evil Karmas. (10) 

8.9 On Tirukkannapuram (9) 

Kaimmana \ Malayamarutam | 
Khanda Chapa 

(The girl merges her being in the lord 
and is relieved of the burden of her sins.) 

an&lb LDfTGfT IDUJnCiDOTT <@L-IT 3>(rf) 

(iptfQcncu, 

«ninii) LorrcjT iDsrsfltmuj O^h-stt 

GTlilLD fTCiDGUT, STlb iSl £ IT S1DG3T , PTSGnGTT, 6TOTT 
LD bjl ST T 

^LDLDfT^nCJT iq.CujQT ^ , JT^ 

s>— ilj^i^jGi jaGsurGsjfT. 

The dark-cloud lord who rescued the 
elephant in distress is a dark precious 
gem, a beautiful emerald. He is my lord, 
my master, and lord of the Universe. 
He resides in my heart as well. Attaining 
him I have found elevation of spirit. (1) 

5>(fTj t/>ITG3T ID ©Dip (ip^lcnCVJLj «9ff)u.lfTg|i jgjSffl 
cShcith -fb&niT 

GU(fT) LonsuTii) 5>d?rT*(£jii) 

a-^sfilcO 

.^(liumonsaT, 

■5s 1-60 <$1 (bg, 

'•alu^iDfisnsn ^t^Cujssi 

- :9ar»u)^,G^Gcw 


364 














the BIG WORK / Periya Tirumoli 


The dark rain cloud, generous as the 
Kalpataru wishing tree, removes 
obstacles that come against his 
devotees. He is a dark gem, he is 
the beautiful Tirumal, he is my lord, 
my ambrosia, the lord who reclines 
in the ocean. Attaining him 1 have 
found elevation of spirit. (2) 

fifilcnu cjip c£HOTTrpj QffU(£)Grer(^l 

sffajibiajcij E_pu 

ucDLujncO ugincii, ufrigGair^l, 

IDCJOu. f§GULD lD6U{a>L0 SUUJ6U 

£b(>o"ol feOtfl l_j O’t_D gjSg?T<T)| 
^I^GuJCTT; C^0CUfT«>0 
SL.rflCujCesJtfT ? 

Then in the yore the lord killed seven 
angry bulls. He gathered a monkey 
army and made a bridge over the ocean 
strait. He is a body of effulgence. He is 
the resident of Kannapuram with 
fertile fields and water tanks filled with 
blue lotus. Having become his devotee, 
will I bow to anyone else? (3) 

CTCgT gni 6TT 

M>i<5>rTe<r)sn; G<?rr GufTC$d£)G3TTQ Gurrcrr 

LDGtDCOSnOJ ; 

&&&r\GT>G5l ; fh Lt*OT3<3>g> <g)l_ f^J 

0GWj)G£tTl£)c73tf 
ftGijfisnuj - 

£?_UJ 5)J GuItG £7tG €3T. 

He is the transcendent one, the body 
°f light who became manifested as the 
Ycdas. He is the lord in my heart. He 
ls the celebrated resplendent golden 
ftountain. He is benevolent. He is the 
sweet fruit who resides on the hill of 
Kadigai. I have attained him and 
found elevation of spirit. (4) 

Cll 4>attuj. cron i aai&Gtb ; sinia 1 

tSl <j3T 63165) I . 

Cl jrruj iiSlinfTuj: 

^cr-iTujinCgirt ? 


Qftnr^j g\p 6tr>uii> Qurtv^Gu 0ij) 

<jQt~flb g?l 2_i5ijb2> 
GDlDjT)g>IT ! 2_63TGDG3T GT637T)|lb U)fT)GLin'6OTlD 
Qu<T)Crr)GGin- 

My Lord! You came and entered my 
heart, now you do not know how to 
leave! Is this not my great fortune? 
O Lord reclining with pleasure in 
Tirukkudandai, surrounded by fertile 
groves! I have the grace of never 
forgetting you! (5) 

CT0«rr G«uii> Jb'IftSgjJ <=Ht4>ib$ 

rj, 0 rai drG p jb (£) 

(JTQTfTU ^HptlQftlTGTTSTi 

SUGUGVJ fTOT^GJI 

GfbtgjCd! &> rglGnOTUjfTgJ ^633fT5uQun^giJU) 

* G33TL-mid 

LD0* ^1,11 LDdcrflGiDeh GIIUJGU cH,6\Sl 

6THI3 5 , CD 63tG UJ . 

I was deep in the relentlessly painful 
hell. He came and said, “Fear not!”, 
then took me into his service. O Heart! 
Never for a moment fail to remember 
the lord of Vayalali, surrounded by 
mansions that touch the clouds. (6) 

Gu<T>fDrTiT Quibgjj G^>i^(b5)rHT; iSle^Tgpib 

fj^dfTrpj ^iq-Guj^j^tg) 
2_fjr)fDfT63T ^lij, GUGTTli&g)!, GTC3T 2_llS1n 

cS^^l f^eirfDfTGinGjr, 

(^p£D£Dn u>n ui$ GfbfTcn <sfil(5l£)5>rTGinG3T, 

GT lb LD rT GiD G3T 

CTffig.'TG'i) u.inG 3 T lf»fT) 0 >C<!?,G 3 T? Oaneu, 

GToji 67<sn«p Qj 5 ,(GT)Gj! 

O Frail Heart! My parents begot me 
and left. Thereafter the lord remained 
with me as my only relative. He 
brought me up and became my very 
soul. He removed the curse of waning 
on the crescent Moon. Now with what 
do I forget him? Tell me. (7) 
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5>ri)jT)rnT ufbi^j <^rpj3>(£)ib 6)n)e61u 

S> l_GcU 

ufbfDfT 6U(b§j ^mCujffTT i9n)ii,C2,6jr; 

&!DfbSb 61g3Tgt>c3i, 

CUIT)n)fT r^(T CUUJCi) (£»,!£ CUUjCtl 

^ LDLDfTCDCTrU 

Qun}CrD63T; Qun)fT)gilCLjib i9n)ffurrcT)LD 

Q un^GfQGcsT. 

I took birth in a vast ocean of nescience, 
with no love for the learned ones. 
Then when I was born again, the lord 
of fertile Vayalali gave me his grace, 
and freed me from rebirth. ( 8 ) 

0 >CTOT &CT3TCS7Tngii> Att^CDA, $>14 S>lD^li) 
g>63T3T ^IT 2,fTLDCD(J (£,10 g>«nCU0S 

CtDcO$Cir>0iqCTT 

cfilcffinCsOTTniT j^ncwTLD^lcnuj; cfilrfl^DciTfr) 
Qcmb a*ucna 

A633T ftSrflftiji)fcil1IT) ^l 

§}(*(&) cr«T|TyOafTCcun ? 

The lord resides in beautiful 
Kannapuram, Kadigai, and the cool 
fragrant lotus-filled Westerly 
Talaichangam Nanmadiyam, extolled 
by celestials as the fresh Moon and the 
rising Sun. Oh! When will I see them 
all together here and enjoy them to 
my heart’s content? (9) 

£10(2) £9 Ccusu CUCUCUOT d>G&0>£OTf5) 

id nil cji <!Jj uj it Cs,irdr 
(Ifi&l 6 VJ QJKr5TS?3TC3T 0,©nn6ff3Tl 

@C 2 > $" §>ein giiflyi @cst §jans U 3 irencua,sn 
Qa,fTOT 3 T 0 ( Clg,rrc3Vr^(T t 
«v®ib £it ancuujib a_iuiu, gjontu uniq 

This is a garland of sweet Tamil songs 
sung with feeling by sharp-spear- 
wielding Mangai-king Kalikanri on 
the lord of Kannapuram, dark as the 
water lily. Devotees! Sing them and 
c ance, let the ocean-girdled Earth 
be filled with joy. ( 10 ) 


8.10 On Tirukkannpuram (9) 
Vandar \ Sourashtram | Rupakam 

(The Alvar communes with the lord face 
to face. The lord appears in his song and 
graces him.) 

cucff3r(jj) y, ion ujcuit asnuev&i ux-rar 
CjbnftdMD 

2_W3Ti_rrC«n! 2__63T«ncj7 

2_(31 

Qg)rTGf5T0 6TC3T Q^aJ^CTTfDfTOJ ? 

CWcOg^j - fTjfTCuCGUSjlb 
*cm_nCcr! AcwTCOTTqfjgjgj a_cr»rr> ^ihiDflCctf’ 

O Lord who enjoys the auspicious 
glances of the lady of the bee- 
humming lotus! O Lord who brought 
forth the Vedas! O Lord who resides 
in Kannapuram! Exulting in you in 
many ways, my heart seeks to serve 
you alone. Pray tell, what do you 
intend for me? ( 1 ) 

Clu(rfj cSlCTaTOTJ^jli), 113 €33 CU UL| U> 

E_CU(») ClliSW 

<?© ftcrijrr rgItjTCTjicTT g>0*^luj QonenO' 

CUCU fTGU , 

«i(5 Cg,tun iBjijjj a_snn stotj)] vein 

uxarg ,,& ( g}«n!DU!ii> 

B,(n ) Cs > an. n^nen- aememLiosiSj s-emp 

^liuouCcji ! 

^ Lord residing in Kannapuram! 
The ocean, the sky, the mountains, the 
seven continents, — all within a trice 
you swallowed and placed within 
yourself. My heart does not the slight^ 1 
dwell upon other gods who app ear 
before me; I seek but you alone! (2) 

aij)giui g>n Cl^isu^ eTOTrr)) 

i«Cj |T 0 

a-ibrSlGcusjija-rfjnjgjui, 

•Oj)®) crcCsurrib Cu%ui,, flrar £1^ *>■'-& 

0 *S>!I)j n-jnetn- g_ CT)fT 3 ^ibin^ 31 
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O Lord of Kannapuram! I have 
nothing to do with those who take to 
other gods. Learning your eight-syllable 
Mantra constantly, of all the meanings 
interpreted, the only one I chose to 
take is service to your devotees. (3) 

Clucrin ^QTrrcTT Cuit Qftnibjer»5>uSl63T 

^ifeoCuneu 

2— Cy5TC33TfT fT,(CTj5r S-AJbgjfTOTlUJ 

ft,ft631 

lOGftT ^GTTfT ! CUfTClT ClffjQlfSf AGRTCrafl USgj 

logo fjficir 

0>OT3TCWTfTGTTIT ! a,Cy3TG33TLffI^i§i 2— 

^lijinnCcaT ! 

O Lord of Dame Earth! O Lord of lotus 
- lady Lakshmi! O Lord of Kannapuram! 
O Lord who delighted in sucking the 
terrible poison on the breasts of the 
hot ogress disguised as a beautiful nurse! 
My heart delights in you! (4) 

ClurbfTjfT^itjiii *rr>fT)(y>u> crcaTrpj tgcnoj 

CuCcctgst r^ncyr; 

u>»D{Dj un)n)j @Gcu«t; ^i^curTCu 

j9c5i ; 

®-2)n)fTcjrT crcar^j 2_ tfTTtfTTgjgji CT>6Ug»g»J, 

^^CTtQ^UJ 5>OT5TU.ffUU 
^»iDfD»TiT G<5 it &,GmanTnQ$)g)) a_«yifD 

^lijinffCcsr! 

^ Lord of Kannapuram where learned 
°nes reside! I have no attachments to 
Parents and relatives. I have no friends 
eit her. I have come to you alone. 
Hence treat me as belonging to you 
and grace me, you must! (5) 

VOj^i t ejr Gaojiq cTGrareafl g^uuirfinflu 

UR *&£)0fg,gl fbiD63T 5 >idit u!D!D rT g)i 

meu - <9>cr>TcaPST< (ij&gx-' ^!D 


O Lord of Kannapuram! Devotees 
praise and contemplate your lotus feet 
always; when Yama’s agents wait to 
take them, they close in, but fear to 
touch and return saluting! Are you not 
the guardian of their spirits? (6) 

GcUCTTGDCTT £|T Q«JCTTCTT£>gi) ^GDCT3TTb5) 

^GDCiraT GlDCU 

glJCTH^IT) l§fT OlDCTTCTTg, £|uS)c3TfD Qu^lDflGcn! 

gucttcitGcu! 2 - 6 ^ a>u)na >0 CTcinrpjii) jbiDcjr g>u>»T 

ftciTcnrrGu ncu - 0>GraTaraTq(J2>gj 2_CDfp 

c^iLiDfiGcn ! 

O Lord, reclining in the foaming 
Ocean of Milk on a serpent bed! 
O Benevolent One! O Lord residing 
in Kannapuram! Like skulking 
thieves, Yama’s agents always go into 
hiding before your devotees! (7) 

torrcrijT OTQJUJti) c ^cnjb.<bgjl^M l i currcrT 

,- 2 ^ C5TT 63T 

fglcmcsTj,^ ; 

CucrartTg, sucucfilcmGffCiuOT ^gi_n 

CT5,2,GT>C3UL)lb 

AfrC63aT63T ffjfTGST - &GBTG33Tl.|!Jg,gtf S-CTffr) 

^libuxrGssr ! 

O Lord of Kannapuram! I was thinking 
of how you came as a manikin and 
measured the Earth, how you tore apart 
the weaponed Hiranya’s ornamented 
chest. Lo! This meritless sinner's 
sins are nowhere to be seen! (8) 

5 , nil u* anmii CTC3TCD6Tr, sl_ arT«9>(^ (iipcar 

G^ncwr^ • 

iDfTll UJ.G63TCTT ^j^^CDCStGuJ G<9>a«T3l(5 

GTG3T GD6\Jcfi1cir>C3T6iDLU 
UHl U^C3Tnu\-i ic3TC33t*iJT CT63T G 

,@( 5 !b^«nLD 

(9>ml iq.G 3 TfTu |tr<j)gti as_cr>(D 

^UJiDnGcvr 1 
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O Lord of Kannapuram! First you 
made me your servant. By that alone 
I was rid of all my Karmas. Then 
through songs you revealed your 
presence in my heart! ( 9 ) 

&SSHTL. Sf[& 5 >G 75 TSraTL)!Jg l g i j 2 _£J )0 

c^ubiiirrcncjT, 

CUit«oti_ ing, Q^rrsfiTLaT acSiucji 

UJdsnGU 

uas5Ti_u>diu ud@ii> ^mujojria.g, 

*** © 12 ) ^^ IPJ LD 

<£)OTtl.i£> Gudi 

AjCatGu). 

This is a garland of sweet Tamil songs 
by dear-devoted Kaliyan on the affluent 
lord of Kannapuram. Devotees who 
sing it with passion will rule over 
heaven, we know it. (iq) 

9.1 On Tirukkannangudi 

Vangama \ Bhairavi \ Adi 

•snn>e, id it (y>g,£rr, turfl Clurflm 

sunsn ^lesraud Gvosfil, 

ffdiftib rSHjlT ^ni snag, aL maid 
5diD iDd Giossfl <rr«T acncusudi 
^rs.a.ib < 513 , gfcj, GodidsS, djdcO Geusi, 
_ <S)0iii 9 ,sntu uiScjtjjj CTifl fyiraidju, 
cnaujda, euenfra^i &,OTs.au, 
t l£S3T£,Cg,fT<T 

f9cjr©fTCs3T. 

Deep in the wide ocean, 
on a white serpent bed 
coil my lord, — he is 
seen reclining. 

Bearing a white conch in 
hand and a beautiful 
lotus on navel of 
dark blue hue. 

Pure-hearted Vedic seers 
worship his standing form 
chanting the Mantras of 
sacred works, — 


Six Angas, Five Prasnas, 

Four Vedas, — and feeding 
three altar fires in 
Tirukkannangudi. (1) 

aojGd (DU arfl ss_iujO Clodion*® 

aidib Cladcda, aeuiiiil a_srr £)epsniP 

gyGufd, Giocu cuiC^i Cgaanfi, cucad ^ip^onw 

gliejjfluuS USdL gJ3d,Gg,dS3T 

0GUffnOT £ot ^yjcdrfl, 0(^ps>lX, 0£>«TJI 
Q*dii iDcud Qdji^si, ffjcaid 
^' c,1 'S 3 'd iDd^cna ^ CIsm uj—flr, M flcn«j> 
$0*.s,Gj3TcndiC0!{;mOT rQgjrdjdGm. 

The rutted elephant, caught in the 
jaws of the lake-crocodile wept 
contemplated the lord in his heart, 
when Lo! The lord appeared in the 
sky, over the lake and sliced the 
crocodile’s jaws with his sharp discus- 
His standing form adorns the temph’ 
of Tirukkannangudi surrounded b) 
jewelled mansions, high walls, fip^ 
paddy fields, and water tanks filled 
with blue lilies, white lilies, red lilies, 
lotuses and Neidal flowers. (-) 

cudong, oi^g, SudcjT(ipib ifJcugSI 1 ® 

meneua^u, <5icncu acec 0«rftuU, 

*%/ Q*iiew0 s^a^i- ^ s_ 0 Sif" 

^ efifl ciCTTct, anfi ^a^Q 

*I«Ud qcjrcncn osuojlon* CliD< n ' a ’ c0 
M§i dSIsrg uicud ^Mon.ssdj,^' 

6Q) GpGk T Clg,CTTn)cij ^CTldCl&ddjJli) 

During the great deluge, the Earth- 
the sky, the mountains, — all becarm 
submerged. The lord then came as - 1 
fish and bore everything on his back- 
merrily taking the ocean on h* 
belly. His standing form adorb 5 
the temple of Tirukkannangu d ‘ 
where the evening breere blo^ s 
gently over fresh Punnai. Jasmi |ic ' 
and Mullai flowers and wafts th e1 ' 
cool fragrance in every direction- ( ^ 
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^'•cU'TTTr^ C^IT SDlGUrbJACU UDfT CtDGjfl, 

ffTuSlj)«T)j (&Qi ftCTU 

*-JC3Tf5l ^^UJ f ^GST T)! LJlTIT ID<5>STT UU.JGDCU 

U'gjJCU'T UfT«3>63T 

^C 0 fT 2 _ 06 U 5 )gjJ 2 -CWUM usO 

5»fTCU^jgjJ t 

S-UJ n QftfTi^ 61JCTT<T LD^llUli) 

^srirn^j ^l«ft(j {b 6 ^ 1 ld 17 *— 5 > 

^(^)ft< 5 >OTTrC 3 TnT^( 2 )iq IXJ 6 ^ GJTfD irCG 3 T. 

Mv lord, the Pandavas’ charioteer, came 
ln the yore as a beautiful boar with fiery 
e >’es and sparkling white tusk teeth, 
victorious, strong, mountain-like and 
huge, to lift the distressed Dame Earth. 
Mis standing form adorns the temple 
°f Tirukkannangudi surrounded by 
sturdy mansions in a variety of endless 
forms rising tall, with terraces that 
touch the Moon. (4) 


iSI, 


^WTCJTCUCTT Ouffluj CdJCnC^uSlcO (gjfDCTT ,^UJ, 
Qpcuiq. §Qgn0ir> Q«,rTor3T0, 

^gUib cjip 2 _GU(£)ii> itit 

^ u ( 2 >!b $«n o ^Lfhf^L ^ifiliTffjC^ncaT 
^WTCJUb, QiflCTT 0,U)6U0>£j LDCUITU 

^oncu LjciiTcu fg’cncvj^ 0cm_ r^LpGu, 
^JbOrbcu Adiffl 

^( 2 )^»*€WT«raTfbJ(£)lA tqCTT f§)«Tff)fTCc 5 T. 

M the great sacrifice of Mabali, my lord 
> as a manikin and accepted a gift of 
three strides of land, then grew and 
to °k the seven worlds in two strides, 
c °vering the eight Quarters. His 
^snding form adorns the temple of 
‘tukkannangudi where the graceful 
311 s tts on a soft cushion of lotus flowers, 

I 8 en tly rippling waters, under the 
a de ot leal parasols, while ripe paddy 
aVes hke whisks in the wind. (5) 

'S&^ennst, gwena (y>i?«V(Ljo>noj 

ttpfe* r al[_inu^u(^lg)0) 


( S<5s«H 

2>sfi) 


s * jn " uian^jcr l & ) efi\g > g 1 i '?«ju> Cftnuii 
^tb&Guesr ,^(3 po.* iDCiSl s*5>6$& 


currtT 5>(ig(£)U> (g>rj6iju> rp,rb ucuctjiD 
0ctfln ^gjib, icirg,€filujib 
CI«(y>cr>iD Glum^tcuacir ^(LgeijiD 2 >ct 

lonu.^) 

^mj' bdji fSj bi* rtil t"jr^ ir^Sfr. 

In the yore the lord came on Earth 
wielding an angry battleaxe and rolled 
the crowned heads of twentyone kings, 
then bathed in the river of their gore. 
His standing form adorns the temple 
of Tirukkannangudi surrounded by 
mansions and fertile orchards bearing 
bunches of bananas, jackfruit, mango, 
Areca and fragrant Kurukatti trees. (6) 

sutiejT ffi_cnmr ^susnrj cuffSlcmiDiuneu rb^SlujiL 
Lur§l ai_gu ^curbicnftUJirir Gs>n£r>csT, 
uircpj Gf^ii eq§itb n ™ ucniiiaraflGuitcuu 

ppIt, Q_ $9 fiStcO O4£D£1T0)G£,fT4>3T 

AfTC3T 2_CUIT ID LlSlClSl C3T AOTliSJASTt rfJIcaTITJJ 

acjjr (yxflcu yprrstb rglcjTgj 
Ga,«r e_sumi cuifl suotjiQ ^csr g^ana (ipijc^jib 

$0S>«,«S3TGS!TISl(2)U|-mCV jfJcBTITJtTCciT. 

The lord wielded his bow and shot 
sunray-like arrows on the ocean- 
surrounded Lanka’s king Ravana, — 
who was heaping miseries over the 
gods, — felling his heavy heads like 
shaking Palm coconuts from a tree. 
His standing form adorns the temple 
of Tirukkannangudi surrounded by 
forests where peacocks in flocks roam 
and dance, dark clouds play drums, and 
nectar-drunk bees sing songs. (7) 

^fjcu if>cnClftmA.CujfTeaT ( j^Gr>cmL|CTT <; ^4 J ff63T^jCy)^ 

Qurfluj ion Gojcafl ^Gjini in S 2 £i 006 u, 
Qu^j) c^Llhl^L l£)l£lmbC<b n *3T 

evicy»a 1 x 963 T ojn iDwafliqii) L 0 fjs>§)< 5 > ^iJicr^ib 
cuuSI(j(ipii> t Qsu^ln e_$it (y>5>gdii> 

$GTHJ QftfTCniTnjbjfcj £>—&&) CUUJcGQg>fTg}jl 0 

(g>cfi1*(£)ib 

^l(rT,ftftOTTC33Tfbj(^iAiM6TT rf^)<?3TrD rrOcu 1 - 
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When the snake-banner-bearing 
Duryodhana dared to lay a trap in his 
assembly to capture Sri Krishna, the 
lord grew ripping into space, 
encompassing the eight Quarters. His 
standing form adorns the temple of 
Tirukkannangudi surrounded by fields 
where mountain gems, precious stones, 
diamonds and pearls spilled by bamboos 
are washed ashore in heaps by the 
gushing waters of the Kaveri river. (8) 

uG3TGjfluj Lingib unrr id<9>l_(£) c^l^Iuju 
urrgg, iDn Clu^ib CurTfflcu 
iDcwsrriT&aT 1 D 14 UJ, ujcwfl G^it 

€zniD 2 >gijeirTfr )0 ion lonujcir 

gjjOT»@j iDiT^cfilu^ib ^rgi_j 6 ff)CJTu Gurnpeyjib 
(£?jpji>g»l CT^ig Q^oraru^j lOcuiTcuniu, 
Q^jGstcjt ^crflsjsn (ipgcjTrpj ^GmauiT^ih 

(fT) ft ft CUiTT tool fTj| Itj. GTT ffl €3T IT) fT Cp QT . 

To rid the Earth of its burden, the 
wonder- lord came as charioteer for 
his brother-in-law Arjuna, and 
orchestrated the great Bharata war 
slaying the insolent kings. His standing 
form adorns the temple of 
Tirukkannangudi surrounded by 
dense groves of Madavi, Surapunnai 
and Senbakam over which bumble bees 
hover and sing Tenaka in song. (9) 

«9j€<nGv>2_cvjn ^cu^cu 

(9>i_c0Ou(n)ib ucoi_QujrT 0 ib Cltfcjirry 
^GincuuSicjTncj {§}QjrhiGr>&> $ G<?n)rr) 

^l(nj5>ft6?iirreiJ3Tfbj0iq.iLjcn r9G3Tn)ncr>63T 
tX)6tnGu(<9)CurT Loni_ id r^ieio uj fi ^OT)Gvjqjs 5T 
lDn«IT Ccucil 0>G$UJG3T ClJfTUJ 6 p>G\Sl^Gn 
2?_CU6i|G<9ncb loncDcu 6 p>aTuGg>n 0 ^citnjjib 
Gucu 6 ucuna>( 2 ) ^cuoncu rbcO^gCeu. 

This is a garland of ten songs by tall- 
mansioned Mangai king Kalikanri on 
the lord of Tirukkannangudi who 
marched over Lanka with an army 
and burnt the city to the dust with 
his bow, for the sake of his corsetted 
Sita. Those who master it will never 
suffer poverty. (10) 


9.2 On Tirunagai 

Ponnivar \ Tilang \ Misra Chapti 
(A girl) 

ClufrOTT ,j§)«ud Gu>«jfl; lDg/J>g,g>$63T 

Oi_miii 0 @OT(g) Gan^l &o,euibg ) i , 31,910 

iflsir; <ajnuSl«u 2,«0 Ccu 2 >u> fggiui 

Goj^ujit; eijncsTcvn .a^cutr; C&ntfii 
CTOT&DscTiLjth Cjbiradil, ctsst ,^cu06u Ct^nih^, 
£J|bgU G&miico&mib Grtjrr&f&yficinrinri; 

^163T6ff>65r eresr C 2 ,rTs, 0 tj) ciear^j 

^Ug,s,all63TC!DC3T - 
&\aCotr, ep^eun <§ii£<£lujsijir! 

Oh, Sister! His face was a golden hue, 
the emerald pendant on his chest 
struck a flash of lightning. Was he some 
Vedic seer, chanter of the Saman? 
Or was he a god on Earth? He ran his 
eyes over me, he saw my slender 
waist, then my risen tender breasts, — 
1 dread that look on my mother’s 
face, — Aho, was he beautiful! (1) 

]§cuii> iDerani Qs,rrgt«, 0 U> 
(*,y> L|®!tcu (*,i£ 0 Ljj,«r)g,a> 

Gae (rG&rrcu tfTGaTrrjj Clg>ifl« 5 ,a>uxTilCi_C 3 T; 

C 1 «(g, &i_n sjrj,,£l, 

uiruafcCluacO ^iqiurTir cucaaTrdias, 

usu uisrafl (jj5®Qa,ir0 0 Con$ 

3j,L.a>ib y, 65 t 5 l 0 5^0 jbncHT0 Gg,nigl,ii> - 
^dG«n 6 ^, 0 ffurr 

Was he one of the young men who laze 
in Kudandai surrounded by waters that 
spread the fragrance of blue water lilies? 
I do not know. Bearing a radiant discus 
and white conch in his hands, wearing 
many radiant jewels of gems and pearls 
set in gold, he stood with four arms, 
worshipped by maidens with tender 
anklet-feet. Aho, was he beautiful! (2) 
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Geuajg^jcr, GsncDCu djlcuniiAcu 0ipibg> 

OlDLUUJ lDC53TfTCTTIT fgjGV CHCUUJU) CTCUCVJfTlb 
5)fruS1eaT (TjfTujiJMT Cg>rri^! 

g ) nLDCD(J < g > ^6OTT<5>6TT ${*)&£> 

C*tu^g0f& 0CTTn)ii) 

Q<56iisfiluj <^<£1 UJCuiTfbg) Csn^l 
«£*,uSlgii> G^nGcrm^ gjcur^)^ y,££pii - 
f&ffC&n, 6^>0cui7 «^tp*QujGun! 

Oh, Sister! Was he our bridegroom, 
the lord of Meyyam surrounded 
by hills with Bamboo thickets, the 
lord who strode the Earth and all? 
Oh, those lotus-like eyes! Oh, those 
thousand mountain-like arms, rising 
tall and glowing with armlets! Aho, 
was he beautiful! (3) 

OJiXiL^Gfil^iri gjitp.'Tiij u>ncy>6\j C&ncfrGiDGVj; 

6SDAUJ67T <3f^(0)lb I 

'biiujmjrjib ^,‘COCVJii) 1|(5)5>§I ij^Tnr)rrnr; 

Gufflgjib ^c^cttujit; 
^''^ubucijcnu) v^<n.»r cij rruSI<ssr GUOTjTGSuTLb j 

C^GlIlT ^QJOgjJ £_0<SfilD QfMTCVjoSlGU, 


arms. I have never seen him before, bless 
him! His frame was the hue of the deep 
ocean. He bore a radiant discus and a 
conch. Aho, was he beautiful! (5) 

GcU{CT>^1gjT Gcutp ID0UU) <gS\{Z)(b 

GcuiVjgjnQ^hrTcvj? cjn^cintpinrriT ifxsngjGngidj, 
g,0<3* aL_GT)L_lUfT6TTnQ^rT60 ? UJfTOTT ^f^GliJCffT; 
5>rri£>cng«3 1 g}0fF>g> ^,£U 

<9>(0<£JCr>63T (ipCTT J>rTCU 6fi1ciD<5^5> 

&> fT(»D€TTllJ (7 ^Qjrr; 0>GT3T|_fTfT 6Ua3TfbJ0li> 

iorr idcdcuGlu u_jib ^uuit 
c^^C^rr.tf^^cuiT ^ip^iucun! 

Was he the elephant’s-tusk-breaker, 
the prince who reigns in the hearts of 
jewelled maidens? Was he the youthful 
bull that stamped on Kamsa’s chest? 
I do not know. Oh, his lotus eyes! 
His frame was a dark mountain that 
instantly commanded obeisances. 
Aho, was he beautiful! (6) 


£mukJOJCTT 0) ^gGcnu^ub ^>uuit 
^SMaGtf’n, Cp)0cu«T ^Lp^Lutam! 

Wearing a bee-humming Tulasi 
garland over his shoulders, bearing a 
conch and discus in his hands, the 
Ousted lord entered our house. 
He looked like a god, exceedingly 
youthful and decent. His lips were the 
hue of red coral. His whole frame 
looked like a heap of corals. Aho, was 
he beautiful! (4) 

L-gyilb G^B^uSIgO d<9>rTCT5Ti 
G<3,rrGi>6uCg ^uuii; ^c^fOtb 
' G^rr^ii) £jaiT rhfTca^0 a_ey>Liun; 

ue^r(7Jl fojcun OjihQnimqib nSlGiumi); 

^^I^UlGfjn ^€vft GUGTFGn TCD CT63^63^CU 
• Orr <5>l G\J Gl lfTG3TTT}| S> GTtn: 6J>0 >u5)gO uWdujuj 

gxargj 05,^1 g>ii ujirffl - 

'SI'sCsr, s^s(tTj«iin .^tpAlujSun! 

^as he the cowherd lord, 
jhe temples of Uraiyur am 
’ e had four mighty mountain-like 


residing in 
1 Madurai? 


L^eraflcSHGfiKp 5>nLnvT>g GiDntl(^ ^cviTgjj^jib 
Gun ^ 0 enn<riTnCl 0 ,rT 6 O ? ujncjr ^f^Gujcjt; 
l iCTifliqii) C1S3T QiTj^^Lb; CTG3T0fl»n©i> 9 GfbmjH 

U6OT0 ^cun -£)i£eT>iDu_|ib (SitfjjTi.f^lGujnib; 

locng ,^(J3 tc3t £>Gf3T^32)jii>; 

c^fib ui^jAu-iib ; Gioeafl ojncnngjgji 

LDfT(Lpi^lG6UlL|lb ^UtJlT- 

Was he the benevolent Sun risen to 
open lotus buds? I do not know. How 
strange! We have never seen or known 
him before. But my heart instantly 
worshipped him. His eyes were like lotus 
buds, his hands too were like lotuses. 
His frame was the hue of the dark rain 
cloud. Aho, was he beautiful! (7) 

in(CT,<5r£_ujn ion iDjJJ) ^^nni_ jf> 633 TL 

lfl«T©S]00G«9nCinCVj iDfiraTfTtfTTIT GlJlijjgjJ b*T£7l 
fh gyn sajni gh<gn-,tb cisSrrry. 

(^ntOGncvju'ftnOi^ncvi '? i$u^<aia>4>iDrn.'.£i tar; 
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SL-OJIT ClurTQT 

U)rr(ip^lcu Currcarrpj s2_cttit; ftncrsfii! 

^ib^Donfrju Ljcrr^ii) ^caTiTjj Gjr$ curbg>mr - 
tSH^C^rr, ^ 06 uit ^Lp^ujcuri! 

The bridegroom of tall Malirumsolai 
hill caressed by the Moon came and 
filled my heart and my eyes, never to 
leave. Or was he the lord of Nirmalai?, 
I cannot remember. He came riding 
a bird with beautiful wings. Come, 
see! He is like a dark cloud on a tall 
golden mountain touching the sky. 
A ho, was he beautiful! (8) 

cTOTT^Psn.ffujib erg) £it& augmc 

tjip a_su(g,ui a_i_Cwr s£t(jgmj£l, 

Ujeran* g-ir ^ci^sneuO uensrfl CUnm^ii, 

mnujnClAfreu? lontuib U)itu.Gi_£ 3 t; 

ClftfTsOTTLeO £>eu tDrrcueuongGujiuti) c^uuit; 
0«,iTr^, ( g > ^suii gjtnosnif, aafei^nj, 
Qjrru^ih; 

atsA'u.gsj ^nogiT uoafluj glcjTnjmi . 
^1-yCsrr, s^ 0 qjit ^ip^lujcurr! 

Was he the cowherd child who 
swallowed the eight Quarters, the 
oceans and the seven worlds in a trice, 
then slept soundly on a fig leaf? I can 
never fathom this wonder. He had a 
hue that matched the dark cloud and 
the tall mountain. His eyes and lips were 
like the fragrant lotus. The celestials 
curtsied low. Aho, was he beautiful! (9) 

Caip£yj ,D lij &Th Lfj 
^j^leruu jiiBift ^H^^tujfTcjnrj, 
ararraflnjcsr ion iBglch u>i&cr>s, Ccuijjg,®!, 
a.nu>0 /ira, apSlaraTifi) (gorjrjrr 
^wrgonaujireu CWcttot OsigjOsncii mnoncu 
SSCTfQiii 6^(15 gxaijjid) oicucomi 
losinsjrsuii sueug, ^ann© SemQu 

omoneuiT ^J,UJ. uxflipc^ cnug^ajCij. 

This garland of Tamil songs set in 
sweet music by strong-walled Mangai’s 
king, the adorable Kalikanri, is praise 


for the beautiful lord Soundararaja of 
Tirunagai temple, the first-lord who 
came as a swan, a boar and a fish in 
yore. Those who master it will rule 
the Earth as kings, then again enjoy 
the world of celestials. (10) 

9.3 On Pullani (1) 

Tamiai \ Hamirkalyani | Adi 

(A girl) 

£&C3TCT)G3T dVbcSl&^lQcugjr,* CU€Us£)c71€3iClU€ 3T! 
OurTCjTcnGjT y,(gj 

LDGoTT J^ipcOcufTlU 

crcaTcncTT cti^Icu Q5»rrea7r(^l 

Qu^iDrrcn 

LjOTcnciT Clurrt^lgu <^ip(2> 

«^uj L_|cGc\jrr«3flCuJ. 

O Heart! Bow that-a-ways and arise. 
O Sinful me! I cannot destroy myself- 
The lord blended with me in the 
cool shade of that fragrant Serundi tree 
whose flowers excel the hue of gold, stole 
my rouge and deserted me. He resides 
in beautiful Pullani surrounded by 
Punnai groves that spill pearly buds.(l) 

@05>5»J CTCTT? Q£fT(lg$|lb $ * 
C!PC2)(5) Q—GFyr 10C\J|T6> 

l^ljpoSlcu, (ip€5T 

67C3T a_cfT6nib auJjfr L ‘ 
& rfl rbf^txffn 

'’" 1| ’"©ftl <jP2>g" «.cr.t;4Ga marafl sa_ Ct-gV 
u|eu«orroaflytti* 

O Heart! Bow that-a-ways and aris^* 
What use sitting here and melting? 
One day in the past, in the shade o* 
the screwpine, teaming with nectar* 
drunken bees, he filled my heart with 
love and left. He resides in PulU 111 
by the sea whose waves wash gen 1 ' 
on the shore. (2) 
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Q^UJ^rrCU U>fT)£>G0>C3T? idcstGia ! 

ct(l^ - 

SjffgjJ IDCU0 5>L.lb QufTL^lffU 2>rTij)CUfT 

QgHTL-IT^^I 6)«T f 

Guot>s> r^crrsncrTu l 9 ^Ciu«t ^ofl cTcjrjpj 

^AC3TfDffC3T 

Cuffgjj fTjfT^Tpiii ALOjl^lb ClufTL^lcO (^t£g>£> 
L}6U6UfTGjaflCuJ. 

O Heart! Bow that-a-ways and arise. 
What can I do to forget him? He 
followed me into the groves by the lake 
bursting with pollen, and said, “Frail 
One! I shall never leave you”, then left 
me. He resides in Pullani surrounded by 
groves of fresh-blossom-fragrance. (3) 

Cl*rcri0 2_C53 T sustjtCl ffiflioira euj^irror. 

0£>niq.Ctun)(£) ^ipCBT j 
£b»^J«»«iT trocar OjldaG* Gumi£l 

OeMu^cuCTT; 

LOHaJGDS, (HGuCUfTlu! CT(^ - CurtlLI 

^CU63T LD£7Tg3j j) S>en fr. 
£lurrni,(£j ^pri^fT ACF>rj£»Gd> i£>sraft 2_fHgj 
H flu flu rrfinjflG tu . 

O Heart! The nectar-drinking bees 
"'"ere witness to his visit. Sinful me! 
Our lord has not kept the promise he 
made then. He went away to live in 
his temple at Pullani by the sea where 
the surging waves wash out gems. Bow 
that-a-ways and arise. (4) 

s_6i!ijTff)cu 2_6ncnti> dfr^iDncO; cfilcDcnGujcar; 

O^jfT^gjjd) ct^ * 

Sucjurrfl Jbnipcu jb^ibGi jngjj fhcb ^ipcu 

(qIljoj^i iS)cyr, 

S'^rarfftcu frcrr^jib atct ^i3Tu| 

g>£,g,fT63T cb 

• -Ic^mfl Ljeraflcuii) lOfljrafl 22. 

L| CU CUT Graft Cuj . 

O Heart! My heart sizzles when I think 
O it. Alas. I am a sinner! He plucked a 
Ur *ch of red fragrant Nalal flowers 
and decked our coiffure with it, saving. 


“I will die if we are separated”, then 
gave me his love. He now resides 
in Pullani by the sea where the waves 
wash out pearls from oyster shells. Bow 
that-a-ways and arise. (5) 

crcir,£l tQenlST^gj <g)isi(2) @02)gil 

error ? Q^ir^g^ui erjyj - 
eucrrcncu iflrriijcjr, iDGrofteurosrrosrror, cnbiorTror 
ur^ojii 

a>eir ^efil^io loeuira atrefilujio gjt ioi_cu 
ena,roi2,ujib 

qerr(6ir,ib ^eirerrcu u^>«r(Sift(cn,io (*,rp(|>5, 

L| eO co rrrorfIC lu. 

O Heart! What use sitting here 
thinking about him and melting? Our 
benevolent gem-hued wonder-lord 
prefers to stay in Pullani surrounded 
bv fertile groves filled with nectar- 
dripping lotuses, white pollen-dusted 
screwpines and water-birds in flocks. 
Bow that-a-ways and arise. (6) 

Ljfjefl, Og>(g>Go! Qg,rnjgg||j) er(y> -Gumij 
^euejr uireoio 

@!ieL|LD giirigjio Jgjcfl *ew> gju5)eoirg^ 

error uujror ? 

sfilgeffl (ipg>g,ib Qg,0 Ocurosr loroureo Giocii 

olOtirbvSlT^,^ OffllGTOT ^JlciOrr 
mjefil errorroru uo,ib QsiLgj GU(r>gii s_ir,g;i 
neocufrro^flGai. 

O Heart! What use now, night and 
day losing sleep over the deserter? 
He resides in Pullani by the sea where 
white waves come rushing like 
gallopping horses, laying white precious 
stones and pearls at his feet, praise him! 
Bow that-a-ways and arise. (7) 

cS^cuHpii) ucm 04ib a_OTi_ ujrriT 

jhiDa>(&, ^cjiurr 

<9CULD ffjOiGH Cp>C3TfT)| ^CUfT; r^rtlb 

Clgjn^pgjjib - 

s? cuc^ fi>rrcu tTjrn Aifi) 2)OTn <aouu> 

Quni£)gifr@ 

LJflUfllJ 3,l763TflU Afllfl GUGTOT(^ ^CVTlD LJfT^I 

H CO CU fT«raftG U.I. 
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O Heart! The lord who wields the 
plough and discus came as a friend and 
left as a deceiver; he has no compassion. 
He resides in Pullani by the sea, land 
of separated lovers, — amid cool 
enchanting rivulets in the tall groves 
where happy bees swarm and sing. 
Bow that-a-ways and arise. (8) 

jbnuiih, (gciflagil, acres'!ieu 

€£>€rfl mrr tDConu 

un^ib fbfT^ib uoraflGcymb. rbio 0 >G<£fe 

g)fTIJIT65T CTGuflgyib S>(IT)Ub; 63Tr$U_4LD 

^CTTUIT «^,uju 

CufTgjiiij iDnCg,! ^6U€3T ipcrrgni 

H gucu neraflG uj . 

O Heart! Let us take a holy dip, recite 
the lord’s names, and bow our heads to 
his radiant lotus feet every day, — even 
if he gives us nothing by it, — because 
it is good for us. Besides, the practice 
makes devotees of us. He resides in 
Pullani. Bow that-a-ways and arise.(9) 

^y«uisi(2) ypigjii, usuctio, Gfl,n|i£(j,gdU) 
CTl^Uu gjfTiDCSniJU 
i_|G\jni]0,GTT <iprbff)]ti> Gum^cu 

qeuc^fTcaraflGajffu, 

ACUfhJ&CD ^'COCOrru t |<9,iprTC3T 0>CtS)u<G3T 

&S) tD fT6J)C\J 

suajnijQ0,rT6TT Q^rrcwn. nS,(0) Stfufh) * 

u«»0 Gn6»i(5j2>5)GiD. 

This is a garland of pure Tamil songs on 
the lord of beautiful Pullani surrounded 
by heaps of bright pearls and corals, 
colourful lotus tanks and fragrant 
groves, by Kaliyan of blemishless fame. 
Devotees who master it -will find a place 
in Vaikunta of unmixed joy. (10) 


9.4 On Pullani (2) 

Kavar \ Bagesri | Adi 
(A girl) 

BtHS*," UM_euOurasrra>rajT ^iraT^lsu 

<£(i9(g)!rgUii> 

<n«urtu$lg>a0 g)ujraj(a,ib CT.°.^lrar 

Qa^UgriGsurt! 

L4, <SH,^ ID tool lb dhlD^LD LJ 6U C\J rTGJljfl 

<3>Q2, fT^G 8)G3T • 
ufTQjrruj! fbiD5i0 fir ufT€3Tcno>Guj 

O Pretty doll! I joined my hands in 
worship of the lord of Pullani amid 
fragrant groves. Now this has become 
a habit with us! The shrill mating 
calls of the Anrils, — birds of the 
seaside sitting over inflorescent Palm 
trees, — are more painful than lances 
piercing into wounds, alas! ( 1 ) 

(jpC3T65nb 0fT)6TT c^U-l, LDOTTr 

GArrctfjT^ ^GTTjbg) 

IDG3TGJTC3T fffflcn^^Gft LOfTCD <S^£lu OurTC3T 
uujjbCgjOTT; 

QufT63T63Tib ehnG&Qj i_jcn ^Gsrr^jdhfTGrr; 

qeocuncj^, 

^dnonii) uturbg 1 rTfT)0 

Qaum£iGe5T. 

O Birds of the brackish waters! 
Infatuated by the bachelor king 
who came in the yore and measured 
the Earth in three strides, I lost my 
rouge to him. Go tell this to the lord 
in Pullani who appeared as a swan and 
delivered the Vedas. (2) 

ojcijdjlg) gjiipniu ^2 >cttCid<sd, Gatarrjr) gjcafl 

Q g> a> 

0)^1 GVJ r?>j Gfl 

i idj«u0> fyentj a_6u<^ i_jCu«U(TGnjfl 

QD0»G fl) ft (LgGj?) 631 \ 

Og>UJ6U5 ^©DOjiurTn)^ CT63T Qr^tuL) 
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I joined my hands to worship the lord 
of Pullani where waves heap pearls 
on the shore. Holding on to his Tulasi 
garland, my heart trailed after him, 
leaving me alone, and has remained 
there with him, ignoring my 
plight. Go tell my heart-ache to 
Deivachilaiyan, the wielder of the 
beautiful bow. ( 3 ) 

uifluj girjsrafliuaigi ^s,ii 

cSl'fl a _0 ^KraTunan ^( 0 sit asssutr 

2>ioa>0 ! 

QuiT0 ^Icngash Gunj,^j a_eu«n i_|suojTOrafl 

enaOg,rnijG2,C3t; 

^rfl LDsuiia, astir i§it ggjjUJu ^ub 

J0GU6VJfTG6U. 

I joined my hands to worship the lord 
•n Pullani where waves come beating 
against the shore. This is how he graces 
us, — he who came as a man-lion and 
tore into the chest of Hiranya with his 
beautiful nails. My beautiful flower¬ 
like eyes do not stop raining tears, my 
dress does not stay on my person.(4) 

dilcuCUrTGij, LD« 0 ffcJ 3>3 3 (Jl b g 3 JCT(b 5 > 

^cucuncncar lSIgtt CufTtfn Qrpj^ini) 

c^cncLjLb 

CT cOcun^ib CTG3T g>63T63">GTT CT<fflcyi LD 

Gu^liq CTJi tb 

MCOcofTGirafl CTlb Clu0LDnG3T QufTUJ Cai10 

^(^jbCj&Ccn. 

My heart went after the lord of 
Pullani, the deft archer who shot 
arrows and burnt Lanka city to dust. 
While all my folk heap blame and 
slander over me, I wait for my heart’s 
re turn, reposing my faith in the false 
w ords of my lord. (5) 

^ifsjrgi @cui^i 0 Ocuib a^lCrrnsjr Cg,Crrn(iJii) 
Gurnij • 

^ipsiitQi Gla,rrmg^ -fM_ rfl gvj 

«^i0u>fT€v»; 


2jl_ld GafTcncu nGucuncrofl 
CDftQOjrTjl^G^SJT | 
CTC3T £>63T CTJ^CU l£lfD(lpU) 

& nil lo ■ 

The bright circum-ambulating radiant 
Sun has alighted from his chariot and 
disappeared. The beautiful Moon sends 
cruel rays that burn my soul. Alas, I 
joined my hands in worship of the lord 
of Pullani surrounded by beautiful lakes 
and groves. My bangles and my rouge 
are lost to me forever. (6) 

i&CnGJT^n 0 fJ 6 \S)C 3 T AfTIT IDSfijfluSiCTT 

c^t-CO 

<&)cng3TCuj child r^cOcurTgjj; ^uS)eo 

Qi9>rTi^g,rrGcun ! 

Ljoncn iDcrafl iditl_u ncocunca^ft 

ch &> Q Oj n G &> ott : 

chcjtGlucitGldcu Cgu ch£\ju_j ib Qcutb 

5)ipGcu G&SrClD. 

1 he ringing chime from the wagging 
tongue of the black bull’s neckbell 
never ceases, burning my soul hotter 
than fire; I joined my hands in worship 
of the lord in Pullani with jewelled 
mansions. Alas! Even the waves of the 
sea spit fire on my sinful self. (7) 

gtiTlbq a_CJHi_45, GTifh G^JLpiD Q 6 U 0 CU, 
i!>0uq 

UfTLDul«JT ^CHCTTTUJfTOTT cun 

fbu3i»0 ! 

y,© £1302,^1 Clureir 4<SM:uma rf| 

“’’■SfcGI&rnyjGibsjT; 

GftU)usu g)cmb iSIswomii Clfijr g.OTS.0 
I?" ‘“Icuib a^Ccu. 

The serpent-reclining lord plucked 
the tusk of the rutted elephant. See 
how he gave us his grace! I joined my 
hands to worship Pullani where 
Serundi trees spill golden flowers. Alas, 
even the tender crescent Moon has 
become a spewer of fire for us. (8) 
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Ccug)(y>lb f Gcu6TT6fi)llJl£) cfilC&T ^55)l lD 

^HjCnncrr 5>iDa>(£j! 

Gungj ^6U0ih i_|C3Ttfin63T qGucufTGrafl 

S5)ftQ^(T^C(2)5jTj 

c£>&(jpib f£>fr@jii) Q-2)riie>(Tgi @0jbCg>G®T- 

The lord who is the Vedas, the Vedic 
sacrifices, and the heavenly fruit of 
sacrifice, is the first-cause lord, the twin 
orbs and all else. See how he gave us 
his grace! I joined my hands to worship 
Pullani amid blossoming Punnai trees. 

I and the tossing sea have become 
sleepless. (9) 

Oun-«sr^5U(2,ub qraranrar qsucurrasfl 

^liuofTcnciT 

i£)cst Jgcmi_ujfTrT Ccmlcna, Gr^ntij oclij 

gsiaso'ffl', 

£lam C&treii ffioSt ujot 

^oSlojcusunff 

uxsjrrarajir iDofst sundr (E,n0ii> 

(ipratgjjmjCij. 

This is a garland of songs on the 
love- sickness of a lightning-thin- 
waisted dame for the lord of Pullani 
surrounded by gold-blossom Punnai 
groves, by strong-armed Kaliyan. 
Those who master it will rule the 
Earth, then heaven as well. (10) 

9.5 On Tirukkurungudi (1) 

Davala | Revati | Adi 

(A girl) 

jbsucTt gjcrnb iSlon© gjcir^ib 

Locon^j Ojg>cSrrr)Gcuff(^l ^ssrrfjlcO 
I ^CSTJ^I f 

g^Guen, ctctt Clrb05«.ii) Gang pf^cd; 

(£,<£ ucjfl fF>fTCn j3)juS)cvjfT^0uGuC5T; 
£?lGu{gttfdj g>»r Quc«TCla>nit) CTGihfQj ^£>gnii5,rm; 
6TC5T fTjCUlh gfbgjlLD (jp6*T QAfTQnjT^ CuHSST 

(&)GU6ir>cii tocun j£)jt) ©icottctotit idctt^i 
0rpjnii0iAAGA cidrancvt e-tug^Qifidrr. 


The spotless crescent Moon, the wave- 
ridden ocean, the blossom-fragrant 
breeze, and the shrill cry of Anril birds, 
— all have joined hands to break and 
wrench my heart. Through mist-filled 
days, I lie sleepless. Long ago the lotus- 
hued lord stole my senses and my 
well being. Alas! He does not pity me 
considering, “After all, she is frail 
maiden.’ Carry me now to his abode 
in Kurungudi. (1) 

S"g>l &g£I)P iccuoSlcna. ncuc 5 ) eu<b£>, 
g,6J3T lO^luStdx, @«rr suneriu, 

Bsrene, e-tpr# 2—CTJTC33T, 

§>rr ^rjGLjii) c_rT)f»iG«,6sr; c_rr)nii0ii) 
GuCDg>ajiT Gucn^cpojujrTcu ^0(Eg)i 
Cu^Oyiti) Cu<3»$>J OuiLlCUCDCTTujfTIT 
GftfTCJDg) JbjTJI ID CM IT tDf»ij«n«5> IDrTITCUCST 

0fT}jr^J0U*0iC<9, CT63TCff>C5T (T^l£)c3T. 

The cold and damp moonlight breeze, 
laden with the fragrance of pollen-filled 
Jasmine blows everywhere, desiccating 
my soul, leaving me not a single night’s 
sleep. Let the insensitive bangled 
sleepers sit here and speak what 
inanities they wish to. The lord keeps 
the fragrant coiffured lotus-dame 
Lakshmi on his chest. Carry me now 
to his abode in Kurungudi. (2) 

Amsnsutuii) ioncnsu giftgjofinQl, a,fii(g,cu 

|()I uSt to j§C98T0 a_CUITGl|ti> 
CuirtOsugi eg" paramo majtgg,! Qpigi i>; 

ClurTiiigj^^Gcojpa^ajihojitcju. QsneucSIfti; 
IDITCUCUCST lfl(T IDfiTsfl CUIDflUJlO 
io<b®)ii) B—Gtt; 'Shgtig u 

Ga,noj iouSIcO uuSljyiiii i^rQcfilcai 

The morning drags heavily into the 
evening. Every hour of the nigh 1 
stretches into eternity with the same 
destructive power. The damp breeze is 
like the leaping flames of the furnace- 
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Alas, the gem-hued lord, Mai, has 
many such wonders. Before he 
unleashes them, earn' me to his abode 
in Kurungudi, where beautiful 
peacocks dance in groves. (3) 

£>0iocrafl Q<njtfJ3T £>fT0 ^cncraijbgxl, 

i mtit gifjleO cjjbrpj ^cwrrrrr 5>fTiprf,gjj 

S_CU(T6l|U> 

«£>0 incrafl epeno CTffjr 2_cTT<nni> g>cnciT, 

£g>n ^rjcijib a_rr)fbiAn^l0uGu63T 
C)u0 locfjfl euncsTGvn S2_a£\ i 

Guit ^^TjCTTrrcrrcjT Qu0«did Cuil; 

00 LDGTjft jS*T OftfTi^lA0ib qfT)6&C3T 

0njjr^0l4ftG^ CTC3TCDCJT £_lU5>^l(pu6lc5T. 

The benevolent lord, that precious gem 
on the heads of celestials, is like a bull 
with a black hump and two black beads, 
sporting with white cows. The bell that 
hangs low on his soft dewlap sounds a 
knell to my heart. Alas, he occupies 
my thoughts and speech constantly, 
never letting me sleep even a single 
night. Carry me now to his abode in 
Kurungudi, amid streams that spill 
precious gems. (•*) 

•Slow jglifilco ej£)!®‘3' lOOTfliMih 3!,iudT 
$ii> gjipco ^SiOTidCcuitQ 

C1*(T<OT1L gii loacncumib rratp 

Gaitco t <gcmi>iSI«r>!DCujn(9 
UOI3TorH_ai t£(6USO gjtjtnOJ JF,UJ*(£); 

unsfilGujsJr ainiluii QaiiujJ); 

GlairrcraTL.Cu 10653^ euGfflezzrn mdngp 

The sound of the strong humped 
bull’s bell, the sweet sounds of the 
cowherd’s flute, the evening, the 
breeze, the tender crescent Moon of 
twilight, — no more the ones of the 
past, — all have joined hands to kill 
my soul softly, alas! Carry me now 
to Kurungudi, the abode of the lord 
°f gem hue and cloud hue. (5) 


crcuoSlutii) 2>G3T uajyjib 

cjrh^KnipujrrrT 

jjjsucuir; $;du> 5>mb <^tf£ICujinb; 

j,n ot ioi_th &4eib 2>u5*(a, @^(*1 ggeucneu; 
GUGO CUC3T QaiTCUcfl LpGuCfJ^jUl, 

ujit iDcrafl mjcrarerorcnij S>”\b tBrnCojiub; 
Q/MTcucneu cucnrr (ipcucneo MCu(£> 

(a,(pjiij0ma,Ga> ctctc3>ot 

Let them sit and criticise night and day 
if they wish to, — those jewelled ones 
are good girls, — we cannot match or 
counter them. We have no shame or 
reserve or fear. Even if they say clever 
things and laugh at us, we cannot 
forget our gem-hued lord. Carr}' me 
now to his abode in Kurungudi, amid 
groves of fresh Mullai flowers. (6) 

Qdnil Affluj GlDGsflg) 

G&cuit §>0«u" .jgnuGa, n0«b$i 
QlOdSluJ 6WCDCIT £bipcu , 

^gjjQ^nGcun? ffTG3T£>j OarWTCfT 6)63T«r>^. 

gni,s,sr>s 33 T «®cuc5l 5 >asr ^oticjhd sirirCcjm® 
^l,0ii> ^5i«ncjT ^ij5liuu)nilGi_<ij'; 

CWri,® ^sun 5,«jar uanern i*,y> Mmcto 
stmtctiot o _ii)a^l0i8«'- 

A dark god with beautiful red eyes 
entered here, — my limbs grew 
tired, my bangles fell, — and said, Is 
this not it?”, then left. Alas, I cannot 
play a partner to the love games of 
Madana, the sugarcane-bow wielder 
anymore. Carry me now to his 
abode in Kurungudi amid cool groves 
dripping with nectar. (7) 

G^QJCUlh cfHC3T<9>l_ oSlch J 

G &> CT3i ifi) car ft ctt ; ^,uj «n 

cutb^ilr CTC ^ 

^cfil ^crTGijib ^cruaraTtb^jj rQrr)0Lb; 

^<sjrrf))iL{U> ftcnonn Qg>rfl 

ej evevLb AnCiq. ggeven 6^0Cu<3t 
^UU li)CuJ 

GArrcucuiT &*•> &&dsr 0f$uc| 

6T(rifTCtDC8T OL_ 
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Pray heed me, the roar of the sea is not 
alone! The cowherd’s flute melody 
already throttles my soul. And then 
this deft archer Madana, god of love, 
has his flower-arrows aimed at me. 
Before he comes in and shoots, know 
the cowherd dancer’s mind and cany 
me to his abode in Kurungudi, now. (8) 

erarr jglsjip Qg,iry) ^rrraarTGjr ; 

Cl&'TCu jbanh ClffinsraiQ 6TCTO,(a)g«iTgjdMiQjm 
Cuniiuugj egit Ourrdr ui_ib &> CurrssnTsjr; 

CumiStrar asm ^^iCuiejr; ctgst Q^iribicna, 
CiPSilQ^lsjrpffiir iDjjjjj ^giigst 0 )dsr 

Olditiu ^laajLO ^aDffirarujn^,i sunfimr; 
/KLg>g,QiT ^anuiujcKiT CaiTsir efil(3ii> l_| ii> 

©pli'tgjIq.aCo, CTGSITOTIBJT 6-lil £<0011)1631. 

Even after I held his feet and begged, 
he did not relent. He took all my well¬ 
being and left me with a single golden 
shroud called paleness. To date I do 
not even know where he went. 
Denied of his beautiful chest’s 
embrace, my withered breasts are 
wasting away. Carry me now to his 
abode in Kurungudi, which the player, 
the lord of gods, prefers. (9) 

0«ir)n>Gij63T Qa>6cfT @6uf^j«na, iftsurbis,, 

Ganjii iSlrjnejr <£|0 am masmOTu 
Oujbnjjih stop Qjyg^Mub C&rruSla, Qo,n«*n_ 

Cljit ^(Jsnrrerrsji Clu^onin C, ,s<j, 
• 3 >!D!DS» 6 P a,nn(5 irta ftoSlujra! 

aejiJT lHG 5 T 4 >giJli> «^- 9 >GVIfT 0 > 

CWmbipsudr yppp £1*^ 

©n)i>ii(.!>)in0,Cff, CTc«T«n<=n sj_ uj^^I(^i51g3t. 

The lord of gods who burnt the city of 
Lanka, the benevolent lord who is 
forever with the lotus-dame Lakshmi 
and yet graces my heart, the lord 
who never leaves the heart and sight 
oi the praise-singer Kaliyan, the lord 
who rules the Universe, resides in 
Kurungudi, so carry me there. (10) 


9.6 On Tirukkurungudi (2) 

Akkum | Begada \ Adi 

^ie,0ih hgSIuSIot a_«ni_unriT 

u«5><5)ih f£)n)0> r£t 63 Trr> uotttljit Qcrr nCurr cy i lp 
0)&6h IDIJ<5,$<J5T 631537 6J(^1 f ^rrtu CUfTLlSld) 

lSl6TT6DGTT ClffUGTT IT) 2 _CiTJT gTH li) 

Kurungudi is the abode of the 
considerate lord who stands with 
the skull-and-tiger-skin-bearing Siva by 
his side. The baby crane perches itself 
on a low branch and eats on the Vellira 
fish from the mouth of its mother 
perched on high. (1) 

gjraia ^it &oajg, ^lanri Qjjb^j 

a_saojaO2,n0 fti-gpoi 
Clumsi0 e^rrsfiloj gjuSlgpih i| 63 f 1 g,n 
StCfl itCl i rrcyi ib - 

OtfHiJ 5irrc0 ^GEncSTLD jjQ&lj) UCiPCTfDTuSlGLl 

QuCDt_Cujn0lib 

Q 5 >fTrbJ 0 ^IT ^LDCVJgjgjj 

0(TjJfb)(^)Lq.Gu.l. 

The waves of the roaring ocean come 
touching the feet of the pure lord 
w ho reclines in ns midst, on a serpent 
bed. His abode is Kurungudi where 
swans whth red feet nestle with their 
mates in beds of fragrant lotus blossoms 
amid cool lakes. (2) 

Oiffipa, s,srarCi_rrti>; et,^ <j,n«jjnfl«3T 

CampcO Qsrija.ffijj, am yp^ ^**, 031 * 

U)(fT)GLJlb ad IT * 

'JORspa CWiamo, gjsj, g, |S!n(TO , 

tr ) nGin!J0>& 
$ervtf Gg>i* 

urrirsnsua ^ Gl0UJ j) 

Devotees! Wc have found a way to live, 
come here and see! Soft, red-footed 
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water-hens search for worms for their 
mates, wading through ripe paddy fields 
with sharp eyes, in Kurungudi. It is the 
abode of the dark cloud-hued lord with 
lotus eyes who came as a boar. (3) 

afldeb (ip<siT gHbggcD Sln^Opd Qscjrgj 

a_ 0 (ipu) agypib 2 _gCojfrcji 

SGtrftCurTGyjlb - 
<§}g6ijir> U 0 >gyjib ptott Cg>G3T (Lpgcu, udg3t^j 

GTcucurrib 

(^gsfilG3T i4,Ggjj - S>tt«g iDsraub rbnnjjuj 
0g5JfS;0l4Glu. 

Night and day the bees hum sweetly 
while the fragrance of the Kuravu trees 
spreads everywhere in Kurungudi. It is 
the abode of the strong lord who went 
to Lanka and cut the arms and chest 
of the ten-headed demon king. (4) 

&cii6g>6u* a,6ilt(b21J 10GSTCnTn LDrrGTt, ag51 

LDfT^j Cg,IT 

geinT*(tf) c§y>w, 2_ujg)2)nc5i 

ggntCungyiib - 

®DID GJnCTlJ^gjJ £b6ff3T6ITOTrTlT tfjfhJfhGTT 

ClLOfTlp 6^>ULJfTCTT 

Cln&ijQJ fh £>63^1 curnu* ^IcnCnDGTT Cl_J<9tli) 

(^j!pirbl(2)tq Clu. 

The red berry-beaked parrots speak 
like the collyrium-lined bright-eyed 
dames in Kurungudi. It is the abode of 
the lord who drove the chariot for the 
five in the war that killed many 
elephant-seated mighty kings. (5) 

l^li GUGT5TGB3T LDP LDCLHT O^rTGifSP® cfilwig 

g>fl i£rr ugsfjls, Q^niLgL0«g; 

O^rTGOTUe ftAltCTT ! 

ion !§!t CUCOTSHTP LDyjjisfil 2-«r>©UJlb J§1 Li> 

Guncaficu 

8Gl 63T tf,li U>£lS!DU.I iohlixi ^erorglib 


Devotees! Come pure and worship 
the lord with praise, offering incense, 
water and fresh flowers, and be 
elevated. The ocean-hued loid 
desiringly has his abode in Kurungudi, 
where mansions touch the Moon.(6) 

gucOgSIs %) 

633€lJ5>^IC3TfD 

c^ffL>6U6U (fDrb67>2> ^ ^ 6331—L$ G3T, 

ll?lT5>fT6TT ! 

GWcuaSlcu 4 )©C«u aiGnsaajnii aofl guduj 

CTuSlrpj ^UUITCTT 

G«fhfTCUG<r>6U (ipCU€33C^ QlDCO fT^ILD 

(gjrrj|f£j(0)lq.CplU. 

Devotees! Give up you fixation with 
dames of creeper-thin waists. It } ou 
wish to see rows of beautiful teeth that 
match the berry lips of lotus-dame 
Lakshmi, come to Kurungudi where 
the backyards’ Mullai creeper sprouts 
tender white buds. V) 

BPD ,g;«raicni_ jbrtsir iDeuit QftirfiiiP®, 

<^163tCuIT 0 CTLbQu0LnrTGTT 2S8 .It 

C33 1 _ 16163T<9j 6tT 

jF,rrgrT c^,(T>)fb siimt GinuJjjjgiJ G1Jll,6XJ 

SUfT^lb 

ffurriii rF,rr«r>ij GucnuOtu "® 

(£,p)l(Sj(g)iqGaJ. 

Devotees! With fresh flower garlands, 
and hearts filled with love, come to 
offer worship to the lord in Kurungudi 
where sharp-beaked water-egrets 
rejoice with their mates in fields filled 
with Tara water birds. (8) 

ftpcirn) GriffinCTTajLD gguj(ff>ii> ion 

ID Cult 6J£>,d£l, 

G,963Tg)J M<S3nfll6lG3T €T(l{>l£l63T, Q^fT^tfilOTT , 

G 0j n lufUTId ITdMTGTT ; 

GTijTnjjLD ^rjcvjib i jcfh^yiib eurfl cu®rar(^ 

uitl 

CTT (^pcutnncu U3<S3Tff)ltani_ £E»fT211 CO 

(#, rpj i&j (#) iq G m. 
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O Devotees! Destroy your past Karmas 
and travails. With fresh flowers culled 
from the mountains, — where night 
and day the inebriate bees sing over 
fragrant Mullai creepers, — come offer 
worship, serve and be elevated. (9) 

^flcincuuj (tgu Qeppnen, lojrjrpj 

«jt>iT -ffien Gcuipii) 

Qd&rrenGv; Cl&fTLDLj Clfi>fT6TOTi_rTCTT Clduj 

*«DCU ^JjIT Ug)JGUGO €DGUGUfTC3T <9>G\SluuC3T 
GjaoSl UDrr©D€U 
c^it urrueu um_u ufTsuih ffjlGOcunGciij. 

This garland of songs on the resident of 
Kurungudi, the lord who wielded a bow 
and destroyed Lanka, then plucked the 
tusk of a dreadful angry elephant, has 
been sung by Kaliyan, the gifted poet of 
rare merit. Those who master it will be 
free from Karmic account. (10) 

9.7 On Tiruvallaval 
Tandai \ Paraj | Rupakam 

fftiraj u>&s,Gor &tjr)pib ctcstqj 

S—ppGvn unjj§l r£tcjrrp 
ujb&ii sun^asnaemi) CW,mj,£i, £ 
ujfl eTiaiTft ayrj^loimGujsO. 
3yij, ^j,iu 

plural <3j,iu 

CJ>UJff,a,C5T(TIT SUCUGUOMTlj) Q(506UgijLDfT OJCUGftGU 

<^yu, u)0«n, QjjigCff ! 

O Heart! If you realise the folly of 
cloistered living with father, mother, 
children, relatives and friends, and 
wish to be rid of the burden, then learn 
to speak of the glory of Tiruvallaval, 
abode of the cowherd-prince who is 
the end, the beginning and the 
beginning of the beginning. ( 1 ) 


tSlgjT^jib urn gdqjg\S 1 iLjii) Clojcjirr) 

■giJCcrjT 

<^63TGiJT 0LDG3T fbC?>L_llSlc37rTlTa>GU6fi1«nUJ 

t ^0GU05>^ x i ^(g^lcsnr&ucu, 

LDrr iDGJfirf) (j^lq-U U0,<56D(T5,0 

(Lpe^ gj/igji Q<*<srrrr) 

LD(J3TG3TG3TfTrr 6DGVlOJ6DrT\p QigrrgU gyi LDfr CU GD6DGD 
ID0CM Ofb(0G^ ! 

O Heart! If you despise the union 
with dames of swan-like gait and 
lightning-thin waist, and fear that life, 
then learn to speak of the glory of 
Tiruvallaval, abode of the lord who 
went as a messenger for the crowned 
kings, the five Pandavas. (2) 

L 4 ,c£n s_curTii> Qldc3t (tpcricuei ufTsyiGULOrnr 

OufTluuSIsDOT glgy ftsirga, 

GuCTpcuiTiT Cuaii Guacna ig tSIcmp 
OOTT& 5,(lf,^lcTTnGuj6U, 
!sCtt rglcurT CIoigsjt (£j«ir>L_ oiiresoffimTiT 
Cqj5TTsS1uS16\j UJGJffT 

iDrcraflujnii oiGocuojirij) CWrrcu^yjiorr ojoicnoi 
■$yu, iD^ai, QffjtgjGs. 

O Heart! If you see through the 
hypocrisy of those who pay heed to the 
falsities of pearl-necklaced soft-breasted 
women, if you despise that life, then 
learn to speak of the glory of 
Tiruvallaval, abode of the lord who went 
to the sacrifice of Emperor Mabali, and 
begged for three strides of land. (3) 

UGKIT £_6Ufni) OlDejrQlDfTl^lu UIT6iOClJlO(Tlt UGDGSKT 

(Lpesieu <5n«nRRiTgiJu) 2 ><nb ffrcjrrpj 
cTGMT^isunft sromswrib ^ £ 

iS)63)jpg,gj s-ujaa^^lcsTnCaisO 
a_snmT, GflcraTastldr tSgj gjiutirn) 
Cajri,a, L _g 1 g J a-enrm, njen/6jQ*r«h (i p<b$ A 
cuanncwiOTmr msOcucry, Qsircugyu,,, cdgucoco 
10 ( 2,01 QpigpCe ! 

O Heart! If you decide on escaping 
from the fixation of embracing 
the tight breasts of sweet-tongued 
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beautiful dames, and seek the elevation 
of spirit, then learn to speak of the glory 
of Tiruvallaval, abode of the ocean hued 
lord, who gives in Venkatam the joy that 
he gives to the celestials in Vaikunta.(4) 

LD05- C&,mi] Gg\J£73T (0jGT> L. ID53T63TIT ^UJ, 
GurrrjssaHjb 0ip<surTipiT)g>rnT 
gj0*fl«3Tr7fT <tt<J3Ti j^j e£>rr OgirGuGncu gyujrr 

GTSffTft iJJj CUTflCo H)6U j 
G^fTUJ Gi9»fTf^iJ®715jGLDfiC) 61D& 6Urnu 
<uncu5>g)5, cSHCu^tt rPjrTcnsn a_CT3Ti_ 
iD0^€3TmT 6U6ucu«jfTyp Q<s rTcu cyi ipn cilfiucncvj 
r^H|UJ, 1£>0Q_| QfFj^Gg ! 

O Heart! They who rule the Earth as 
kings under cloud-touching white 
parasols, surrounded by canopied 
elephants, do one day die. If this saddens 
you, then learn to speak of the glory 
of Tiruvallaval, abode of the lord 
who sucked the poison-breast of the 
ogress and took her life. (5) 

a_(rf)cfils3T ^it iSWdgEI Ggfr asncsT Quir|l rh»rj»-bi_| 
CgjfTGU (£jljlb«nuu_|ifh l_|<9>(g), 
<^060 Cfj>rriu r0drn)j ggcuir ^>mb 

QJrTipGfJgjfD^ ^|Ch|^CJTn Gujco, 

^l0sfil637 Gcu^lb CTjfTOTT(£) ggjbgj 

• G6UCTTfi^Gujrr0 ^rQjib 

u>(0j€fi1crrrTfT sucOcucuiTtp QfingtjgyiLprr qjcugt>g\j 
, U>(fT)GlJ , Qjb(CT)Gg ! 

O Heart! The five senses that enter 
the cage of flesh at birth do relentlessly 
cause a life of pain and misery. If you 
fear them, then learn to speak of the 
glory of Tiruvallaval, where the four 
Vedas, the five sacrifices and the six 
Angas are practised perfectly. (6) 

Qbnuj ercurai <®luuJ®0l *s? rT tZHpGn&GTnu Omiu 

CTC3T& GlAfTwolf^l 5UIT6TTTT 

Guujrg,mb Gu*ii) Guseva |S tS^tP 

CTGST& 5>(ff)$OTirC»UJ6V 


S, a_ojnib Qcuii &$it, ^Iriasn^iu, u>isj(g)Cu 
ojiiot rglssm) 

iDrruJOTTrm Guev eoeu trip Qffrreu^ijiiXT qjgustigu 
u5(2>gu GIuhqCs ! 

O Heart! Friends lead their lives 
considering this disease-ridden body as 
real. If you find their arguments faulty, 
their lives futile, then learn to speak of 
the glory of Tiruvallaval, abode of the 
lord who is the bright Sun, the Moon, 
the sky and all else. (7) 

id 0 «* Gsit curTCTT, <rrrfl, j£«t, rglcoib, 

pencil lDLur&«sft I063TIT) 
^0<ijT Gd?IT ^igCTTTLD ^|63Tg)J 

GTGtrrrrjj 2_ujiu0j •&{^^ottitCujgvj , 
GiMT OlD63T (LpCDCUU QurTQT ID6UITU 
UftCiDQJlL|Lb gjIT^ipa) fF,fH0lb 
QjlVjgjj C^tT 6LIGVJ6UClJfTip Q.gfrCO €yu £)rT SUCVJCDCU 

ID06IJ, Qfb(£f)Gg ! 

O Heart! This body is a fusion of the 
five elements, earth, fire, water, air and 
space. If you realise that this is no fortress 
and seek a way out, then learn to speak 
of the glories of Tiruvallaval, abode of 
the lord who resides with the Sandal- 
corsetted lotus-dame Lakshmi. (8) 

QcuCTTGTflujrrrr iSlarcTfxvujiTiT Gun^ltunii dcarp 
gjGUIT 

0>CTTClTf^JT6V) £F)to3T6ID63TU_|li) a>0,LDU) 

GTCffirpj 2_UJ<5> £F,0<£l65mTGll-l6U, 

Q^erTcrfliuiTjT Cin<ff>Qg)n\i§ii> G^sufjrniT ion 

QJCTTCrTCUfTrr GUCOcoClim^) QgfTCUCyiLDIT cucucncu 
^UJ ID0C^, Qlb0Gg ! 

O Hean! The Raudras, the Arhatas and 
the Bauddhas go about quoting from 
heretic texts. If you realise they are not 
meant for you, and seek a way to elevate 
your spirit, then learn to speak of the 
glories of Tiruvallaval, abode of the lord 
worshipped by the celestials, the 
benevolent one who churned the 
ocean and gave them ambrosia. (9) 
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iDcnjDsusumr (gcnjosii gjajnn a_ej,rr)iL|ib 
aariT eueu606umj> ^naen gioanuja 
<fl«r> 2 > ®cumi eurainQ aisnjD Cstiencu <*,y) 
Cancu jgeir <9 i,s 5I o>m_ejr 

iSjGDJT) g—CUfTLD CffueueuCUCO AgSIujOT SUfTlij 

fgs51 Jgjsmaj a>j 3 p cususurm 
^OTinQsuiT , ^0 iglcuii ftrrcusu y,C 5 ji 0 

^gjOTTUli) g)OTr(g) CTliigiJCUnGfl. 

This is a garland of songs on the lord 
of Tiruvallaval worshipped by the 
perfect Vedic seers, by the sharp-spear- 
wielding Kaliyan, King of Alinadu 
surrounded by beautiful bee-humming 
groves. Those who master it will rule 
as kings on Earth and rejoice in 
heaven. ( 10 ) 

9.8 On Malirumsolai 

Mundura | Des | Adi 

(iPJb&IJD 2— w>(j5>Gftc5T;cfi1cn«jA (^ipcu U)L.CDfT!T 
■^ojcfilcnuj <rfi 10 ^ 0 iDfTfT) 6 u; 

&\jb8>Vib ej^ib, ^oncu ftLftJ CJ(LgLD 

t^4,Uj CTU> e^l^O,ffTT gjii) CdMTuSlcO 
*5jb^2>n0 iD«raflu.|ir) ^Horafi icuSlcu g)Grupujii) 

rQgijjgj, 

OtTIJQj U)»ToSI(ffj(g)C«rTCiDCVJ - 
cunraTfbi^gj,^ cun, ifiuQrbi^C^! 

O Frail Heart! I warn you. Give up the 
desire for union with fragrant tressed 
women, it is a hinderance. The lord who 
is himself the seven continents and the 
seven oceans resides in the temple of 
Malirumsolai where mountain streams 
wash Sandalwood, gems and peacock 
feathers in fragrant groves everywhere. 
Come, let us offer worship there. ( 1 ) 

gJsAwni u_|ih, |anguii>Cta,nefcT0 

cilijjifilCcjTrt Qfl,ny>£,|i£> crejigj .gjenioCiumi, 
^inratt (n>ih urira,,< 5 HJSiiar>oRn 2 , gjiuSIcsrn) 
»i_rr (ipi^A ai_ci|6ii g,ib Cs.nuSleu 

efileearf*,^ ^cun giflerfl Canij cucnri L|lT)efil6u 
cfilong ibcun (Ojifil^iluSlrar Cg>cjr 

cucwtQl ^itnn oitijqj ibnoSt^iCTjCaironoj- 
Gii 6 iraTmj 0 g^ii, euit, idl Gn>|CT,Ca' 


O Frail Heart! Gods and celestials stand 
endlessly with fresh garlands and pure 
water, to offer worship and sendee to 
the tall-crowned serpent-recliner lord- 
He resides in Malirumsolai amid groves 
of Bamboo thickets where bees collect 
honey from mountain flowers. Come, 
let us offer worship there. (2) 

iSlcaafl gucttit rfJoTrr)* Gj$>{bt 

Clu(rrjr§)cuii> «^0crf)<ar ^ipcarr <^0srfl 
<^cs^l CUcrriT0rr)CTT ^uj , ^^,co 

^jcrrjbg) CTlb «^14*6TT 2,0) C<5.fTuSlcO 
ftcrafl cucttit CojricjnA Q£>0 r§lcuii) 

(g)fnoj i t 2,ib ftcuGfuflfiini g, 
iDGTjfl CUCTTIT lCrTC\Sl00C<9acnci) * 

fticrarf^i02»jii> cun, o)l_ Clrb^G^! 

O Frail Heart! To accept the worship 
that we offer, — that we may be rid of 
the miser}' of bodily existence, —■ he 
made this wide Earth with many sacred 
spots. He even came as a manikin and 
strode the Earth. He resides i° 
Malirumsolai amid tall groves of 
Vengai trees that tell the season, and 
where gypsies hurl gemstones from 
their catapult. Come, let us offe r 
worship there. (3) 

IA/tsthduSIcu <3t,uj Cuuj (tponcu 
*0 <SlQ ^Gfficub) 
grronin §)ajng, ginseng, tonerr 

<QGT>GSTj>0«Jlt tdGJTlb Cl n SJJTl ITllSt 
s*nn uioSl CfljIsicrtA c ^,eu<r Lin)^^ 1 

Alq tDCOiia, 0^iluSlC3T 

cunrr liotcu i*,ip a, 6 * 1 ume5l0(CT,C«neJ'« l * 
nicmiina)g)i\b sun, u>l. Cl2,|g,Cs! 

O Frail Heart! The lord who decided 
to suck the poison breast of the terrible 
ogress Putana, and destroyed the 
unabashed demoness Tataka with 
fire-arrows, willingly resides in h' s 
temple at Malirumsolai where Veng* 11 
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and Kongu trees grow tall in dense 
groves that overflow with the honey 
of mountain flowers. Come, let us offer 
worship there. (4) 

loonfl ypu, 6p®ugj0 HBSO, 
t^CJ3T(bJ(£j GT(ip j)giJ OiCUntfb U> 

fglorjji cH, 1 — t 

r^UDH QaiiiOj ^iq.*hCTT g>U> G^hfTuSlcO 

iSlcrairbiftc^cu Qfb0 Gftjaj £)$ (ipftib 

dfluu, 

6ujbgj ,@^2)9» Clu0«b CgbOT 

U>CU31I^J fttDip anrjCVJ 05fToSl(ff)lgjG5rT<Sr>6VJ- 
cucirrTf^i^gjjib cun, ldi— Gfb^Ca! 

O Frail Heart! The lord took on the 
defiant Rakshasa in a fierce battle and 
felled his ten crowned heads, while his 
torso twitched like one possessed. He 
resides in the temple of Malirumsolai 
amid dense groves of tall Bamboo, whose 
tips brush against beehives, making 
fragrant honey flow everywhere. 
Come, let us offer worship there. (3) 

cOi_a> acujb&i ^ocucnOTt?, fcmSIdrp, 

tflenobftafU® **01 eS^ 

®l ib a,cuj,gj ^ (Saemcu ty>CT C*"S>i>> 
an_g,g, cnb ^u»o.«n CftituSleu 

ai-ii o,i_eb u>*£>g >1 efil*ibi9en-u iStfflina 

aueuenoa. *<*’& C!P srf, ** l > 

«OL riaci, flcjrgj ,*N#®ib ,o™SI<g,®C*"« lc ' J • 
cuOTioii®^ “> 1 - G '2 >€) Cs ! 

o Frail Heart! The lord who reclines 
on a venom-spitting serpent came then 
as a cowherd-lad and threw a demon 
calf against a wood-apple tree, then 
danced with pots, and blended with the 
cowherd-dames in their Kuravai dance. 
He resides in Malirumsolai where dark 
nionsoon clouds rise from the ocean and 
roar in the sky, and lions taking them 
to be elephants, roar back in anger. 
Come, let us offer worship there. (6) 


Gg,@j*OT 3t«0 Gun,b <SMn *© 

GUliS® tf't 6 ’ 1 oOTiiacsfl s_$!T, 
grrar enfil! bS> *>-* «v«* IOT,A 

CTOTOTfl, «'«>"«*"- C * nuS1su 

surtOTffie Canoioo idija 0« aniusu 
iflir icajfl* *«v <SH0 a i)onSli>g!l 

iooot £i*o angeii iDoeSlyijicjCaoaiiw - 
aiOTtii^gjuii »>"> Gjb(2,Ca. 

O Frail Heart! The ocean-hued lord 
came then as Krishna, threw the Asura 
Dhenuka against a Palm tree, killing 
him instantly. Long ago he decided to 
reside in Malirumsolai, where deer 
frolic in the blue-gem mountain paths 
amid emerald-green forests. Come, 
let us offer worship there. ( 7 ) 

42,0 ifi® sftiMbiSIcb Mdrf, Oasimn a«OTEii, 

dun® *i-W ^asucnOTOg, gjuSlra'©l, 
ua> 0 i0® urfluSlOT ifil® rflcn0 g>efilog>2> 
Ljcafl (ipiftsv suothiotto 0,1b Ca,nuSlsb 
*2,0 ifi(g) S\an 00 o>i~ 0 1 -® 

a,ci(cn ciiipa. acifl eu€S3T0 u®a>, 
ui2,0 iS® oorjsO ionc0®©Gan«nGU 
«uo5Tii)®g,)0 sun, mu Ojb©Ga! 

O Frail Heart! The lord reclines in the 
deep ocean where waves touch the 
clouds in the sky. He then came as 
Krishna and ripped the jaws of the 
impetuous white horse Kesin. He 
resides in Malirumsolai amid groves 
overflowing with the sweet ichor of 
rutted elephants that bees hover over 
and drink from their running cheeks. 
Come, let us offer worship there.(8) 

M2>4>! gsu sujsraiii n,4g>" crcSrnj) i (g6DiT«>GTt 

glgjgjSST Cu®ci40, 8_*&j>$L.(5'> 

<nj>£Jig, Qu0ioiriamn| gcjnciucuo gjisnsuani 
crsssrrasfl, ypeji gi_ib G*ooth_ Cs,oi6tei) 
o g,g,tf3ru Quoi^IoSIott g,oip ^lcincaT igtpcu 
B>nipG ucr>0 u>*6ittos>cn 5,0150,0 
ido>(£I'J00i gcno)(g)*0 u3ooSl®(gjGsn«nsD- 
ffllC3IOOil®g^0 OHO, lOI Go,(CTjG# I 
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O Frail Heart! The lord of celestials, 
our tutelary deity, is pleased even with 
the senseless monodism that the 
Sramanas and Bauddhas prate. Long 
ago he decided to reside in the temple 
of Malirumsolai amid Sandalwood 
groves, where maidens of the hill 
tribes go into cover under low 
canopies and chant every day. Come, 
let us offer worship there. (9) 

CW6TOT0 ^jlDlT SfTfJ-CU LDfT<?Sl(fF)tg)G0rT6r>GD 
u>rr iDcrafl cucy j T & r j Tgnrj cu6wr^j(£)ii) 
Q^fTOTJTUCTlfjU ugCL|lb 5»l_(T CoJGO 

(£,lp CUUJGO ^oSl ff)63T rfjITUCTT, 

&Gran_cu <bcu Cqjs 61 inr^ai^ujiT 2 , 6 y)cu 6 iisjr, 

<9>G\S)lUCffT Qjftuj Ug)ICllCU 

]§fG8)Gu urr(^lii) £Qjii> 2_cm_ujmT,3>GTT 
^CTTQjrr @<5, AL-CO 2 _CLiGa. 

This is a garland of songs by sharp- 
spear-wielding Kaliyan, King of 
screwpine-fenced-fertile-fields-Mangai 
tract, offering praise to devotees 
who worship the gem-hued lord of 
bee-humming fragrant groves, 
Malirumsolai. Those who learn to sing 
it will rule this ocean-girdled Earth. (10) 

9.9 On Tirumalirumsolai 

Muvaril | Kamboji \ Adi 
(A mother) 

(tpojrflcu (ipriT yp®GUQJG3T, (Ip'p'SIQ) Stb" 

AL..^U6tT t_ fbgj) f 

y, Cucnrr sa_»b^l qcucani) 

Q&CUfTACTT rbrtUj<g,eff)G3T, /00lDfToS)(»Tjt0G^rTOnCU 

fglcTTO) 

C^n-sijojiT CArrdilrbg>effiarr, gj ft ^cv>l 

«ff> 0O)QAnCcuiT ? 

The first-cause lord of the tri-muni, 
the lord who reclines in the ocean, the 


lord who made the Universe on his 
lotus navel, then swallowed it, and 
remade it, the lord of the celestials, the 
cowherd-lord Govinda, resides in 
Tirumalirumsolai. Will my creeper- 
thin-waisted daughter blend with him 
today? I wonder! (1) 

LjGnCST GUffTTIT yLD GufTl^lcVl <2^17 QufT63TCjfl 
<^grilAfb0»(5CTT 

(Lp«nOTT6UGn®JT, QpCLJCU(5}li> ucni_2}5> (Lp^CU 
6D GJT GUCTTI7 yiD OufTl^GU (A>ip 

rrcncu r^l ertr) it git 

AC3T)63T &ipGV AfTgT )l li)QArtGcufT -AUJG\J 

ACWTCrafl CTlb AnrflcDACuJ ? 

The resident lord of Arangam 
surrounded by the Kaveri river that 
flows through cool groves of 
Punnai trees, the first cause lord 
who made the three worlds, resides in 
Tirumalirumsolai amid dense fragrant 
groves. Will my fish-eyed daughter see 
his tinkling feet today? I wonder!(2) 

a_sroi@ 2-tug) cjipcnarmii), utrsuacr 
^cu^cncuGiosu 

0 >«STgdllSI«U Qadtlfjlgl 2-{h<B2> S.0 U)rT 63 jflff, 0 > 
ton iDGncutfTHU, 

u>n arfl Gsrt 

$0UMTc51(rc,(g,G«iTfir>cu jglsjnD 
^w»Ti_ii o,ib CairsfilcnciT, gjejrgj 

^@U(£|iX)Q*nsu cisjr ^sjiipGuj. 

The lord who swallowed the seven 
worlds and slept as a child on a fig 
leaf is the lord of the celestials. 
Fie is a dark mountain gem, residing 
in Tirumalirumsolai amid strong 
wild elephants. Will my tastefully 
jewelled daughter reach him today? 
I wonder! /i\ 
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<^lr^J5)l£l , «£l61j633Ttf3T $(T)QJ 

^ipCDT a_(5>IT)<2> 

Uf^JAUJ LDfTLDCO(T<5> 37 UfJCDCTT, ffllD UfjLD 

ftLfiDIJ | 

$(SJ0,cn rbcjr u>n (Lp^su Gtffr 

^l(ff)U)rrciSl(3(g)C5ff6y)Gvj j£lc3Tr9 
njrsjAeir iSlfjfTcncar, ,tg)S3Tp S>€3p(0)tr)ClffirT«v 
CT63T fbC3T psCcu ? 

The lord with beautiful lotus eyes, our 
master, came in the yore as a lion and 
tore the mighty chest of Hiranya with 
pleasure. He is the radiant lord residing 
in Tirumalirumsolai which rises tall, 
touching the clouds and the Moon. 
Will my bright- forehead daughter 
attain him today? I wonder! (4) 

gjrTOTTClJGjT GeijCTTcfil g,63T63flcO £>GjflCuj (gjfTJCTT 
€U(T63T(ipij> U)OTTI633Ta,(y>U> ^6TT £>g, 

G&en ^iDit y,ti> Cluitifltu (g,y> 

^t^fT)icrTGiSl(ri}(g) Gsits^cu r^lcSrn> 

CUfTSSTeufT GafTCOClSl, 

cucucucTiQ^nGeurr ? 

The lord came to the Asura Mabali’s 
sacrifice as a manikin, then grew as 
Trivikrama and measured the Earth 
and sky. He is the lord of celestials 
residing in Tirumalirumsolai amid 
honey-dripping flower groves. Will 
my daughter be able to bow and 
worship him today? I wonder! (5) 

Gr^aib ^COFTgjGlJa&^Vfi fQOTiS3TUJITg,<rulTff,^jii) 
c^ffluj rTcjr, 

cun# locuitu Clum£lev> cu*- i£it 

ingjjGnfju iSlfDJb&fTCTT, 
C<3> & ii) G^GUGuniD QJ G5T3T fhj ID 

^!(ITjLD»Tc61(n)(g)G5fT6T>CU f£lGjrrT) 
O^ibl^ faGFCDGRO* 0^&*ijlC3nL ^GTOt 
5,araT«wfl dh(T ^g)i ii)O0»nCsun ? 

The lord who is hard to reach for those 
who have no love and who do not 


contemplate him, was born amid 
fragrant groves in Northern Mathura. 
He is Kesava the lord worshipped 
by the whole world, residing in 
Tirumalirumsolai. Will my fish- eyed 
daughter be able to see him today? 
I wonder! (6) 

q 6 Traf)«nc 3 T sunin iSlcngjgj OutT{£) inn «><fl 
OairiOL) s^ 4 lg> 0 i, 

dr,6TTCTT5 e_G<n0,2>2, 0>(nj LonGjafla,#, inn 

iD(jy>cu€iriuJ, 

Qg,6TT Q&(Tl£l&(0U> 

^l(^iDrr€ 61 (i>i 0 )GiffTcr)Cu »£lQrrr) 
GUCTTOTCT1CU CUflGTl pg,CUfT6TT CUCOTTfSJ^Si 

Glg>iry> ajcucucnOafiGcoiT ? 
The lord is our dark mountain gem 
Krishna who tore apart the beak of 
the Asura-bird Baka, then plucked the 
tusk of the rutted elephant 
Kuvalayapida. He smote the bedevilled 
cart with his foot. He is our benevolent 
one residing in Tirumalirumsolai. Will 
my bright-forehead-girl be able to 
worship him today? I wonder! (7) 

umrsj^gjja,0 ^orp, , uiro$!bgii 

CgjiT ty>«r rpt.'ffip, 

airg,amiC 3 i giOTcnasi efitsjsiGennirii &(i>> 

L 0 fT 653 ilft 5 > ion LOdncvcnaJ, 
;£it s,s>ar>an, y,ii> Qunif><K> 

0 to rreSl iqGo nen cu j£l dtp 
$pit 3 ,$CTuuA csna,Glg,iripsmi (ipmn|ii> 
Cl 0 »tTGU-CTG 31 Qionuj (£)y>fj>GdT, 

The lord is the dark mountain gem 
of the celestials who drove the charriot 
for Arjuna in the great Bharata war in 
the yore. He is the sacred icon in 
Tirumalirumsolai amid flower groves. 
Will my well-coiffured girl at least be 
able to join her hands in worship 
today? I wonder! (8) 
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sucuibqif) < 5y^luj6D«37, eucng ^t,ii ^Igsw 

CgjITCTIdT &)>riTG&)G8T 

HGuib qrf) gjrcucusncn, Oump&i Goj'biau. 

CGU^IuJGnSJT, 

eflcuiiq §}iu£u ^ipj a_sf>i_uj 

^l 0 iDgaSl 00 C 5 it 6 T>cu j^OTip 
jacuih £}aijp itjiTij ottct>ot it,cgiir,g.ii) Cl&rTtO- 
CTOT njigjGoj ? 

The lord with mountain-like strong 
arms wielding a dextral conch, wearing 
a bright attractive thread on his 
shoulder, is the Vedic lord of Venkatam. 
He is the good Narayana residing in 
Tirumalirumsolai with the Siiambaru, 
Nupura Ganga, flowing through it. 
Will my bright-forehead girl at least be 
close to him today? I wonder! (9) 

CajLro^tSHrflujcucincsT, ^(ffjiDnoSl^^Csrrcncu 

rQcarrr) 

«*N,L_cO UJT) 63 ") 611 UJ GiD CJT ^UJ 

&IT ^u)l lQ gTCTT0| 

iDfTL .& QftfTlq. ID$GTT l 0 f£lG 7 >S>UJHIT 

A©SI&C3Tf5l Q^fTgaTGST 

UrTL_CVJ U g)l 6H6p Ugjgjllb UuSlc 06 UrTri< 3 >(£) 

^CUOTCU UfTSUf^ftGGtT. 

This is a garland of ten sweet songs by 
Kalikanri, King of pennon-fluttering- 
mansions-Mangai tract, on a mother’s 
desire to unite her jewelled daughter 
to the Garuda-riding lord of 
Tirumalirumsolai, who is hard to 
attain by seekers. Those who master it 
will have no Karmas. (10) 

9.10 On Tirukkottiyur 

Engal | Temmangu 

cti^ia,6rt cti b ggantrj cnb tSIgnesT, 

@«nu>Gujn(r*0 pmuACTi sjagj ^unuGuii 
amiasti3,iiiiDisj'a,»ju iSiflujugj i ifleunor- 

Clun(ii0 s>ssjt qg,ii, Clsiiiuju 

Glun( 3 T 5 »GsTr (f) j&p ^g,i6ul&j0 G^crfl 
Oaias>iDO>ii) maj0d> ^(^AGftitu^u^ijiiCwr. 


Our own dear lord and master is the 
lord of gods, forever residing with 
grace in the hearts of those who 
worship him. He is the lord of 
Tirukkottiyur where clouds rain 
streams of gold, lighting up the place 
and making lotus buds blossom. (1) 

5T5U6U CpITlu g> G £^UUrT«7,GTlO,ff>0 
,@53T fFjGftS,#, SjlfflJITGlJITlu (pGUlDAgTT 
GldcijsS) C^blTUJ 5U5UGU(TS37 UJfT ID&L.0 

.gssflujtTsjr - 

QujGTTfiUCU aifT6ff)CO CUCRIT^t 0^0'r. U)5u£61cn& 

ioiran6uGiu(i0ii> ^cncrorige, u>(T0r5,th 
^ig>iij6up(7p 6u0ii) - ui^nCfJT. 

Our lord rids us of the miseries of 
sickness. He enjoys the smile of red¬ 
lipped Dame Earth, and is ever-sweet to 
the lady of the lotus Lakshmi. The breeze 
blowing over his bee-humming garlands 
of Jasmine and Jaji spreads a heavenly 
fragrance in Tirukkottiyur. (2) 

ClffuciTeiTlujrTteST, fttfliursTT, locraf! (giro cuararcyarcfr 
efilsraisrsrsijii gifl«>0g;snn3 5 tid* 0 
ginterfliudOT, a-iurrig&nsjT, 2_cu0 

gjlCTT^ ff)(T CllDrTsf5T0 Q«3»rT€73rQ, &mDGT>tJ& 

&,rrfGT>rr) 

0ji)& > G3TLb (eUffjgjj 

Cl^CTUCTf, »§nu i^fT)6filcu - U4 £IiCgf. 

The spotless one, the dark one, the 
gem-hued one, the lord of celestials, 
the transcendent lord, reveals himself 
to us. He swallowed the seven worlds 
and brought them out. He resides in 
Tirukkottiyur where streams in 
groves bring Sandal-wood and 
whisk-hair in heaps. (3) 

SJSiib 51(51, ®ejri0in 6£sijT a>(tgu upp' 1 ® 

(TOpg) 

ldiSIcC* eprr 

Q&gf^^^rrejx. : ^ q.j l q- tD0»u® 
jgjcaflujflcs 1 
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fbirrpj U5cuc61«t>6> iDcun - 

§}ar[gien eucrn0 g>cu ^iigiii) 

Gftrricu - $i^r>eXl<y,nCi?. aLijnCcr. 

To the axe-wielding bull-riding Siva, 
the lord obligingly gave a place on his 
person, as also to the lady of the lotus 
Lakshmi. He resides in Tirukkottiyur 
where beautiful, youthful bees hover 
over fragrant Senbakam and Jasmine 
flowers, then sip aroma-nectar and 
dance. (4) 

GUfusrr <3><_c0 €USS5TC331£37. inn IDOTjfl &JGS3T633TS3T, 
6£)s33T£33T6ylT Ga>fTC3T UJgjJ U)CUIT^ 

jbcn (LpununGJi Qfj>i4iun£3T uu* 

Si I • 

ij)fsi(£jcu Ggjfruj tosrafl Lnrri— CleiJbi'*u Qs,ntq 

ID ITS, Sgl utlTliig,l 672$ GUfTG3T 2—UJIT 

$iil&£TI «,HG37^OT7£Uli> - 

The lord of deep ocean hue, the lord of 
dark gem hue, the lord of celestials, the 
lord of nectared Tulasi garland, the 
ancient lord who measured the Earth, 
resides in Tirukkottiyur amid mansions 
that rise high and touch the clouds, 
while the white pennons on top play with 
the Moon in the heavenly sky. (5) 

•srjljb OtfGU 2_UJ5 j5j) a>IT){Q| 

S7 CUCUli) &,g 5\ nGF 1 CTC3T€y»€3T c=Hji6^)6TH 
CTiiiQrjn63T - 

Ibncucuib i_|d? II'CTTCSTT CUjbgjJ GUdSTT^jft IflfTGU 
&-«r» rr)£iGfitrjQi ^ TC3T ’ 

^6^rn(6^ih- 

My lord and master, the adorable 
Mai, fired arrows on Lanka s king 
Ravana and ended his tyranny. All the 
kings of Jantbu Dvipa gather in 
Tirukkottiyur and say, “The lord resides 
here!”, then bow and worship, while 
'he celestials come and offer praise.(6) 


&G3T<Ty Q&fT6T370 d)l GTTfbJ&Sjfl 

CTOT^J LDfT LD63)l£ 

fpOTj^J <5sfT5)gjJ 2_<5><bg>fTC3T, r£lcu LDfT 

^ofliufTcar - 

(gjCTTf^CU (LpCUGT>CUuS)63T ClJfT^(LpiD (£j€rf1lT 
lDCU©$63T5> LD653TQplb ^GDCTTfbgd ^GTTJb 
Q^^jTTTjsu 2_cucyih- axfjnCan. 

The sweet lord of Dame Earth came 
in the yore as Krishna, swirled the 
Asuric calf against a wood-apple tree, 
then held a mountain against rains to 
protect the cows. He resides in 
Tirukkottiyur where the cool breeze 
blows over mountain Mullai and cool 
Jasmine flowers, wafting their 
fragrance everywhere. (7) 

U,fb)(2)(3j)5jJ c^lj^GJT 5>fTLLI«b|h| 

iDfTtf 

^iqClUCTiOTTcaijCTT £L.<5>fE,£j| 
nri£i^ CTCgT g)i 6n ^GnmCujmT&en 

d)\h Qu(TT)lDfT€3T - 

g^nfhJ(g} £6731 L-JCUefilcjr QftfT0 - 

GLJTTCTlLpubluST .EhiSjflOujfT^ IDfTf^j 0,63^1 
Cg>r*jJ(g> UfGJTffU (fTy5iC9.au 

The lord of celestials who made me his 
servant and entered into me, came in 
the yore as Krishna and broke two 
Marudu trees, killed an elephant, and 
ripped a horse’s jaws. He resides in 
Tirukkottiyur where Mango, Jackfruit 
and banana fruit in plenty, in orchards 
with cool streams. (8) 

C<3>rrGnaj * ifTQsimiT, i b 

&±QlGiinn f 

§>i_ tun iDwhjiTtSicn.a 
ClD6l4«T)fT63T(ip5>C3flc0 6$GITf£l (&, 

ClDCL|ff>fTG3UD67>fr) CUfTCOTTli, CcUCYTG&l 

c^l,2U ^f^iAlb QjGUCVJffUli Q§)fT(igub 
C^bQj C^CDlSlafTOTT -^l(fT ) *CdT>fTujq.ui,a , TCc3T. 

The lord is sought after by sweet Tamil 
bards, pot-dancers and Vedic seers 
whose thread is brighter the lotus-born 
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Brahma’s. He is Devadevapiran, the 
lord of gods, worshipped by seers adept 
in the four Vedas, the fire sacrifies and 
the six Angas in Tirukkottiyur. (9) 

SUCU5U63T, 0>SlSl&63Tr$ 10HjJSJ)&UJ(T 
g6515U5U65T Cluni^lsu, 

Cacuasn umii &j£(^g$ 0 aC&nC^.uyr(t 65 i 5 !ST, 
jlcuior <tp£lcil «USf5ICS3T6nS3t, QjbQllOITffiOSU, 
@ssi gpiflLpircO jScnrargg girt, 

Ibastno su6usumT&0 @i_ib ^j,(g>io 

surrsSr a_euCa. 

This is a garland of sweet Tamil 
songs for the dark gem-hued lord, 
resident of fish-dancing-streams-and- 
groves-Tiruk-kottiyur, by Mangai 
King Kalikanri, deft horse rider. Those 
who master it will enter the world 
of celestials. /int 


10.1 On many temple-towns 
Orunal \ Santa \ Adi 


S?<2> jE>a> an>jDib srswajj a_uSlrr, cgxaraT 

^UrT06TT, 

CU©U3 5>cu Qgircu smuj^gsnoiT 

0505,50 acrerLg, Gumij, 

*0 OjbGu aareiOTioiijcnaitiSTT 


w,.,« UO ,^ IVaL 

My lord and prince, my best friei 
my very life and purpose, r 
forthcoming eternal home, — we 1 
Darshan of his feet in Nirma 
yesterday. Today we shall go and hi 
h,s Darshan in Kannamam 
surrounded by ripe paddy fields ( 


OurrsirancjT, ldit ussnftsDuj ^tarafl 

CuiTtU , 

CTOTTCmoiT PT-acrx^T, (TUfi iSl fj fT 63 T 

gjriunnesi, iurru> Gtacnp a>rr £33700) 

g)6jfoT^n6filCcu. 


My gold, my gem, my beautiful 
lightning, my lord and master, — we 
had his Darshan in Venkatam; today 
we shall go and have his Darshan in 
Tiruttanka. (2) 

Csusmsu ^su^gjsjisuu usnerfl «Sl0ib6tui 
uoronsu, <31/1 csiuj guiprrw 

iDfrcnsu ^,651 uS 1 su ^.sjingl io£lij)£,gd Ci JtTlij , 
0rrcuih a_ OTTcafl cn uj o. s> ircrsrgl ib 

5>nrj,iwuflG<M. 

The lord who slept as a child in the ocean 
floating on fig leaf, my precious ambrosia, 
the cool Tulasi-garland-lord, — we 
enjoyed his Darshan in Tirtivali; 
today we shall go and have his Darshan 
in the world-renowned Tirunangur.(3) 

gjGiraa,ij) ,jgcu ai_cn(,, a_u5u 

t5l5ITg0li) 6T>lD5,g55,ggXLJ Gulflsu 6U637U^^O 

Gurun, 

aisnuM Jgsb ^u,ijita,0 

t g ) 05fr 

Gfilsira,<£lcir)55Ts Qasjrju Cl5udr5ncn|T)a. 

gCTOTTglClfl. 

The light-eternal, my prince who tore 
into Hiranya’s chest, my ambrosia, 
light of the celestials, the abundant 
grace, — having worshipped hint in 
Tirupper, we shall go and have his 
Darshan in Tiruvellarai today. (4) 

aLSncuuSlcu agl £5)531 S?" 

5,l..6tn5u £lTgg5u53)C3T £,53.5)^173, &5J3rgl 
a_L_oncuin6m_)0^^j a_«iT6TTu> e 

efil L_ CD CVJ CS) LU & G 0 G3T p 0>rTOT3T0lD 

Q ld iij uj 5> g>j 6"^ ^ ^ * 

The lord who ended the misery 
Siva, -- wearer of the ash frot* 1 
cremation grounds, — gave us Darshan 
in Tirunaraiyur. Deftly entering h lt0 
my person, he melts and drinks 
my heart. Today we shall go and ha v<? 
his Darshan in Tirumeyyam. 
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€UfT«n€3T 3>f|>g> 6W 6TT CTT CD CO , 

CgjGDGTT f^GTT 6UUJCO G^T^T) IT) u9c0 toGTSlQl GumLl, 
«^cd€3t surnliq. ^(i^^ib 3>ii> 

C5>fT€T»67T, UJ rTLD (#) l_ f£i CT> £ 0 OtfGjTrpj 

^.rTffirar^GiD. 

The benevolent lord who gave 
ambrosia to the gods, the nectar of 
devotees, gave us Darshan in 
Tiruccherai amid fertile fields. He is the 
lord of gods, the lord who killed the 
elephant easily. Today we shall go and 
have his Darshan in Tirukkudandai. (6) 

<96'UT J 5jG\jfTi7 ioi£)jp Cs>fTSUGuc3T cH.iL , QcuQTrQcnnuj 

iDrTffjgj ^^n-,cy>2>uSlco ftcijr© n><£lij?nbgiJ 

Gumu, 

urTf^gjCTT um£)uSUu ucncrfl dj)0ibiS)uj 
GciJQ<5 t^STTU ITC37TT LD 

Q6Uo°o.JJ>rTGnG6TT. 

The lord who came as Gopala, pleasing 
to the coiffured Gopis, and gulped 
butter, gave his Darshan in 
Tiruvalundur. Today we shall go and 
have his Darshan in Tiruvehka, where 
he reclines on a serpent-bed. (7) 

Ug,5,IT UfTCU U^flffilUJ 

Clg,fTff,«n5, iflrrc51^(g) G^irdncug, Ct^bfT^gu 

CufTLLJ, 
mrrGsufl&s, 
Qscaitpj djleraT6iraT0,n& 

arrcrijr^Gu). 

We worshipped the lord, — devotees’ 
life-breath, cool as the milky Moon, 
beautiful as a gem-set garland, in 
Tirumalirumsolai. Today we shall 
go and have his Darshan, — precious 
as pearls, gems and emeralds, 
in Tiruvinnagar. W 

®ibu ton a,6if1n}j SP 13 

Glft>ni> M CUntfctL - 

sj_gumb Qunjflsu Cftirua^gyt® 
ffiffifstfi? Gumii, 

JE>LOi lanssia Qasjtp anSKfrplib ©nsumuCcn. 


The lord who plucked the tusk of a 
rutted elephant and killed him 
with his tinkling-anklet-dancing-feet 
gave us Darshan in Tirukkottiyur 
surrounded by flowery groves. Today 
we shall go and have his Darshan of 
our lord in Tirunavai. (9) 

OurT)rr)ib ^jSrfleiniuu Guff )go L0GinrTfTGTTcr>63T, 
ftfT)fD ^ITGU &QS)5»G3Tr^l 2_«T>fJ 0<SUJg> 

O <9 rrco ^]rr)d) ,@«r>Gii QdjrTcooSluj 

O fT £757 l_ fT S> L_ 
^cucmco; ^ctoliL 

This is a garland of songs in praise for 
the bridegroom of Tirupper, the lord 
who grazed cows, sung by the 
well-learned Kalikanri. Those who 
master it will have no despair, they 
shall rule the skies as well. (10) 

10.2 Pongattam Pongo 

(A dance song of the vanquished 
Rakshasas) 

Irakkam \ Goula | Adi 

«nbC«,(icjr O^iijg, ^cmio 
^giixsninGuj ciioBtgj cnu^lj> 5 )i«> s>n«rafrr; 

uq&th ujfTlb ^cjrrru 2_C7>Q®®J 7 ^0 n6u653TG3T 

utluc3T63T; nifTGunj^£j si-Gnq&tG&mb 7 

qdif&f (BfrujattaiFTdT! ^crTf^G^nGsit I 
Gairsu aicu sfilcu .tgijmctSIgnCssT ! 
^Iiaar ^snipuutrn ,g)cu«r>cu; 

(Tj fT fhJ Bi GIT 

^)(CT,^G€3Trub - 0i_ib Clumbiagjgiii) 

(ol I_I ITPjjG&fT. 

Masters! Heartlessly our king did 
many wrongs, here and now they are 
rebounding upon us. What is the use in 
our delving on all this, — Ravana has 
been killed, — whom to tell this? Kings 
of the big monkey clan! O, Prince 
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Lakshmana! O Bow-wielder Rama! 
Alas, no one here to plead mercy for 
us fiends! We dance in fear to the sound 
of the wardrum Pongattam Pongo! (1) 

$6*1 (ipiq.iLjib 

uni^lg, C^fugr^ib u65nt_g)£F>QjG3! Qtfcusuib 
,(flg)5)lb L 0 I^JCT) 5 »UJ(TurTCU €ff)GU 5 )gj 5 > Cl5,L_l_ 1167!; 

6p)CTT0J ^jfjlujfl «^»qCujlTnj/(5)(nT 

Cg>fTGTT ^fJCTTlQlb g>(TTj (JJliqU.|lO 
6p3(fTjQJIT 5)11) ^ljD^C^fTli) ^CTTf5l 

GUfTlj)IT,Cg>mX); 

c?Hg>5> ! 6!lb Qu(OjLDrT63T ! 6Tli>OTXD5> Q<9>nGbC6\J6U; 
^Ig^Cesifiib -5,i_ibClLJnnij5>2)g>ii> 

GufiftjG&ri. 

O Lord! Endowed with ten crowned 
heads and double that many strong 
arms, our king placed his heart on 
women and lost his all. Not knowing 
what to do, we servants have grown up 
without devotion to Rama, a god with 
two hands and one head. Pray do not 
kill us. We dance in fear to the sound of 
the wardrum Pongattam Pongo! ( 2 ) 

5><sf3Ti_5>fTrjarnflujii> 

67!g»UJ67l6U, g>5>cfil©$l 6Tlb G<9»m.D ri65T 
Cl^jdSTffT^lCufTfijg)! , Cl 03U l_ n631; 6TlD5>(5j 

(£j<bfDib@cu«3i6u jClftfieOCcuco, ^co 
CsuiljCg, ! 

Clu6iniTtq.rirT6U (5jiq 5,67167>63TU 

Cu<5t^Q6ffl|T)5)j 61671 ? \si C7TT 

^6731 i_Qjrr6571 n 2_AuuCd) 0 <9 uj gj n iu ; 

dflCsirnib -g,i_ib Qunrii5>g)2)ib 
ClunmjC. 5 »n. 

O Tutelary king Dasarathi! The day 
our pitiless king Ravana entered the 
Dandaka forest and brought Sita, 
that very day he was doomed. We had 
no role in this. Pray do not kill us. 
Alas! this clan is ruined by lust for 
women, what to speak of it.' Your act 
is pleasing to the gods. We dance in 
fear to the sound o! the wardrum 
Pongattam Pongo! ( 3 ) 


61|05CU ,@ci> ,@CUnilC315>5,(£) ^g>67>ff) tllbCfl.nCJT 
63163163T Qp 631 l_J 63 jfi IP, 61 fill fh 611 

5>6331(Lp5>uClJ 

g)n631 &\<J8><hn (£jiq.5>(£j 616710 )1 

2)f^j67)5>67)lU ^ClJGTl 5)LDlSlCuj G<9063!6310631 
sfi)^^63>5 6UIT6316UO GgD633IUj lT)GfT) LJI_Gl OlDJ 
Csurfl 6iifirr Quni^lcu mo iduSIcu <^631631 

^1|6P,<9t c^fffu 6p>^l€31UJ5> G<9,0637!(^1 ITj|_ifilCtfl; 

<£>1 (CTj^flG63inib - 5)i_ib Gunnij fh 5>£>ib 
QunrbjGdbo. 

O Lord Rama! The unrelenting Lanka 
king our master had a younger brother 
who before our eyes prostrated before 
him and advised, “This dame is a poison 
for our Rakshasa clan”. As the celestials 
desired, now we have been crushed. 
Please take back your peacock-fair 
coiffured dame and return. We dance 
in fear to the sound of the wardrum 
Pongattam Pongo! (4) 

QtflbGl JITG31 1^61! (tptq 6T0i)<9>6Tf ( ^!J 116116331637 
&31g> 6T631IJ1JJ3) 6£>1T Gg)lLIQJli G<9>flC33iri t 
6mbl| a_6U0lb 5»lq 5»O6fi1c0 ^l631fDUJ0 

67)6Ug)2)G5) (£),rblDli> ^,!»5lfb£iJ5, <9,0633^0; 
(5) lb uG 631 o(^l, rjbl(5)lbug)llb Ulll_063T; 

dKYfDJDlb ID 0 63^1 L_ LDOlu SUO^gjj GgjOgaTf^l, 
^lblSl6310GVJ CTlb67)lX><9, G5,O631r5l^l^lci0rr>i^| J 

<5H<iflG63i0ib - 3,i_ib Guoojj5,4bg)ib 

GLJOOljGArT. 

Our tall-golden-crown-king Ravana 
brought here a goddess called Sita and 
held her captive in fragrant groves of 
Asoka Vana. Alas, that has been our 
undoing, just see! Rumba and Nigumba 
are dead; the very god of death in 
human form comes wielding a bow to 
take us. Wc dance in fear to the sound 
of the wardrum Pongattam Pongo! (5) 

6£>5> iDfl <9>L 6316tj<5, £>l £bg)J 6Jff)l, 

2-_ujnQ<5j>H6tT oifTiO, 0,iq <9,(167)611 
5,ng,6b lf)5>5,f6Tfjlb fh&jtT )^ipib G5»n63Tj^J 
Alq ^6\Jfb)67)<5, iDGUPitfjGTrflgjgjj 
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gjltgil eu ib£> 

CanOTnjsO GasSleniu cfilil©* GlanunGg) 
^a>IT (9«jr£lJ uQiflraTJDglJ; 3tbG$> n ' 

.Swig, (AC 01010 - 0 i-(<> Clunri* 00 U> 
QufTfhjCftfT. 

o Masters! The monkey messengcr 
Hanuman leapt over the ocean and 
entered our city, played havoc in the 
tall fruit orchards, killed the Rakshasas 
sons and relatives, then set fire to the 
city. Then itself, we should have 
handed over your master s lady to him. 
Alas, the travails we face now! We 
dance in fear to the sound of the 
wardrum Pongattam Pongo! (6) 

fi,0y>U) <§>16311f)l ((p0>!^63>(J 

SOTsaifcGa, 06 tjiQ S' 5 * 1 

( 00 cs 3 lj> 100610 ioi_ Grj,fT.ff,£l«r>iu 

stin^KGsutun id$ moT0©nar>cn 

etSDipwiai jjlsura63>00(0> @>m£D &63iOT>6JT, 
6i0i063i60 gaip'u* Qs,irCT.a J OJnicr>«T, 
tg^CigiDfr j 9 «ncr; loci ldcotA sn&raicrairr! 

Qarwc6lGoarj> - 2>uu> Cl u0iii 03 , 0 . 1 b 

Qunr^jC^n. 

O Gem-hued Lord! Even after seeing 
that you had made a bridge and were 
crossing the ocean, the mindless, 
whimsical Ravana did not give up the 
creeper-thin-waisted fawn-eyed Dame 
Sita. Pray spare us, we will tell you how 
to round up the others. \X e dance in 
fear to the sound of the wardrum 
Pongattam Pongo! (7) 

lOrarib Cl 0 ,n 633 i(i)l 5 T!T}lib ldgrtGi 00>(A (y>3>6un 

< 9,10 aujcii fl,srorraaAcniTi7a,<rn ^gun, 
<S}63ubQ*fT«TT QtntfcfT (tpcirtcu 

5)l<sV^Cin ^Icvj ^jfTugjn crsin^i, 

1 |«iyTu 5 Cl.g>rTcn Qidgtt lDuSIgdcu# iflffiniDCTxru^bg) 
L.|€3Ttfjn»j^ujn<^T<»Si Grv,(cij^c\j L|& criu^), 
r=M 631 r^j 0, dl ^C5T631, <9®^ CTvi 

<M^ACanri* - »i lid Cluniw**.tou> 
GlJITlSlCftfT. 


Despite having his own heart-throb 
Mandodari and many other beautiful 
fish-eyed queens, — instead of enjoying 
their precious soft breasts, — our lowly 
king entered the forest and took the 
peacock-fair Dame Sita captive. The lord 
Rama with arms as beautiful as Madana 
the-god-of-love, shot arrows into his 
chest. We dance in fear to the sound of 
the wardrum Pongattam Pongo! ( 8 ) 

mjtbithoi (y>63T0)j ld 6^0 i000>*£l63>riu Guir^lcA 
Glums)(^ ciiAa^ ^gj63ii[ SiGifou —gh tj- 
^uinSlor 

orjrsiaCen ,O00u>3>l <g(0$63T0); 

00ii>u6u06T0 2 >_t„ 6 i 0 j£l 0 ) 03 > Clg,0(i£G0>0i0; 
< g | irift!0 6 n 00 >( 0 ,; 61036310 , i9d(tCot! 

£r>} 6 U(hJ( 0 , Qcutb 0 ,(filGrj 063 T 0,631.^1 try 60 0 ! 
(2,!inij0s,u.(2) .StaCo! cnicniDfl, CI* 06 uC«u 6 u; 
a«v^ilG«5nub - 0i_ib Clu0iC03>0,(0 

ClunniiCiscT. 

We dread the Rama-bana, — fire arrows 
of Rama that are hotter than Siva’s 
arrow which burnt the three cities 
within the twinkling of an eye. O Son 
of the Sun Sugriva, with Jambavan by 
your side! O King of the monkeys! Our 
Lord! Pray have mercy. Do not kill us! 
We dance in fear to the sound of the 
wardrum Pongattam Pongo! (9) 

<£>101(0, <£(60 6006316000(0, ,£>><(0)6010 ^5, 
<£(633A ^«U016310,<1^1 l|il00fill63T g, 631631631, 
Qu(T0J(0, ID IT 606060631, 06&l0631lf)l 
C|063T0> Cl U 000 0.3)3* 10 Cl00633l(l>l , 

e_cu<£ 1 g>A«j 

6101 ( 0,10 UlTlq ,lf)l63Tq}|. lfit<^n . Ct0,06331len! 

^jgibcirnoGiu <§)i 0 JgJcuonsu; <gJjDjb3>0e0 , 

0,01(0,10 StSS IT <£>((.3311 Gio; 0.633l(qi 00063311 KIott; 

0 003jf)IC6BI0lb 3 , 1-10 Ou 0 (bJ 00 , 0 ,(i> 

Ounibitp0n. 

Devotees! In the yore the lord dest roved 
the city of Lanka and rid the gods of 
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their misery. Go about singing and 
dancing these Pongattam songs, by deft- 
horse-rider-Kalikanri. Miseries of this 
birth will vanish; after the body is shed, 
you will reside in Vaikunta. We say this 
with certainty, Pongattam Pongo! (10) 

10.3 Kulamani Durant 
dance-song 

Ettukinrom \ Des \ Misra Chapu 


0rCl_C33Te3T Currjpa,! 

<oUCTip«3> ! 6T63TlT)J 

GdJifTCDih ^<5. ^©^lsaTGfTjmh - 

The world ruler your King Rama 
became the lord of death for our king 
Ravana. Long live your Nilan. Long 
live your Sushenan, Long live your 
Angadan. We fear them and we dance 
the Kulamani Duram. (3) 


CT5)gi)^lc5TGfDfTiD rFjrrgj) <2>(igibu, ^rjruocar 

$0rbrru>d); 

Gcngj^ib rF>ibi5! AA^cfcurr! 2_ibG«nu)£ 

Q g> fT(ig 63 tG rr> mb; 
QJfTIT^Ging, Gu<?IT, CniCDID S_f^5>€TT QjrTGJTfJlb 
ClihricocunGio; 

-3^-5,5t it Gurrcu ^(^^CTTCfDrub - 

^ffiDfaoofl gtn iiGLfi. 

O Lord Sugriva, we salute you, Hail! 
We praise the name of Rama till our 
tongues swell. Pray tell your monkey 
clan not to kill us! Like entertainers, 
we dance the Kulamani Duram. (1) 

CTl£llS)fJITG63T STOTTCDOTT ^STT&J fTOJ €TC3Tfry 
^cuBrrjirGg,. 

sanujuuL.0, ^ybjD^leoiwngrt 

g}£,<Qa£fls>g>i 

Jbv>i5l inn! * 0 , 4,1 if g>j n! ^IfSJAgjGcjt! 

5>otGot! 

0lbuai7OTTGjT UC.0uGuftS5TfTG3T - 

ua Graft rjG in. 

Alas, Indrajit did not submit and 
say, “My Lord, my Master”, and was 
killed by an arrow inescapably. O Lord 
Hanuntan! Sugriva! Angada! Nala! 
Even Kumbhakarna is fallen, we dance 
the Kulamani Duram. (2) 

0rrcuii) •$y£S | t |a - ,T i)«,ciT Gftmrnian ernaissh 
@rjroisirat ©0* 

artojdr aifb&aifl acinitQ .sugifld, 

0,0 (yicDtuGunaj 


LDGjrrfsJ0,CTT rtjiijT}jcb currlt 0g>cutrrr imrg,iT0,6tT 

L|teooinjr>0) i_j6irciiHDujrTcrTOTi 

Qurtis^Trrjcijifl 41e<ncuiuiT6i>, 

5> OT3T fbJ A STT 2— CfftJT ©ftT f 6U (T ctf) l_ 

An«ucu^jA(2) ^oDcnCujnCTi 
cinia ^^^lorrCjniii) - 

0 tp LDfflisfl gjl OrG U) . 

Our lowly king Ravana, obsessed 
with thoughts of company with 
fragrant- coiffured dames was fed to 
the elements by the great bow-wielder 
Rama s arrows. We sing his younger 
brother Lakshmana’s praise, we dance 
the Kulamani Duram. ( 4 ) 

QsiicSrrfil s>!i,Ca,mb;innt!>Tii GsuootG^iho ; 

o>rT63T\b err ida (A, 

5>U)i£!g 5T CTrbJACTl 6UfTipffjfTGTT; <STtX> 

^U0lDfTGjfT gjiDITAfTGrr! 

ilcjrjjj aircnfiT fteruiftsh £rr sruDsnuxi. 

OAncusunGg). 

(£>™EP Cuitoj ^©^G^Ctr) rub - 

(«) ip uj «araft gjn gG id . 

O Devotees of the lord Sri Rama! 
We concede your victory, we seek no 
honour. Grant us a new lease of life 
today, pray do not lull us. Stay and 
witness to your hearts’ content, we 
dance the Kulamani Duram. (5) 
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&gooS1c5t (ipri^iT ld rrcpfV^ cujbgti ,a»rrsu€u 

£F>L_j)gj| ,@6VJf^OT>5> 

^GUCUGU O<9UJ0>rTC3T 2 _r^J*CTT G&ruDrrerT 

CTibcmu; ^LDrrojAcrrgjgjj 
QGucOGoeftlsueofTgjj ^0^1Gc5mix)5jne3Tn: Qcuii) 
.EW^Ggircar ^ 1 rr^j€urr! 

Q&ITGUCuC 6 y CT3T 1 _rT C3lGr^ mi) - 

0 ip id enfl gjr gG id . 

Your lord made a bridge of rocks and 
crossed over to Lanka, then shattered 
the bastions and entered the city, 
engaged us in a battle and routed us. 
O Son of the Sun Sugriva! Look, we 
have conceded our defeat, pray do not 
kill us. We are frightened, we dance 
the Kulamani Duram. (6) 

iD(tn}jDii> ^ijigismsJTCiu; GiuiiScst 

■#JT)rQU) gjJ'iiGlDGU <£g C<nJ«ftfTlqG3T C#Qj<?LlD 

CusirCfi). 

<£4,0)0)60 5fT65T® Qg)fT60 6ln>UlSl63T 

<£| ID 6*0 63T GUfTtpS, 6T63TIT)| 

rr) 0 )ib «£ 463 rsinnrr ancnrr rr - 

(^ipijiErafl^nffGio. 

O, Those of the Rakshasa clan! Come 
gather. If you want their anger to 
subside, here is all you need to say. 
Instead of boastful words, call “Glory' 
be!” to Hanuman, the powerful one 
from birth, and let the death-givers sit 
and watch you dance the Kulamani 
Duram. (7) 

S>6U6T1 UJfTC^GST, t iniij HOGfil, G^Ggff^l 

GTCOCDlTlB 

g))6U6TT Oqj€ 3T0 Q6lJ65Tr$Ujn61T63T <g>63T <9 jLDIT 
Q<hnco 6 i>nGiD. 
g>C06n tom_Lb^(j^ ^Cujngy^JI <3 »itgucuG 3T 
5,6Tr^^J6B63T 

(tfjGucncn »i653TQnyrc3T 5>n<areT ^igit - 

0 ip ID Graft gifT a G IB. 

The victorious blue-lotus-hued lord is 
the prince of white-mansioned 
Ayodhya. His monkey army, overran 


our Lanka destroying the battle 
elephants, impetuous horses, tall 
chariots and our crowned kings. 
Lest they kill us, dance for them the 
Kulamani Duram. (8) 

6 j@ GjjbgjiB gonco Ggbcd 

6 Tfbj* 6 TT ^gfTGueiraTGJTrTn 

6 £> t^uG Linear it n; rbrTf£is> 6 n GTiugjGd&nib; 

2_tU6UgjJ 6 £>IT &ngCiraT2>2)fT6U, 

0 U 4 .U GufTIT>Gg)fTLB S 2 _fbJ<5>6TT G<5>niBn63T 

Qg>ni_Cg63H6)Gn; 

iq £h dk>i_up ^(^IdQsaTGnj nto - 

0 ip id eiraflgjn gG lb . 

Our King Ravana wielding a tall 
spear with a wdde blade fled, while 
we became tired. Pray do not pursue 
us, w r e surrender to your king’s 
command. We gather in hordes and 
dance the Kulamani Duram. (9) 

CIsiicttjd Gansu Sftg> Qgsir ^gsoibisns, Qqjic 

0 LD£^|, <£1651'gJJ <£iga>AIT 
063T051B ^«[T65TfTlT «^4,lg 2_lLJib5> 

0 ip IB 633fl gi fT fl 5? (b 
(hGSTffy f063T0) GguCL) 63T<5>i> 

ffj 6lS1 UJ 63T ©Si LD ft 61B G\J 

6^63T|pJlB 6j&65TfpjlD ^JbgsJLD £p<3TfpJlb UfUq 

This garland of ten ‘Kulamani 
Duram’ songs by the greased-spear- 
wielding Kaliyan sing of the 
surrender-dance of the huge-bodied 
Rakshasas in the victorious battlefield 
of Lanka in the yore. Devotees! Sing 
and dance these songs. (10) 


5JT>SbLDGUIT<5> 0ipGVJ £>fUpg> gjITOT! S2_<9i0>glJ 

6 j0lq^ 5><»flGlLl 

ctcst cot cu a, l_ t_b gySs\ar>G3T eutmiisikl 

carr sunuSlcu iB^^jgil 


10.4 Yasoda’s suckle call 
Santamalar | Yamankalyani \ Adi 
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fE,j>2,G3T Qurou Qu^bro jTjUfijr a_ftij>g)j 
2_gg7Tg?TMli> «^(ipCg)! 
CTrbcn<5b Ou^innCcaT! 2_©rarcB3TrTUj; crdrr 
&| ID ID ID GftlDtb SL-GWt<WJTrrCuJ. 

O Lord born to Nandagopa, my sweet 
ambrosia! My Master! With your 
beautiful flower-tresses hanging low, 
come running here alone and take my 
swollen breasts. Place your auspicious 
lips on it and take suck! Take suck!(l) 

Gurbldfc tor/? 0»l—Cu QJ(j’JOTWatft! U>rT(ip<QC6\J 
G^ft^ii) rFjtbij?! 
OftfbJftGffjT Clfv>Lq.uj $ 0 Cgu! O <9 nii ft m cu ii> 
l_|Cff)IJ SUmufT* 

QftfTrbi€7>ft ftrjj>^ll_ 2^CTTCT>C3Tft0$l.efi)lL|»D 
ft fTbiiof fTjj? (f^fP)G<Jr)(siJT J 

crf^i(ft) ^ijtu (TftCCTTrr(^lio <nrip 

cfilsioOTujrTQ^ejTrrjnGuj ? 

O Dark ocean-hued Lord! O Laden- 
cloud-hued Lord! O Lord with 
auspicious red eyes! O Child with lotus¬ 
like lips! My breasts are swelling with 
milk. I keep calling, but you do not 
come. 1 wonder what mischief you are 
planning with the cowherd-boys! (2) 

4)1 (n-jcfilcu OurroSIrr.g, cTtpcu < 2 h,ui(t g>ih 
61 STTe«r) 6 TTftGCTTrT@ 

Cla,(36fi«0 ^iKnGTtAifldTjr) rjjiiS QaOjilraraj 
^omoftcrr ftewn^ilQ 
s_ 0 <£), ctott Qftnr^fflDftuSlar ^ib urreu 

ffpMll. JfjgJ UfTUJ(T)^)0^D tl -3Tp! 

iD(2>sfil4, ( 2,1 tbiana) g,i(rf)!i,gj ami (yjanaj 

E—QTITGifin QjrTfjrTLL). 

O Lord playing in the streets with 
beautiful cowherd boys! Seeing your 
naughty pranks, my breasts swell 
with sweet milk, overflowing. Come, 
sit on my lap and take suck with your 
auspicious lips. (3) 

inAftshClug, ®smi> Gun^jJ) emajii.&gj 

toi CJiHli, 

uxUot .Slroir g.ftfaju, (ipac bo,rl 


Qftftftir ^cmbiSlcmjT) < 2 ,c 3 tcog 3 t connijiD 

cnftu 9 co g,(r^cucjr; 

6p>ftftGnCuGlOGU <@0fbg>J c^lOLDtO 

cumjrTuj. 

O Master, the very epitome of penance 
that men and women of the world 
would undertake to beget a child! O 
Rutted Elephant, I will give you the 
crescent-Moon from the sky and in 
your hands! Come to my lap and take 
suck with sweet pleasure. (4) 

GimDftjft, ft(TTjrbl GTUOfj)ft)rT! LDfT LD(ff)ftjJ 

cfil 5 >ft,ftG< 3 T efilcnijujfTG^; QttJ6i£nO<^uJ 
tsfildQn^jn' 

Gungjj ^cjrr/jl, cncffT ft,crr QftnniiCinft 
ftfJfbgjj < ^'0ftft.^1s.\J<wr T ; 
2—ftr^tuCoT! Q_GraT<nS3TfTUJ ! S2_CVJ(<9) 

s> gsrrgsaTmu- 

O Dark-tressed Lord! You walked 
between the twin Marudu trees! O 
Naughty child, forever eating butter! 
My swollen breasts cannot stand the wait 
so long. O Pure One, take suck! O Lord 
who measured the Earth, take suck! ( 5 ) 

iSlcfTRr>cna,sit Ctflujcuon Qaiinunuj; Ci iftea 
^urflgjjib «j©!?<anui; 
ftCTTcnib tosuT^jglcu ca*>, enujj ftnciWrGoJ 
«£c 3 r>fDft 6 T» 

a^snenib 2._0<«£l f ersir Oftnniie?r>ft Gjaili && 1 
u n ilj j> $ (T) ^0 an ip ) 
UCTTCfflft0r^lui_(ft QftujuinCft; ljitgG 

sll- GTOTGffijT if, cjjnijniLi. 

You do not behave like a child; you art- 
much stronger than the other children, 
and full of mischief. You perform such 
acts right under our gaze. Mv heart 
melts for you, my breast overflows with 
milk. Do not pretend to sleep. Conic- 
take suck! O Strong One, take suck! (6) 
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&C3T IDS>63T CUC3T 3>nG5T (LpCT>CO 

Q GSXIGSXlSi O<3»fT(^^>0> 
€lJ63T LD<9>C31 «^iUwn «£H,c£l SUfTfbJ^ 

(ip&iGO 2_CT3Tl_fb L ^ L ^' 
2>cjnci<5)Cn ^^ujiDftCctTiT^ r^rrcsflco 

iDfbjcr>5> iDcromcnn! 

GTQT LD0>Gg 3T l^lblDlb 2L_GMTO^dlfTlU J 6T6JT 

c^LDlDLO CsiD(jptb 2_taJfC3TTnGuJ. 

When the terrible ogress came disguised 
as a mother and gave you her breasts, 
you took her poison milk, and her life 
with it. O Bridegroom of the good 
cowherd- dame Nappinnai, and of 
Dame Earth! My Child, take suck! 
Auspicious One, take suck! ( 7 ) 

S—<b^,lb <SHlq5>CTT (^pGlflciilT a_tf3TCT>C3T fTjrTfiST 

CTC3* CD&>uSlCVJ CAfTGVjrTGVJ 
‘«lfF)rTjT 5 ^li_ GiDrrSjCijib d£)cbGcuC3r; 2>|r^i<£HGTT 
Oy\b c^, CTCOCUfTlh 

i_|(£)g)(rTjii> Gurrgjj oindflcni &> 

Og)UJGUni;S»Cn £h rT£3TJT, 

^Jb^^mb Gun^jj i^gOGcucO, 

^ub cr>s.ujGcn!GDnarTuj. 

O Lord, wielder of the discus! Your 
father will get angry; alas, I do not have 
the heart to beat you with my cane. 
When your cows return at dusk the gods 
in the sky will be watching. Please do 
n °t stand there. Come take suck. (8) 

^cjJDIDSj g>cr>Go«j 63 i, <ntb C<£hnu}rTcri Gun 
^(ffjtfTTrTCTTOTT fcg>cuntu! 
*IDfD<5> ^cni^i Gs>fTC<aj! 

G^ifT6jlif>luJ Q^fTGU qftLpfTCTTn! 
«§;G3Tii CjfciTijjjib iru$0>giJ. Ancsrib 
dh&flCp! 

cTcjT ^ibmib & <fWTGM*nCg>. fftib 
Qi i^inncSt j§J(f^5,fi)nGuj ? 

® Chief among cow-grazers, my 
Liege! O Son of the benevolent 
^andagopa! O Crown-prince among 
ll 'c band of relatives! O Lord of eternal 
fame! Q Jewel-elephant roaming 


through ever)’ forest with your cows! 
O My Master! What took you so long 
to come and take suck? (9) 

^ibcmD gun Oai_ GcuG^tuj., GJ2>g l i cti£1cu 
Gd^rrcn 

Osibcniou u cp cucb goO« g>rT6TOT(2t, 

O <9 njj S>OT31 ClfEjiq-UJGUCTI j^CSTCncn, 

c^lblDlb 2_CT3T CT63TnrjJ £_6iD!Ji5><^l63Tfr) ufTl_€U 

^fbgjjib 

QlDLUli)6T>lD lD<3Tj|j>gj| CT>61l2>g)J <$8)6, 

cfilCTOT037 £))IT ^4,<g> 6yl ib ^GlO. 

This garland of ten songs inviting 
the red-eyed lord to come and lake suck 
was sung by strong-armed Kalikanri. 
Those who can sing it with a true heart 
will become celestials. (10) 


Punkotai \ Nadanamakriya | Tisratn 

L4,ltil Co.5>ITflr>£F, 5,63">l_ G^6U(*J0l(ol6ff3TUJ 

2_tyJOlt*'3i3l , 

^(*10 ^ GUGT7 ^ITgjgjjU LJCDl S.0S, 

•—| €3^ i_u_| syyi , 

cjnii<fQ @05*^ > ^ op njj.^ GfilcaicnujfT^d) 
cuc3H(snnC6<r ! ffuunwrflj 
Cp>Cffl iDfiJljf! aiOolOiflCoi ! <9UL 1 fTOijfl. 

O Lord dark as the deep ocean! You 
came and ate butter while the flower- 
coiffured Dame Yasoda sat and 
churned. She bound you up and beat 
you, made you weep, then consoled 
you. Now you are playing! Clap 
Chappani! O Bright gem-hued 
Lord! Clap Chappani! ( 1 ) 

/KfTuin incnniitS.cn s,iq»ji », ^u^it Oit,ui ® oin(^ 
ctu'i cnb iSIan. 9 x 5 .cn! 1^0 iQcg^i cmiis.cn s,ib 
«^4,um ^acfi1fT>5» 

cunujcuGcn! Q&nilLfTiu, Juuncrafl; 

• oncu cijcwickjtCcjt! C 1 s.rilL-nu.i flt'n inasfl, 

O Beautiful Lord of the Universe, King 
of the cowherd clan! You always eat up 


10.5 Chappani (Clap-song) 
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the curds and Ghee of the maids, 
making their hearts flutter! O Lord of 
lotus feet, and lotus lips! Clap Chappani! 
O Dark Lord! Clap Chappani! (2) 

s,mii Cioitit a_ 0 ili 4 g, g,uSlii Gi^iii 

girCioir g,«J)£cijri crcjrgj 

SmbtSlamreu, 

gmhGiflirgjijs, an&ujndi Qa&g, 

®©E>2> 

pnGiongtijn ! Qainlurruj fluuncjafl; 

2 >fTtDC?DiTJolGcTT ! iFuunsjiifl. 

O Damodara! Lord with a leash over 
your stomach! You overturn the 
buttermilk pitchers, gobble up the curds 
and Ghee, and incur the cowherd- 
women’s wrath. “He?, Toddler?”, 
they say, bind your hands and beat 
you. Clap Chappani! O Lotus-eyed 
lord! Clap Chappani! ( 3 ) 

Gurbromr g,GD6n atpcuu Cuirjr,^ 

<51UJGU @L_2,gi) 
2 _ 2 >n>mT sp 0 cu(if ) u ) @<*< 51 , a-tuilafleO 
ioj>n)<r 0 ii Curnii oj(g,au Quox 

2 ?_idol L 

ff»ff>fT)fTuiCcfr! Q5>nili_fruj, < 5 uurrciafl; 

dbrnr suonrr&idrGeTi! Qftnili_fnij ^uLiufrerafl. 

O Lord come to graze calves! By 
your birth you freed your parents 
from shackles, then with no relatives 
there, you moved into the midst of 
friends, who feared for you when you 
sucked the ogress Putana’s poison 
breast! Clap Chappani! O Cloud-hued 
Lord! Clap Chappani! ( 4 ) 

CanSjfyi OC5T i§)tiffiS9Mng> O^n^cijdu, cugth gq; 
CuiLI&f) (ipGT)Qj 2L_GlfffT|_ iSlCTTCnnuj! GuffllUGST 

,£'M J UJ«^lujn ,£HUUlh 5>(^)6W»T;^Curr«9><5>fT&« 
ann)0 ^uSlrjLb auuifonR; 

5> 1 CT>ft&6iTftco Cl<f>fTilL_rruj, ^uurrerafl. 


O Child who sucked the ogress 
breast! I beg of you with folded 
hands, favour me. The cowherd- 
dames will give you big Appam, sweet 
rice bread. At least for their sake, clap 
a thousand Chappani! With beautiful 
hands, clap Chappani! (5) 

Gaajcuib a_sjr cuuS)jT}j; ffuuSlrr)©!*© 

2><t* ^ishsu ^uuib g,0iai«p; 

y, tSlcu'T jgdr yjuj 5,1Ba* Gu<m oQp! 

Gan-sueuGcsr! G&tTL.i_rruj, suufTGsufl; 

@<-U) ;£!,«• QairCufiiu suun'Gsafl. 

O Fighter-Bull of tall-crowned 
Nandagopa’s clan! O Dark cowherd- 
Lord! Yours is not an ordinary 
stomach! 1 shall give you flaked rice 
to go with the Appam for your 
hunger. Clap Chappani! O Pot- 
dancer! Clap Chappani! ( 6 ) 

qcncrflcin 63 T siimh iSlcnfgg^ 0(ffj<bg>ii> 

enoj^gtl 

efilancnujnin gjrtig, ss_rSI 

G QJ ©TStG UJ 

^(OTClfluj €If) 5 »UJ<TCU < 5 HUj.Guj€ 3 T QpsncU 

G<E>00U> 

lSl 6 TI€in 6 TtulSlg<T 63 T! GftITL.i_(Tiij , ^MjuriOT^J 
Cutij (ipcncu S-emunCsir! tfuurrcsiA 

O Child, my Master! You rip the 
horse s jaws, you destroy the Kurundu 
trees, then skip and play; reaching 
out to the hanging rope-shelf you 
gobble butter, then fiddle with m) r 
breasts with those hands. Clap 
Chappani! O Lord who sucked the 
ogress’ breast, clap Chappani! (7) 

iunu|ii iSltt)0U) ^<5lm<i S ujmDsg!) 
iniTUJ Glj 65 KT GutTjgjj (ipcnfiu tpQ 1 

Gu<ij<nejiju ^cuca^cnu a_uStn 

ajnuiaiGOTlGamlLiTiijj auu<TOTfl; 

<£><rGUSl>*!T6'finG s S T GftfTCi nuj. 5 LJUfTCfi^' 


396 














THE big WORK / Periya Tirumoli 


In the dead of night, while neither your 
mother nor friends were watching, a 
beautiful stranger came and gave you 
her breast. You discovered that she 
was an ogress, and took her life with 
your mouth! Clap Chappani! O 
Pleasing One, clap Chappani! (8) 

arircno, gjipsfil ,31,16* *'rsunso sai-2>e«2>5> 
Scnrfl s-ens>a,^C-Qi> g>«iu cit'u 

eu0CurTGncTT 

CliDCTTGrrg, Q5>ni_rTj>5jj a_uS1n 

£_6«WTl_ 

cviCTTCTrGGulQ&rTLli—rruJ» ^ucjn’csafi; 

LDIT5U ! QftfTllt—fTUJ, tfUUfTGJljfl. 

O Benevolent Lord, Wonder-child! 
You smote the bedevilled cart with 
your feet, then when a woman came 
to breast-feed you, you grabbed her by 
stealth and took her life! Clap 
Chappani! Adorable Lord! Clap 
Chappani! 

6>mi 1_|LUC0 6tf>db<9> LOfh)63b<S>UJlT 

^»utjrrcn«3T Qff>(gj^cu iS^rfluJfTgd 

G Qi fT S73TI_ 

^rrcTTn ! 5>craT6iy3TrT! 

gjipniijgj 

&nf\ c^erm! Q<5sfTili_fTiij t .suurTGrefl; 

2>l_ lOfTITGUCT ! Gfljfulufnu SUUfTCfiifl. 

O Lotus-eved Lord Krishna, forever 
gracing the heart of the benevolent 
and benign King Kalikanri! Clap 
Chappani! O Lord with wide 
auspicious chest graced by cool Tulasi 
garlands! Clap Chappani! ( 10 ) 

10.6 The lord’s wonders 

Enganum \ Kanada \ Adi 

v^angjiib rrgji «j>ui igjl iDmmb 2 _cotOl ? 

5>(J fbniJCOTTOTT^LU, S-CbAgjgjJ <^JDg}JTCU 
^^i^rTcrJiD Gfiliftgj&CbCST ffHD Gu0U>rr6ar; 
t^lgil ^CTTffilujlO -0U>. 


Qu(Ti^i(£> AL-giJib, Qurr0uqii], 

Qfb0UL|ib 

Qrf>0^dOu H<9>, G U (T63T 

&>&) cm ottG u ng^ 

<= £^ fj>£J>6bfi3T & fT fcoVl l6l 631 - OTT 01 , 

^LUsilujafTCU 

| CD GTT f G 6b 6WT G GUST LLJ 2_ GSZT (^1 , 

q CffOT l£V 0 6b C 63T. 

My Lord came as Nara-Narayana and 
divulged the sacred texts. He is also the 
one who packed the twin Orbs, the 
Earth, the oceans, the mountains and 
the fires, — all within his stomach! And 
look, now he is a child leashed to a 
mortar for stealing the cowherd-dame’s 
butter! Can there ever be a greater 
wonder than this anywhere? (1) 

065TrT)J 6p63TipjLD2)^fT, ^IJCUlb ^Gncfils, 

ID fT S>l_GT>CVJ& , 

6 ^(T^£>nGU t 

[£)63T0J 2_cr5T6Dl_ G<5>rT673T(^ Chilli). 6bGffT 
tftfLOTT CJ 

jPcrjcm jj^Gu^ionejn: (y)car 

a_6TJn-G5,rTc0 £n i05>fj5> <&i_c0 6jy? 
tDCnCVJ GJlj? 2_6U0 6J\j> CpSL^turTCmiO fFjlblSl. 

^63TJT}| C_6T3TL_6U63T ,£f> fT 633T1$ C3T - JglC3T0) 

^ludj^iugrTco, 

^ GDGff , G 6b 673tG GsTiJT LLJ 2_OT3T(0l , 

q 633T Iq 0£>£ 6b G 63T . 

Rolling the serpent Vasuki over the 
mount Mandara, the lord churned the 
ocean for ambrosia. Then he came as a 
cowherd lad and straightened a 
hunchback woman benevolently. He 
is also the one who swallowed the seven 
worlds, the seven seas and the seven 
mountains in a trice. And look, now 
he is leashed to a mortar for stealing 
the cowherd-dame’s butter! (2) 

&-snOTiy>lu0 "WibS mgj sji*i_«iira«n 
s-cuui | @cu eucSIiumi ^emiurreu cm Arab 
sfilcriCT j.jgltlL gj CTfijlgU CTCCTTGSjfl 

€SI©6tGg33TJTIT LI0CU, 

^6U(T ff,n«rt egiflg,®, Quy^umra!, yptjr ^nrii 
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ajGDCTTrb^tili— Gfilcucunffrfl qjgu cufTGn GTuS1n}^j 
ID6DGU CufTCU ^Q^OTUTC3T Sl-L-SU CUGfT 
a_^)fjasu 

^S<nCTTIT)^lL.|_GU63T ft fl OT3T tf>) 63T - ^SffTlT)] 

CiDGTT, Q Si» OfiirCl 6331 lU 2_OT3T(^ 

e^U I_1 G33T 14 0 Jbg) 611G SffT. 


When the gods found the boundless 
strength of Madhu-Kaitabha a cause 
for fear and enemity, they sought the 
help of the lord, who ended the Asuras’ 
lives. He is also the one who came 
against the mighty bow-wielding, 
fierce Hiranya and tore his chest apart. 
And look, now he is leashed to a 
mortar for stealing the cowherd- 
dame’s butter! ( 3 ) 


^6iniDGujfTIT 0IJ6&3T gjlT 6TS5T, 


gjfrarr 

tfljaRTT ^ILJ, (ipiJGffiJT ^UJSUemesrT 2_<£)lJfTGU 

i 9 srr(>><£lilgl ,^uDg«Tft 0 


£_ftfb£& 

Clu(fFjLOn€3T ^(fTjlDfTGo, gfjllf) jgfT £<_6U63)ft 
SUGlT(T(t)^)L_l— Q&fTGU ^TT cSlrQSU IDflGUsSlGTHU 
IDSTOT GftfTCTTGTT ££»0 LOITOTiJT 


(g>fD6TT ^UJ, 

r 2 HsnrT 5 ^uli_ 5 uG?rT fta©njTi£)sjT - ^sar^j, 

<^l,iijfl^lujfjrrsu 

oH( hDctt, QeucifijTQc 37 riIj a_6Tirr(^ 

e^ULICTlITl^ 0 JbgjSuGsiJI. 


When the gods despaired and sought 
the lord’s refuge, he came as their 
protector and graced them, by 
destroying Hiranya with his nails. He 
is the lord of Sri, who came to the 
prosperous Mabali as a manikin seeking 
a gift of land, then grew and took the 
ocean-girdled Earth. And look, now 
he is leashed to a monar for stealing 
i he cowherd-dame’s butler! (4) 


cgaViLurai (ajjosh ^ib, Qrt,Q amen ^eirciuh; 

^'qu-inr'r uQ|£ gjiujri CT6U<wmi) 

4 Ira3Ti naniD rfj«n«rTj > g,j fgiernr>Gtiinn yui 
Ciocu tS)tr>ieh ^airfjlinib fijjsir, 


GsuewrL_rTC 3 >u> £,idit ctott g> U)6Drj 

gSIcstsuu ClurryGumr ^6\jn trr&jrn^j s_ev(&} cjup 
c^l,ei 3 TL.rTe 3 T - 0>nOTTi$G3T - 

^ujarfliugiTGu, 

<^165)611, OgU655tQ S3Hnij 

<=H,U U| 655T IQ. (rt) Oj GU G 63T. 

The manikin came and grew, then 
took his foot up into the sky, that his 
devotees may never face despair. He is 
also the one who broke the law of 
Karma and ruled, “Yama’s agents shall 
not touch our devotees”, and thus 
established a reign over the seven 
worlds. And look, now he is leashed to 
a mortar for stealing the cowherd- 
dame’s butter! (5) 


^C3TUU UUJG3T UO)fT)J 

ufflrafljbgjj sjAs> ciiGucunrr gjujiT ^s^yuj 

ercuGufub 

«?tPib^L0,^aicn!jgi g,sna,(g, c gy5,s,Qisu«o 
Qu0u>irai, ^drrrf?iL|LD 

ClaiPs>$c-0 CT^lii ^Icsrm lOsjTGrrc^ 

41 « 3 tg,ti.s ) fTGn ^snsu ^uSloypib unjgsuircu 

L-L_ai 53T AneijTlfel S3T . 

^j,iijs 41 u jrjrT6v, 

<^sncn, ClsuGnsiGsisTuj 

<^>1—1 i-|6iiini£|.(ffjfT)g)6iiG65 T . 

Devotees who cut their attachments 
to a life of pleasure and offer worship 
at the lord Tirumal’s feet are rid of 
all then Karmas by his grace. He 
then takes them unto himself. He is 
also the lord Parasurama who cut 
asunder the thousand arms of the 
warring King Kartavirya Arjuna 
with his battleaxe. And look, now 
he is leashed to a mortar for stealing 
the cowherd-dame’s butter! (6) 


usmi_s,4;)il@, ^ Jh bosuuiib a.onU. 

(ip€3T 

u ©^jb£j6j0>gj susucvjrm gjjujfT ^ y 11 ctgOcui 71 ^ 
g,em&0 s*,** 

Gxeaa'fb 

Qgisrflujr *(,*«,fr ^IrrjsuGuaiij 
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tflanL-Sigltlgl er^jbo, (g>!jr»i«nau ucDuiurr 

cfilcufbjacu LJffiU UfTLuiil efilJ)li>,ffiL_OTlCU 

<S)®nus>^LLi_sijOT *ireferifldf - 

^ojff^lujgfreu 

tSjensn, OsuOTsiClcmuJ a-cretQ 

tSHyU n oral (35>& ^ ^ ^ 4 

The Rakshasas failed to realise that the 
lord elevates the whole world by 
wiping away the travails of devotees 
and accepting them unto himself. 
Then the lord gathered an army of 
monkeys, made a bridge over the ocean 
with rocks, and destroyed them. And 
look, now he is leashed to a mortar for 
stealing the cowherd-dame’s butter! ( 7 ) 


Oid< 3T fb^O Gji>a 

^«ny>Gujn0 

SL_l_63T 1 5H > h i 6^GO G7£3T<5rT qjGO 6JUJ 

^GiJGrT ^gstuit ^G^TCurrQ 

<rrr nil Q 5> (TIT) fT) 6W G3T <2^1 L) f gj GTT & fTg, 

(iP 5 >(£ri' 

^cor^jcn^ iDCOf^id*. <^fj<5>*G3T 
f^GTT Ce^frCIcTTIT^I 5>fTGTT j^jGTjfluj 

®J63T <5>rrOTiH lS)63T - 

^ 1 , 0 ; a ^Tl uj rjfrcv) 

Cl 611 GWtQ 633T ilj £_6ff3T0, 

lj GOTT iq. (tfj £, gj CU G 63T. 


Breaking a strong bow, the lord 
enjoyed the sweet union of Dame Sita 
of soft coiffure and beautiful jewels, 
then was proclaimed crown-prince. He 
crossed the ocean, routed the city of 
Lanka and cut the heads and arms of 
the Rakshasa king Ravana. And look, 
now he is leashed to a mortar for 
stealing the cowherd-dame’s butter! (8) 


Oorcu Go>ip a_«r>snu Guirfiig, 
ifl l£> fT-2) 

Clftncmcuuj, iSlfflujugij Gfltinijjj Goij^l, GTujgcTgy 
t (§U miCl5.fTG?f5T0 

i_ r^j 'krT5jtf><S3T QjfTlij 
@(5* ^ & 0*UJ<2> Gt J(fV)l/lfTG3T. <ip65T rj-,(T6TT, 


6ljrflfb$lll_ GfilGOGOfTGO IDfJli) GTlLg^J 

LDG^CuCufTGVJ SL-{(^€llS}§ii 6£>n 

GP^>(2) 

(fl ll. I _ 6U 63T th fT GTIJT l 6I 67T * CTT fT^j 

^LU^iluJ gncu, 

^ GiDGTT , Q 6>J GJinCl GJ3T LU 2_G73T0, 

c ai ) UL|GijiJTl£) (TTjJbgiGoCtTIT. 


When ihe impetuous horse Kesin with 
a red mane came rushing against him, 
the lord confronted him and tore apart 
his jaws, getting rid of him forever. 
He also shot an arrow piercing seven 
trees, and chopped off the nose of the 
mountain-like demoness Surpanakha. 
And look, now he is leashed to a 
mortar for stealing the cowherd- 
dame’s butter! ( 9 ) 


j£)63TJDfTI7 (ip5»Ul_|5 (£ICr>6iJTUjrTOT 

guuSIit)OT>2> i9®®uuithi, 2_;5Iuuitco, 

giuSllT. OgjUJ 

<£y,uj0if)ujn GQ)imTjtG bflOHl'j 

2 _ gCc\j rr(TJl 

^j,uc|ciransi0!i)a Gu(n,ion«it ^nq.Cu)Gu 

ff,G3T2U Og,IT6V ^(TCUIUCU LOIbjeO^UJIT 

(j5i (T 63T, 

AoSlujcnT 6^oS105iijg) 3 >i£ly? ioocr»6u cucueunn 
CTGjrjDir^lLD GTiancT ^gstuid ei\u£l 

^ssuDGiunn&(ff)ii) ^muljitgu Gugv crriuggsiniCg. 

This garland of Tamil songs by 
fertile-fields-Mangai-King Kaliyan is 
offered to the feet of the lord who, 
oblivious of those around, went about 
filling his belly with the milk, curds, 
butter and Ghee from the pots of 
cowherd-dames, then was bound to a 
mortar. Those who master it will 
never despair, will enjoy a good life 
here, and will go beyond the world 
of celestials. (10) 
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10.7 The neighbours’ complaints 
Manam | Kapi \ Adi 

iDfTSjrib S2_(^l&etT c^UJIT (£jCUL£>; 

^5>OTTrrc0, iStffJIT ID<5><5>CTT gjlDCniD 

aeiGirnb 2_63 >«_uj<3jt Q^iLiluu Clurr) mi; ctctt^j 
^ rruuGffT; a_rjuu<£lGbCcuOTr; 

fh IT^TU ID 22 —GD {T<2>£pGcU63T J 

uan5flg>d£lGu«T; 

rF)fh]«r>&G>fTGTT; ffjfTCST GT63T 0<«HuG<3><sjl ? 
g,fTg)Jlb $£IT ftOTTesfllLjli) ^<5>^gjJ5> 

g>u9iT &63^i_^cjrtT)n6jr Gungaib. 

O Ladies! I could only plead with him 
and say, “Your cowherd- folk are 
respectable people. Please do not go about 
destroying the neighbours’ daughters”. 

I could not scold him, nor could 
Nandagopa do anything. It looks like he 
and a maiden are churning curds in the 
outhouse. Alas, what can Ido? (1) 

<9>fT6ff)Gl) AQDuJbg) ,@10 C»lDfTIT G6ln),g,u 

GurT^l 6 ' 5 TGfr)SjT & 63 StG|_ GurrGOTTcjr; 

LDfTGncu fbgijraj rb<b^«T ID&63T 

^cuGoneu, 

U3n)£y 6urb£(T(fiji£ @cu€y>6Vj; 

GlDCnCLl *nCJ3n$OTT«9>Gn; 

QcucijinQgisTTGuj^gjTn^j @0jb£> 

UfT^JLD U^OTT 0L_li> <9>OTffTlCj.GcOGffT J 

unefilCujGjT 

CTCTT Qd»tuGftGCT? CTGffT (old?UjG^GciTa ? 

O Lady of the main house, Yasoda! 
Nobody else came here, other than the 
flower-decked dark haired Krishna, 
Nanda’s son. I saw him as I went out 
to sell this buttermilk I churned this 
morning,. Come here and see! Not only 
the butter, the ten pitchers of milk 
I had saved are also empty. O What 
shall I do, what shall I do? (2) I 


ClgjGTTGifliij cnmui ilr^iufTciT jr,nijcn<5,5>fT6TT! 

2_r51GiDC7)G\jg> g)i_rr r^lcDn)^#, 

ClGusriffifl iDsrau ^(f^jT^rrcu <git>tb QcuGynQcrncnuj 

QJfTlfl s5l^I^J^liSlll0 
dnfjnsii C3T 2_fT)rij(2j<^lG3Tnr)aGjr j 

dhngffTTLSlGjTdhCTT ; 

CiD<5> CT€0curTli) QfP,UJ; GUuSlrry 
lS)CTT6«DCn Uljfh <^65T©j;@<TU GJip 2_G\J(£)\i 
Q<5)fTGTTlCTT)Lb ; 

G LJ GJ) 2) G UJ CTT 6T65T G <5IL) G >£b G GST fT ? 

O Ladies! This wily child with clean lips 
sleeps innocently after gulping butter 
that was heaped like a white mountain 
in the pitcher set on the rope shelf 
hanging from the ceiling. His hands are 
smeared with butter. His stomach is not 
what a normal child would have, it can 
fit the seven worlds into itself. O Dear 
me, what shall I do, what shall I do?( 3 ) 

GT>lDfT,ff)lDl_j G&UCO <5itao*dl fFjGVJCVJrTGTT QpGOT<Si3Tlb 

Qun?fp 

QJGtDGTT GDtnj'dlfarfdT JJjGU LDfT GlD 63^1 
<5>6aT (TjibiSl fbvinSlinth GvxsniTfTj^jgjj} 

g£\Gr)Gu Cl^tugjr^lujfTGjT; 

ClufTLUji) 5)lblSl l_|GTT(GTF)SUC3T, 0>GTTGUlb GlurtdP 

Gurr^l<S5T(T)eijrT 2,cuipfb£ltl0 
<©£> 5)11)61 fTjlbtSllUfT 2_UJ^M 

@co6*><w; 

GTGfT Gt5ujG5>ejr ? gtctt Q^tuGdbGsfftrr • 

The collyrium-lined spear-sharp-eyed 
good dame Devaki had another son 
too, — of pure complexion, white as a 
conch. He too grew up here, but he 
never did such things. Just see the way 
this rascal, repository of mischief goes 
crawling under like a child. As long a s 
this fellow reigns, there is no deliverance 
for us cowherd-dames. Alas, What shall 
I do, what shall I do? ( 4 ) 

5>Jb65f£> H(g)5)$cv>afT; 5,rT63T 
G<3>iupiDmr ^ 

6U6JDGU 

■sfbgj t-Dcurra (^ipGvjrrGh gjssflGuj 
Gfil6iDCTTUirt0»b @| ID 
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ujb&j u/bf 5 )& <£r$u 

ui^fgarr, uiq.n^j Q^iuiLjU) 

2 >ibg>G 3 7 t£) 5 )CnGU< 5>0 (@^0 GTC ^ 7 ftl-Ccurrib? 

ffjfbJ^rTLLJ! 

ctott QedjGfhGZT? ffidrr OdJiuGaGcsTn? 

O Lady Yasoda! My flower- coiffured- 
daughter was playing all by herself. Her 
father had not returned. I too was not 
here. None of her companions were 
with her. This naughty son of Nanda 
went there, snatched her ball, grabbed 
her dress and tore it. What can we 
do to stop him? Alas, What shall I do, 
what shall 1 do? ( 5 ) 

GT0T LD A CTT G 0> £TT QJ OTT, UDCUlT iBf&GDtf, 

JF) fT UJ SIT 

JTj cut Q U rr>fi) LDffi^in gvj« 
t^einiTOTiTTcO ^cmcuaj 0ip«u rbih Gjrfl^G* 

cS>) GU G\S) GYJ 2>fTCS7 Oin^Sj lSl63T6T>CTT r 
6fnn ld gori Garrrrrbgjj (ipcsnco QJ/bgjj c£1u)i£) r 
<3iU)6oej QdFCuojrruj Gglkj0uu, 
ct g31uvf>ctt GiicTOTcoimri ^§}0*^C3nD«un, 5,tbJ<s>niu 
67 err OtfiLGAOTT? &TG 5 T Q^iuG^>G€ 3 TrT ? 

O Lady Yasoda! This Nanda’s child is 
the husband of Dame Earth and lord 
°f lotus-dame Lakshmi. Playing a reed 
Ante at night he entered our hamlet. 
Thereafter my daughter’s flowery- 
e yes drooped, her breasts tightened, 
lotus lips paled, the colour drained 
Ifom her cheeks. O, What shall I do, 
w hat shall I do? ( 6 ) 

^uSlgii) acns, s-_snL_ @n> ! [£)gOT'rT(ii,,j,(g l 
•Sira'S), <^i,ujit sfiltpGij n@uu 
L, g«GITih 5,c0cu63T UGJimq-ftGTTrcGU L\{hU 
^^cmciT crcucufTii) 

.gjriigj «50 y^3, 5»llq.Cl|Oa(TOTSl(5 
ID5,OTT,^C5tgil 5jfbl5,rTtij! 

^igsnsar sTGucunib Qp9!D ^ jn '^ 

®'oneng,g,| a^«j5i0, <@ 0 i&S,gOT Cunguii. 
Lady Yasoda! From the days of yore, 

1 le cowherd folk celebrate a festival 


for the thousand-eyed Indra bringing 
cartloads of good food-offering to the 
hill. It seems your wonderful son went 
there today and, assuming a ghoul form, 
gobbled up all of it in one sweep! ( 7 ) 

Cg>niu 0 )&j g>uS)(fF)i£) fTjrpj Or£,iuu_jii> ungyiti) 
6 £>it 0t_ib GTC5Trr)j 

^iLiiilujlT tfsviq. fbfTCTT D0 

GTCTTd^jl , IP, faj rTUJ ! 

G^fT5,5>Lb iSlarrfifjr JgJonaj Gsujuju Qurrjmu 

<rr qst n^j 

^rruuCTT ; £_guu<fQcoCcuo(T; 

Guiu<ff^1 QpejFGu a_6iraTL_ iSIotcdgst 

lSlCTT«nn6n€7)UJU Gu<£P6US>J (^(CTfatGuGcJT. 

O Lady Yasoda! All the cowherd dames 
warned me that this fellow will empty 
every pitcher of milk, curds, Ghee and 
buttermilk. Heeding them, I called him 
up, and only pleaded, — did not scold, - 
- “O Lord, I beg of you, please do not do 
this”. After he sucked the ogress’ breast, 

I am afraid to even talk to him! ( 8 ) 

fT^lb QJftS)ILJLD a_CJT>L_UJ ^'Jb rFjLDlSI 
diljDIbg) CJ^ 

cj0 ^cuit ACTOTGJufluSlCTrrrisyicuT eucrrir^^l , 
uj(ipCtr>eiyT t£fjn t_u CurTCCTTOTT; 

C51-G3T d£)(IT) LDI^J lOmTGUCIfT 
^l(fF)Cuujujfreu uDcncuCuiTGu 
6£>@i£> <9<9>L_5>«ng>5 ^niq.uj iS)«rrcinc3T, 
2_gUl_|€L|gj| <^(0d7*6uG<TST. 

In the seventh month after this strong 
and able flower-garlanded lord was 
born, I put him to sleep and went to 
bathe in the river Yamuna. This Sri- 
chested lord lay as he was and kicked a 
speeding mountain-like cart to smithers 
with his tender foot. After that, I too 
am afraid to scold him. ( 9 ) 

^ 10 cm 6Ti Gtfncoc'S) , 

fF>r&®r>A«3>ncn! 

«^l,ii9rjib fgm£) Clfbujcmuj 

U0^Iui OlDCV) l SI GTl CiH GTT ff) CTT 

£_feSoI vQ SJT flji 

UfTftlD <5jfT63T 6?n6UUJrriTaiG€tT; 
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0>(GF)0GfT Alq u IC3TJ AfT)6Lj <TTL_0 rFjfTGfflcu; GT€5T 
GnthGuoo&gi @cosr>cu: 

Qrb(Q#$>£l ^(t^Cjugst QdJiLgjcDsu^nuj 

CTCTT Cl0UjGa>G3T? GTGST Q^iuG^GoTn ? 

O Ladies, I fear to speak of this. O 
Lord! Your soft-footed friends have not 
left even half of the thousand pots of 
Ghee I had saved. Alas, Kamsa is cruel. 

I have to pay my taxes to him within a 
week. I have no savings. Your acts 
have broken my heart. Alas, What shall 
I do, what shall I do? (10) 

^r&jrhiGSTii) ^gjudagit Cl & ill (Suit AGot: it 

fblilS! ^UJIT LOI_ IDAAGDGTT ? 

ui^jauj £it Q9)€tfu_rTjgii < ^0<^CTTfDnn<9>Gn 

lSIcttCott Qaearfry , 

«^€urr eyb ajmfl&G&rrcmq.il0, 
G]h ,@cini_ujnrrr ^rjuu, 

LDf£j6*>0> /?,g0g&t! ojjjgjj G5»rTOTimfileCT ctg3tit)j 
iflfjib gj( 5I ,@0ib5)iTLU Curr^jii). 

O Lord! How could you do such things 
to innocent cowherd girls? You 
followed them to the lotus tank, hid 
and made off with their clothes while 
they bathed, climbed up a tree and said, 
“Girls, come up and take your 
clothes!”, — while the thin waisted 
girls stood in the water pleading.fi 1) 

<^H<3£Ui> 6^ GiT) <TJT 0) &) &T) GJ1 GV) 67) GVJ , 

JguiSlcn 6*3 gtt a (£>; 
^cwtcjudil| kb Cacti A(jpib; 
a_d<fDuSlcu (ip^^l Gjj6nn<3,g^ CTlCjACAgriiAfg) 
&_GiDrjg>$CUOTT (JJ)fT65T ^GffTfTy GufTUJ, 
ua£Igt>guu y,rbi At u>lj cjrfji g$cjia ClAfTGsarQ 
unuj^jgj i jA(A> c^uSIrj ffumu 
IClumuffiDAuSlGO fbfTA^lGGSTrT0 
iSl Qfijr rli &,) <g <»i.i jT><2jnuj Gu ngyi th. 

This child doesn’t have a wee bit of 
fear in him, only bold wrecklessness. I 
bring him up fondly, smelling his scalp. 
He never tells me what he is up to. 
Child, it looks like today you climbed 


up a Kadamba tree, dived into the lake, 
and wrestled with the poison-spitting 
thousand-hooded snake! (12) 

0 )lbufjlb <§H6UGU63T ^4 j 67JT63'>LDA6iT»6TT^) 
2 )G 3 flGujr£l 6 jTrr)j £>nib ClAujcuCijn ? 
CnbGu0U>fTS3T! 2_CaTGT>OTTu Gt-JfbfD 

2_«m_GlU63T; 

^Clfl UjnriT GTG3T Q<£MLjGaG3T ? 

^LDurjib @iq. (gjijcu, 

Gsiii sjcrar a_cim_ 

ClUDLl^Isfilip &nG3TQ)gt UXTSU cfil63SL-G 
iScwTejjiCl eut^gjinu Cun^id). 

O My sweet Lord! What is beyond a 
person’s ability must be done with 
others’ help. Why should you do it 
alone? Alas, I bore you in my womb, 
now what can I do? The dark bulls 
with red eyes and fiery snorts send 
bellows that shake the seven worlds! 
It looks like you went i nto t he fragrant 
grove and fought with them 
victoriously! ( 13 ) 

<2# GST GST £>C3Tl_ U)l_ CUlfilfT}) <^|iq£>gLl J 

<=H0 GUOT'IJ GlJfTGU, 

LP6gT gT)l A(TC)f*J AGtflfbfpJcS^IT 2_U$I|T GUGlJGfi^ 
GaTLOJbgjCDO 1 ID FT Al_CU (A,ip 
AG5T6ijfl |T,63T LDfT lO$CTT LDf^lCTIALUn ArTGLlGUGS 1 • 
AfTLD0 £tt 6> 6hGS\thCST(S\ 

IDfTCDGVJACTT FT IT GT^tylh QJGUGVaJ^^ 
SJ&Jli @L_IT @CVj€iT>GoGuj. 

This garland of fourteen songs by the 
adorable Kalikanri, King of Mang^ 
tract with fortified walls by the sea, sin£ 
of the prince who killed the dark 
mountain-like rutted elephant while hi s 
swan-gaited cowherd-mother beat her 
stomach and feared for him. Those wh c) 
master it will be free from despair.0^ 


402 
















the big work / Periya Tirumoli 


10.8 Lovers’ quarrel 

Kadil | At an a | Rupakam 

arr^leu o>ffSlfwo.iii a_0sgu 

S"g)j jbcucu ii gulprriuQanQ j,gu 

Cuirgj mgjgigu L|!dGid sunjgu J0dTiV)lT 
cjgU®>(g>? Jggu GJ& 1 ? ®gj) ctott? jggu 

<*T63tGg3TIT ? 

Wearing beautiful earrings, a black 
shirt, and a cool fragrant Tulasi garland 
over your crown, you come through 
the back door at this late hour! O, What 
is this, what is this, what is this? (1) 

£i«jiT ^cni_ 2_Qsgu Clsa5T0 

41gyui9 

0>ffuri (yni u^gu* *ilin 

«svn ^rr a,g,s0«r qn)Cio euAjgu i£l<OTr5rr 
gjajfr ^h? ,@§1 «tot? ,@gu man? @gj 

CTrarCram? 

Wearing a red vestment on your person, 
tossing a ball casually, — your coiffure 
secured loosely, — wearing a frilled 
headband, you come and stand by the 
half-closed door. Who are you? O, What 
is this, what is this, what is this? (2) 

A 0GTT<3> QftfTUV 6£>QT|TJJ 2_CtTU_U?( t! 0,eaflu 

ufT«£ir! 

33,1 LD ^^1 2_jT)Jd7,^lG0 
^(T^onsTT^, O(5,rr0 ufTiq su/bgii ^cucmc 

M 

©©OTagu C76iT? ® 2 » man? <§}&! 

CTOTrCcjJTfT? 

9 Garuda-banner-holder! O Deft 
tider! In your sleep you stretched a foot 
J nd smote a cart! In the dead of the 
ni ght, you come singing love songs and 
pnter this house. O, What is this, what 
ls this, what is this? (3) 

Ibrnou, ,jcuGujiii 2>_<sm_ ^rrrj-ciraT rtpibiSl 
2> n 'Dg, aiOTOnb i®* 

stqtu uni) ®)<j,gu ®su6uii M©!t>iSn 
e,lo S>S>i ®gu mar? g)g,i malt? 

6T63lGlI3TlT ~? 


O Lord Narayana with many names! 
You smell strongly of Tulasi fronds! 
Singing songs of Madana, god of love, 
you enter the house. O, What is this, 
what is this, what is this? ( 4 ) 

0 ipcv g>nip5 ^{criOTiTgiftJ, 

LDtpgjii) ugu iDnuxrafl Qunsjr Q*n0 
(ipnjnjib qg)ij)gu (y>|T)jcucu Qaiiigj <063Trf)iT 
STpgia. 0 ? jggu men? @g>l mast? ,@g,l 
CT63rG6irr(T? 

With curls of hair falling over your 
face, bracing a sword and wearing many 
gold-ornaments, you enter the inner 
court and stand there smiling. O, What 
is this, what is this, what is this? (5) 

^yu 0 ti ^y 9 «r>ria(u> 

GSC63T <£M,UJg)l QiSfTfpff) cSIfiV 6^€5TgJj 

CiDifh , 

CudcnrrfT < @0<b0)rTGinijiLjLb uirng,^ Lj0,$rT 
GjCOTTrTfTAaT ^LpdjfT GTC3T ? GTOTT? 

CTOTrCesTiT? 

Leaving the cowherd friends and 
their cows far behind, carrying a 
crooked bow in hand, you stood 
watching passers-by, now you enter 
slowly. Before the gods, O, What is 
this, what is this, what is this? (6) 

ldguGcu QurT^flj $(jcn C^rrdr uscmsiirTcifa! 

^coGcvt s£4ri51rbG«2>mb gjjLD i063T£>$ott 

QarTGvcvngu ^p>LpuS**T; QanfiSrcarGuiT^ilcjTnGip 

currifri 

ercuCcu! @gu man? ,@gu man? gjgu 

C1C3tGg3T[T ? 

O Bridegroom Lord with strong 
beautiful wrestling arms! We understood 
your intentions last night itself. You 
leave without telling, and never return 
as promised. O, what is this, what is 
this, what is this? (7) 
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q*© <9*>® 

qcifl^ii! 

aiTGuraia,«ir ujnib auioafg 

ejO^trciT^iib ^GuCajaib; 
&,&>e>nh ueurr Cg>£fi)iD(Tcr sitcu a_ar>t_iSrr 

CtftGa @gj CTGil? glgd CT63T? @gj|CTS3lGe5m ? 

O Pure One who entered the lake 
and shook the dancing snake! All 
this while we meant nothing to 
you. You have many befitting ladies 
in your keep. O, What is this, what 
is this, what is this? (8) 

<s>yij i£u_6unOrin0 $ Gumue, 
<£?5viq.«. 0rjencLi lSIcdctot C<9>mi3Gnu i9encmTUj! 

Cg>lq.5, LDfT IDGiCTT, LD670TLD£h.Gn f£)lT)U 

6jV- CTS3T? gjgj CTOTT? CTCtfCcam? 

While the lotus-dame Lakshmi and 
Earth Dame stood waiting, you went 
with the cowherd dames and rocked 
and rolled in the Kuravai dance. O Soft 
One! O Dear! O, What is this, what 
is this, what is this? (9) 

e^CUG'S'lS) &U)6U<5> 0»€OTTGrJTCDC<JT ^^0 C£IT 

6T€U©S)u ClufT^gjJ SCtT lq UJ gC^ I CVJ 
■ftCOcSlcBT LDcSl C^rTCTT 3><s6)uJCffT Cl O fTC5T6<JT 

LO fT CD CO 

Q^rrcocSl^) gj^uuniT <^curr g)j0>«3>ii> 

,@coGg. 

This garland of songs by strong 
armed Kaliyan recalls the lover’s 
quarrel of a cowherd-dame at night. 
Those who sing it as praise for the lord 
will be rid of miseries. (10) 

10.9 Proverb songs 
Pulluruvaki 1 Sencurutti \ Misra Chapa 

qsn 2_(2, 2,dT @(2 jOT mj&jb 

L4^jQDC3T lO(TGTT, ^CU»^JCD5> 

c^crrenf) locraTiq. a__OT3Tcsyru uarafybg) 
aSL0><S>Lb <^#>CD«rT 


(3jCTT GdJjfT6iD^ afTg>6yilb GTrhJ fh CTI 

$jrrrfl«D<0> LDn^iT 

iSICTTCiDCd 5jC3T 63D<3>uS!cO <f£lC73TGffmGID C^£i0>LJ 
Gl_J5»61lgiJ CTJEjCDg) iSlfjnGciJT! 

O Lord! You speak lightly of our 
coiffured daughter’s love for you and the 
slander of the ladies, as if it were easy to 
retrieve her heart, like the proverbial cup 
from a child’s hands. Is it because 
you could destroy the ogress Putana and 
burn the city of Lanka with ease? (1) 

LD63Tff?€U IDoSllTjgd (ffffLffjgjja-CUdjgJ 

ihugO 6j(i£th ^u-rrajgjj c^ujit 

^carrpj f£>(^rh»<9> c^v, <9>n0>£> 

<J^OT3TCDlD QdJjnGcVin? c^|f 51 CuJG 3 T, rj>fT6ST 
(£lG3tfD iSlrjnGerr! i^i err ff>i_cu eucroTCOTtn! 

efr eirr g«d cutr^lcii GdhrruSlcu 
(LpesTf^cij CT^jf,2> G^jCutit 

(IpGSTCDA 6UCD61T fliGU ITfTjgjnCuJ. 

O Venkatam Lord! O Lord of deep- 
ocean hue! You stood at the crossroads 
and danced in joy, subdued seven dark 
bulls, and saved the cows in distress! 
Was it a show of manliness that you 
stole the bangles from this girl’s 
hands, — as deftly as the proverbial 
honey from the home garden’s 
Murungai tree? I do not know. (2) 

^rr ldoSI ^ijj) 0niiG<9>rT@ ufbrftl 
^rbrDCDCu ^JDJD^ if>)02,g>] 

3>fTrt (lp<$6U GUCOTTOTJTrr! 0>(00£iDC8T Qp63TC3Tlb 

fQcjr lljDW nGerrrr? 

C{b«T u>n-«D2» j£l£>j£lcug, Gg,ng}CcD£> 

ClrbQ^i 0 >i_cu ^(ipgjib ^enejrujrrGiDCTr, 
^rr cti^Ico cuOTjrcram! cd0>u9cu 

cuil® Qfb 

^JCUCTt CTG3T5> <5>0g)J^ciiTfDnGai? 

O Dark-cloud Lord! O Beautiful Lord! 
Then in the yore you wielded a conch 
and discus. This jewelled girl, this 
garland of pearls, is sweet as ambrosia. 
You destroyed the mighty Kamsa 
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with ease! Is it that power of yours 
that you take her to be as easy as the 
proverbial candy in her hands? (3) 

ujgu^Iuj Gg>nigii,i6 u)nejT 2_tfl 

ujeu<T g>ir i_jfT0>ib 

5>c0«£)ujrbG\jGiOfT? r£,ijfhGr>Gn6> Q^rrcDGo^ig, 
<^gt>id$uS1git 0,0.2)C^rr? 
«5 hcuc 61 ^li) G&fTODg, r£ln)ib QftrrcrijTQ 

cujbgi) (ip63TGcirr r£)63Tfpj GurrArruj; 
O^rrcOoSl GTC3T? f^lblSl! ^SyCOCTT & £_fbl0,CTT 

Cl0)rrcfij7i_n an 0 , 5 , qgtztQ ciotto) ^Gn^. 

O Lord! Is it exulting in the goodness of 
your giving a place in your person 
to the deer-skin-wearer Siva, or you 
confidence in destroying Narakasura 
with bare hands, that you never deem it 
necessary to come and see this coiffured 
dame whose rouge you snatched then? 
Do not think she is as easy to retrieve as 
the proverbial bow from a servant’s 
hands. Alas, what use saying this? (4) 

<£(i£lujn#> meaTGJTiTffiSTr u)fT6TT, 

GgjfT 6UCULD Qa,aor5T0, <*MQJIT Q^CU Syi LO 
<SM0 ciiip ajfTCTTii) c §>i<5>rrui_<5> <9>GraTi_ 

Cl^nGcUfT? ^rpGlLICaT J£,rT63T 
${J)Qu>fTlp frni&cfT Gg, ID6VMT0, G<3,rT«Dg, 
^Ttf»>u>cs>uj r9«nczrr(i)^lciDGu ^fbC^n! 
^U0 guLp ACjfluSlgJJlh CTofllUCTT 

<@611CTT CTGJTLJ Gu0r^l63TrDfrGuJ! 

hi the great Bharata war you drove a 
chariot and despatched many mighty 
kings to sky through the difficult path 
of death. Is is your manly pride that 
you do not think of our soft-spoken 
daughter’s good qualities? I do not 
know. You treat her like the proverbial 
r ose-apples fallen by the wayside. (5) 

cSfy&lb L)flO CTG3T djlcuGurTGU 
ifi^lcn ^gcursjOTiAUjrm C&nGnOTTs 
(y)6jr rf^OTrr) 

C««us>Cloit? Qodjgbgj gjGjrp 


(ip0A0 @2>jp Gumiis.fl (tpeir en& Qgugoti 

steiAib 

ClafTGrffr(^l (y)63iCe3T f£lc3rn)j CuflAfiiu; 
ei( 3 ,a>(g) Jg«nGus>(g, ^ s> err/jliDyj epeseo 
gtgst QadjGugj? CTjbcna, tSItjnCsaT! 

Our Lord and Master! You entered the 
fortified Lanka city and destroyed the 
mighty Rakshasa king, leaving his wives 
bereaved. Gods in the sky came and 
worshipped you then. Is this how you 
show your valour now? You take our 
red-berry- lipped girl’s ivory bangles 
from her wrist and never show yourself 
to her. Like the proverb, why swing 
an axe to fell a milkweed leaf? (6) 

,£*if>l^ib fjlGHT Cg,rr ^[JSIT GuigJ gfjGniDIQS, 

<£l€ff>c\j 0»l_6U 22_eu0»lb (ip«3T ^CTOTL- 
UfTlP^li CjJbfTCTT 6£»IT ^uSllJU) cffl£>U 

LIST)I_ LD(l§U Ufbf^UJ QJG\SlGujrT? 

LDrrciTHpQiBOTT Grf>rr 0 «f€) u)«rafl rQrrnb 6Wtg<kft(^ , 
6Uf|>g*| (LP63 tGc 3T f0OTT^J CurTAfTlLi 
GAfTjPQcUCOTT (y>lL«r>l_<5>0 CTCJT Cl^UJGUgjI 

tfTjb^>niu 

0 I 7 )J/bg>t% 0 >L_CV) CUC 5 jr 63 iITfT ! 

O Lord of deep ocean hue! The strong 
king Kartavirya Arjuna ruled the 
world worshipped by big charioted 
kings in yore. You wielded your 
battleaxe and felled his thousand arms. 
Is this a sign of your strength that you 
steal our fawn-eyed girl’s rouge and do 
not show yourself to her? Like the 
proverb, why use a stick to hatch a 
hen’s egg? (7) 

Clu(T0ff>4I)GUGGT ^,ALD LJCn £_«jrT>giJ CJiD, 

gugtt a_<£lfjn6o iSlemjjgd ^sjrp 
Ou((TjrE, 0 (snAA(A, ^ctrairffn GurtcSlanuj (ipcaflcTss, 
Qu0OT>LDQAnCGun? Clsiii£g,j ,@Girp 

Clu0rT> ?}>i r'ii Acroreiatl &0UH. | a„p G<3>rT6G>£, 

Qu0Cff>iDcmuj $w>«nnpf>lc3}6u; Guflcu 

Ai_cu cucjincirem! AGLfsh G*(T633 tl- {r>n 
@Sb«TT GTOfTA A0gililOTn3nClU. 
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O Dark-cloud lord! You came out of 
hiding and destroyed the mighty chest 
of Hiranya with your sharp claws. You 
stood in hiding and destroyed the 
mighty chest of Vali with your sharp 
arrows. Is this a sign of your high 
reputation that you do not reveal 
yourself to our bee-humming flower- 
coiffured large-eyed dear daughter? Do 
you consider her as lighty the 
proverbial mouthfull of water, — to be 
swallowed or spitted as you will? (8) 

rgii <^Lpsu djrrcjr GW>(9 

r^l63tfD if?® 1 f^lcndr^iC^fT? 

JnCIa^ Ca-.rrena ctot .sicu^i eTsirgj 

^e3TC3Tgj C^pnjcjcrcimn gjirCsarn? 
umrClaty) uciicu&gji ^Mcncnuj 

ufic<u€ij®muu uirsuib Cl3tijG£&cpj3,(3) 

^ir^ipcu Jibuti) ^t|>3>£raTC3T C^fTllL-lb 
SfljS* L063T£>g)J ©DQJ^ffifrGlU. 

My daughter is sweet as the ambrosia 
churned from the Earth-girdling 
ocean. Alas I am a sinner! You treat 
her with the proverbial indifference 
of a fire-worshipping Vedic seer to his 
orchards. Is it because you can manifest 
yourself in water, fire, space, earth and 
air? Or is because of the satisfying 
thought that this auspicious girl has 
no refuge other than you? (9) 

CcUULg)®”®* B ’<S)S > n &J d* 1 * @ <5na ’ T 
CllDlLItbffDlD GTID ClLJIDHSD 637 , 

oirTGir^lipcO &>nancsi iDfbiffn^mrr^cyiG'jsuGTT 
iDITCJItOciJCD ^joSluJCffT Cu fUU 6^>6\SlG)CTT 
Cg)™ (5* «^ eul * &\ IT(ipiq.ajrT6iDG5TU 

UipCollDni^lLU^GD USrafljbgDJ 2_cy>(j4>5j 

^6iD<5llUtTl_ Qu0(^5 

This garland of proverb-songs by sharp- 
spear-wielding Mangai King Kaliyan is 
praise offered at the feet of the lord of 


Tulasi garland-wreath without any 
desire for immediate returns. By 
singing it, the heart will be filled with 
Bhakti and the wealth of joy. (10) 

10.10 Folk song 

Tintttai \ Temmangii 

OtfibCun^Gg)! 

lDrUO0>GTT g,C3T 3)67UT€U63T 
lD(IF)2> g>rT(T QgjfTCVJ LJftg) LDfTgjGDGiDGJT Gurjg, 

, QtfiflGurrgjGg,! 

Screech, O Red Pheasant! 

Sri-Dame lord is famous, wearing 
Fragrant Tulasi, Madavan. 

Screech his arrival! (1) 

0 >cngujmu, 6,n&>c na>u iSldrcrTruu! 

) LDfT(2P^CU Gt_JfT6U (QfTJgj^jCjr 
2-Cing^ijlT QgjfTGU 2_5>5,lDGr)CJT 

<9>ciDgujrTiu, a>na>Cin<3>u L^crrcnnuj! 

Caw, caw. Good Crow, Sir! 

Dark as a cloud, he’s spoken of as 
Perfection personified! 

Caw his arrival! (2) 

esucumu y,tsi (guSIGsu! 
g)Sifln lomfl 2—&!bg> 

u>rr Guruu^er3Ti_u)GrcA GucjffTCOTTinneiJT cue* 
SffLdjfTLU 0ii9Ceo ! 

Coo, coo, Good Koel! 

Stopping a hailstorm, he did tear the 
Jaws of a mighty horse, — gem lord! 
Coo his arrival! (3) 

O&rrCufTuj, UGUGiSla (ffjiliq! 

(3)1*10,^1,14 2_CU(3) c&ienjjg, 

ioil0 £> 1 ," y,iii(3)^sb iong,6usmejT cue* 

Cl3>ITL-l* 1TUJ , L16Uc5t3,(3)L_14! 

Tut, tut, Little Lizard! 

Dancing on a pot he measured the 
Universe. 

Wears flower-coiffure, Madavan! 
Tut his arrival. U 
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Gsneocurrtij, erauisj xOeiflGuj! 

61JGU557 S-UJli^g) 

^cu ^riG^den <njt_ Geurixsi-eu 651657 gwjS 

GffdeOljUflul, GTiulbJ ilsrflGuj! 

Speak, O Green Parrot! 

Radiant discus-bearing strong armed 
Lord is in Northern Venkatam! 
Speak his arrival. (5) 

G&irj£l sTOTgyiDrT6u; 

Ggrrifl g,rr«jr enai G<SujG,9,657? 

£utajoierar n Guniyig,) 

G^rri^l 0 ^ ffrezrgEyiAnGij. 

The cock is crowing, Aho! 

Sister, what can I do? Now it’s 
Time for the dark one to come to me. 
The cock is crowing, Aho! (6) 

<5>>TlI5rt)^j ffTCST 0jl_C6D6aT? 

*>($ IDfT (Lp^lflO GU6731S33T0^(2) ^GOGUrrcO, 

y, ClDGU gDr^J5j67163i5T CAng>g)JU I GTllJUJtf) 

O>niDfT>0 <rr67T Al_Gsu63T? 

What can I give Kama? 

Other than serving the dark hued 
lord, the 

Rather of sugarcane-bow-wielder, 
What can I give Kama? (7) 

@r£iC* CufTgtfihGairTGGVjfT? 

Gcugu Qf&0fb» <fb63Tr 0,crflu u 
C$rT6^€Uft (S)L_ 

^L-lbjSb LDfTGU 

•§) lf ^jG«g, GLIfT^jlbQAfTGcvJfT? 

Will he come this way? 

Pleasing my dark and Vel-like two eyes, 
Rtidandai lord amid nectared groves — 
Will he comethisway? (8) 

^$,'657657 nn eresripj ^ ($ G uj 657; 

-tHsaiGcaT! Ouj( 7(^1 ii> 

■” unsj, 0 nnibis>\s> a_65ii-iu<§iino,65i677 
@>®763t(7ir ctOTgu ^n5IGaisj7. 


I know not his looks. 

Lord who wields a discus, conch and 
Sarnga bow in his big hands, — 

I know not his looks. (9) 

ClgjneTOTteir! uaQIililCesinj 

Guiii£leu ixjfsjetfixfciijiir Gamrar 
Gpicyjr g,rrfT Geueu xseiSlwear e^oSl innejicuxsen 

G<g>(T655T(£liT! (jn^ltfilGGITIT. 

Devotees! Sing these songs, — 
Bee-humming fragrant groves of 
Mangai’s 

King Kalikanri, spear wielder’s, — 
Devotees! Sing these songs. (10) 

11.1 A girl’s soliloquy 
Kimram Onru | Bbimplas \ Misra Cbapu 

(5j657rr)ix> uirr ioe5>ip 

<a 6 ST©j a>n i,g, ^ibinnesx, <^((j * 3,6515 
Geueiin) cfflsuoSlujnii sffjCu) Qa,nCcurr? 
Q^otitqcu 6)ifb a i S) djaii ? 6 T 557 G3inG*,657? 

The lord lifted a mountain and stopped 
the rains. He is the bow-wielder who 
destroyed the Rakshasas. Alas! The 
breeze fans my love fire. Is this any 
sign of his valour? I do not know!( 1) 

GUmT LJGjfltf, <9>l_6yjLD ^63T63TG1)63T 
5>fT(5li) IDfHTGU^ipU) 0>6*3Ti g,GjijTl _CmfT? 

Gan^ UH7 (LpxCleu gjicifluSlgjrgl oiijjgj 
V-0 6U5651L. 5,(7657 IT^li, 6T65T651657ClU? 

The lord is dark as the rain cloud, and 
the deep ocean. I desired his Tulasi- 
garland-chest. Is this the punishment?, - 
- the breeze laden with the cool dew of 
rainclouds blows to pierce my soul! (2) 

10(7C5HDLX,1£1 .ftsn^u) CioesflCioeO 

Qfflub *,£1,7 %Ki 67657 GawGfteil? 

Qunmua, General £)c5i5u qessiH-l 

_ ^T) <hT3t gax nn ? 

G<5,mbi(2, .aiojmgfl, a mi xwveitii creiiesiesTCuj. 
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My bangles have slipped, my colour has 
drained. The rays of the Moon singe 
me angrily, what can I do? The lord of 
dark ocean hue wears a fragrant Tulasi 
garland which keeps calling to me!(3) 

<5t*© <^yiift(£)Gu2,gjch GijOTnj,g|) Qsfflnrpj 
(Strug, «grt j&niii Si-g) ,^,<0 cuj) 0 >cuciT 
Qi?»(ir&63)0, fb|CT)<9» 2_STOTL- (*a,rru51c3TGffHD 

QanGcun? 

Clcuib a,t£)rr ^j^lejrrpGg,? 

He is the one who entered another 
household and grew up there. He sucked 
the poison breast of an ogress who came 
as a mother. Aho, the impropriety! 
The rays of the Moon sizzle me! (4) 

•Simig) cj>it ,stGU<rtinra>fflmj 

ui£i«.imr ocufry Qouj^cuciiT 

U)fiig)Cu id ft uu£)cu eu rrriiaCsu ClanGeun? 
GtumSig, idit ai.su qsuiDLiifOsitnjGa,. 

Once he came as a man-lion, and 
tore apart the chest of Hiranya. Is it 
because the tender Moon has escaped 
into the sky that the ocean sends out a 
rending roar? (5) 

Qflssip sunn 41c,ncu sucmcnagj gisurucnacnuj 
ClGus&TfT) cfitsusSlujarr cfifjCiD ClartGsurr? 
(ipsjrr5lcu QijscstsfnsitsiGtDSu (ipcmfla, 

fhn ili-0>g>gy 
^Slai (d^gcu 0ib cTcircmcuTCu.i. 

The lord wielded his bow and 
vanquished the city of Lanka. Is it to 
speak of his valour now, that the Anri! 
birds pairing in a nest of lotus twigs, 
high on the Palm tree in the front yard, 
call incessantly and hurt me? (6) 

t^CIDGu «niCT37<artfTGJTrriT i |GTTCrflC3TClDCU curj 
'Tiflcfil r£lc^njj rrjfTciT ^otsti Cumt? 

cffon ^icu ggr^anciraT gd)cuc$ 

,^i,cfllCuj GTtUGllCgt! 


I stood and watched longingly as the 
Kaya-hued lord came riding hts 
Garuda bird. Is this my punishment, - 
- that Madana the god of love, keeps 
piercing my soul with his 
arrows constantly? ’ 

IDITGVJ g)SJUD gjJiptJlU sugpli) CTOl <^S>& aa, ' D 
lOrT($C3T gjjipmij GU(bg)) GTG5T £_GTTM‘ 5 ’^ 

CihfTCM GUfT€iTH_U.|ID G0,fTG)TCT0 GUr£,{bg>l ^ 
«£H,©S\ GUJ£,fi)5>fT«0 

My heart was searching for the lc> rt ! 
everywhere, when his cool Tulasi 
garland came along with a fragrant 
breeze and entered me. A wee bit ot it 
stuck in my heart like a thorn. Alas, H 
is impossible to save myself now. (8) 

ClAGrcfCinu c^ccar ^iuS’lp;|iii; c*cai 

ucifft0 uciraiQ Guncu c£>4,g)U> ifil4»<?> 

Cl^ncyuTun y,£,g)jciTc6l6jrt cuiidGid 

cucff3T0 Glfstrcfrct^t cun^gu acng^iDnaflGcu. 

If only the bumble-bee blows over me 
the fragrance of the cool Tulasi from 
garlands woven by meritorious devotees, 
my fish-like eyes may find some sleep, 
my colour may return like old. (9) 

«SW6st(tj) unoaagu gjcuii ^jigiiamiiija 

Q <TG7TT) ID fTuJ GT)GiST , GtfPh) LO rt G>SI G* 1 ^ ' 

inC5Trf>l(5VJ ^IT l_|0>ljp IDfhlffiDA ClirTCTI <3>6^ 
ff.CJTTnSl Q^JfTGU GU CO CO IT IT 0> Mk ,5^ GO CO CO 

^GOGmGViCuJ. 

These are songs in praise of ih e 
wonder lord Senkanmal who went as 
a messenger to the five in the Bharata 
war, by the famous Mangai King 
Kalikanri. Those who master it will 
be never despair. (10) 

11.2 Another soliloquy 

Kunram Eduttu \ Sabana 1 Adi 

g)dT0)ih ir@®g)i coanip 

g) on cn in nO1 it(J? ^ 
loewrfStco («)fjcir>oi 1 9cj)cmTigg, ujrtsu 

CT CM GUT CffT | D If CO 


408 
















the big work / Periya Tirumoli 


(fpMTrfjlcb g,Gsfl f£)c5rrj5 

< £li_jbgjj w^dTJD 

^CTTf6lc61c5T ae\ clean- u iSlifl*«»^£> ucljri 
^Q^fT(«lg»nGcvj^? 

The lord who lifted a mount and 
stopped the rains, and danced the 
Rasa with cowherd girls in the streets, 
has infatuated me. On the solitary 
Palm tree in the front yard, the 
mating calls of the Anril pair pieice 
my heart. Is there anyone who can 
separate them? Alas! 0) 

fey* ©02>&t I ^,« 5iraT s ’ l,UJ S’2>l> 

^rfl i/)fT0 Q<9(2)5)g»l» 
ayilg, G«>jjf 2 ,£lrat CWu>l| CWctct® 
sucSt Guoj (ip6T?«o 

ffurrr^j^) s_cifi3TL- <^eu eunujtfffT f9ff)0> 

^luGtrr Qjnuj 

Wij(g) Gaiujii)( 2 >y>w croiComt® ^,0^, 

^ffncamoGuj, 

The lord broke the Marudu trees, 
killed the bulls, tore the horse’s jaws, 
pulled out the elephant s tusk and 
sucked the ogress’ breast with his lips. 
Alas, the cowherd playing his flute 
makes my heart flutter! (2) 

ifisuCI«jn0 *©fgU' i g>KP> a Osuoto 

ll) Gfijfl<SU €?3T MW C51 

• 5 Mcu 6 \S) iDGon# < 2 >an 1 

(06mraTjii^©2> l ^&' anan ^' UJ > 
etcuefiluSlei) ujn 0 g>ih Guj’gil <&t0u>! ^iSil 

£l 0 ,rrc\i«scu GUGV ID*C|lb 

Ga,mfilarnr>iD Claiui^GiD. 

The gem-hued lord vanquished the 
wrestlers and killed Kamsa. My mind 
keeps thinking of his cool Tulasi 
garland. The evening breeze comes to 
kill me. Not alone, the strong bull s neck 
bell sounds like a death-knell! P) 


ClutT(njjt)0l urn IDJU) ciiyjii) q«fljb«nm 

^l©ibg)l G«ajq «r<ji iDOtg>gj 

^lar)OTClg, n 2»e ) 

a>©2) 0*™ ,0 " *>-* ^j,rra,(£)ii; 

<Slg)l 

cu0Jb& sworn- su0ii; <@5)9© 

CT63T OfllijCdSOTT? 

The pure lord pierced an arrows 
through seven trees. Whenever my 
heart begins to contemplate his feet, 
the dark cold ocean roars all night, the 
dew breeze blows and makes me sad. 
What can I do for this now? Alas!(4) 

^raranrar (ipcAsugiJir 1 , ^riirfilcSrai ©D»J 
rriTGu^jii), 

IDCW@) LOrfyldM-CO ^ITUUgiJLb cutfiDcn 

CdFfTITCU£]lb 

Qundr ^|ib a>«neu ^h«o0cu, ^csrsn Qiocii 
!b«r>i_ y/fcj ®y?«u 

l51e3T«5rJC«T ID(«niTIT€lTIT 

iStorraiarGuj. 

Mother’s angry words, the Anril bird’s 
piercing call, the roaring of the sea, 
the slipping of bangles, all these began 
after we started getting interested in 
the games of our lord, the husband of 
Dame Nappinnai, who wears a beautiful 
yellow cloth, has a swan-like gait 
and an adorable flower coiffure. (5) 

snij(£)ii> flL-MTLUJ (bfaj-fbcn 

^iqAcn £iiib 

U (T1$ ClT> ID UJ fTC5T fl»£3T€filC0 rfjlbCBHDU 

u<T>n6^££fTn; 

Gj&rtifiDinib rb'T©|U> ui cncmuib 

gj|U.9MTtp£| ; 

C&ni^lujU) wi iQ63T[r)£i ; &rt it 

@©«" ^i,«iSl3>0iD. 

Our lord and master, wielder of the 
conch and discus, invited us in a 
dream that seemed like it would 
never end. Except me and my girl 
friend, the whole world sleeps 
soundly. The cock also does not 
crow; it is pitch-dark, alas! (6) 
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arriDOT actio,© ypann) ^suGeusit; o.i_cu 

61) fciliJl 6fi)T CST n fT 

u^rr LDcuuTcurTGTTrrj ftrrgniib id&siit, 

C) «5 fTGO g5) 6 U ; 

UjrTLDf^jftGTT G^fTn^ 6 Tffl g 5 <£MX) 6 T 63 T @ 6 TTf^J 
Cl&rrf^jcn5>ft6TT 
cjjgn^gjnrDCcu. 

This Madana, god of love, is no relative 
of mine. The ocean-hued lord alone 
being my bridegroom, through him, 
he is my son. But alas, the way he 
scorches me with lust-fire every hour 
of the day! My tender breasts have 
learnt to live with the pain from the 
lord of gem hue. ( 7 ) 

if©* su-jy uirrsa^igCaiTanco jglorp 

LD 653T rr CTT 65JT fT (T 

Orr>(6T)<!H£> r§lor>fr)Q5»rr6iy3T(^) GunuSleiSTfTfT; 

f£l 6*n 637^ cot r$) go it 

Ocuih <ffrL_fT GurriiJ ,6fi)lq.UJfTLDCO CTffUcfil|_Lb 
LJft5>G^>fT? 

2 _L 6 vii> gjjuSlOTrDrrcu 

fb«ocuG<g). 

The bridegroom lord residing in misty 
Malirumsolai robbed me of my 
heart’s peace, without the slightest 
consideration. Where has the cruel 
Sun gone to, and hidden himself instead 
of rising? Now, if this body withers 
and falls, it will be good for us. ( 8 ) 

ArnnOTT 0>6?r>6ifirT<gi(£j ^>rr ^gvj&aid oHjUu, 
f£)605>^icin 

la, u>© CancuiL 2 ,ii) Ouciraramxi 

SlO n 3>i Cumu, 

an .dcuit (Bit Qo,(t® Carnal! Clausa, 

6J0>$ CUTfTcO 

arifT (ip^lcu euCTOT6WTC0r>gA ^CTdT^cnrTci. 

<3>rr<anncvj «^,ii)Q^rTGcv;fT? 

O Sister! Rather than contemplate 
our flower-like beauty and femininity, 
— and become targets for Madana’s 
arrows, — let us go and worship the 
dark cloud-hued lord with fresh flowers 


and pure water. At least shall we not 
be seeing him with our eyes, then? (9) 

Cl CD G3Tff)l (jfil 6tD l_ 2_l_G3T 6Jip oHl—ITgjg) 

c^lq.a>GTTGTT 

LD6jrr5lGU IDOSI LjAlj) ID Hi) 6U0 th LD63T 

Cl<SfT 6 U 

6 ^ 6 STn^J f£l 6 ^TfD G&T U gjJ ID 2 CD IJLJ LJ GLI fT 

2 )f^J<D>€TT G 1 D 6 VJ 

gTgjT0| LD f£l 6U CO fT , ff&leDSJTTSpicjTQj lD J 

Cl^fT606\Sl6\J ,2_€U(iQG6VJ. 

This garland of ten songs by world 
famous Mangai King Kalikanri is praise 
for the lord who subdued seven bulls 
victoriously. Those who sing it will be 
rid of all Karmas. In fact, even the 
world will be rid of all Karmas. ( 10 ) 

11.3 Union with the lord 

Mannilangu \ Mukhari \ Adi 

ID* @01(51(2, uiros.agda Go,IT ffismmbgd 

ld rr 611 g?S 1 emu u 

Glunsar @«ui5i© £)«wr ^cuo,®, 

Clun© ffiLSU ©tp 
ClftOT @OJ(51CDa(T0 ^1^2.0, Co,Cl,(TO,© 

OjITOraflT 

stot @CU( 5I© O(5(Co,D0 <rn£lcvi 

G®(T(r>n5l(nj[j,C£G(5!T. 

In the great Bharata war the lord drove 
Arjuna s chariot. He held the mighty 
Mabali captive in a huge golden cage. 
He destroyed the ocean-girdled 
Lanka. Look at this, 1 have lost nay 

bangles and my rouge to him! ( 1 ) 

@(2>4>2>"OT ctot a_ s hsrrg, &l ^lcnnjsDcn 

3>6inrr) G<9ii 

U 02 , andt aciflaigua,© ^©dr Cloiiio, 

OtffTi) fhCS^3A 

'"''-(((tfi, Ggnen (Dnanoiu Guii umi, Sty- 

CT63T QftfTf^jenA 6£»erf) iDG3Tg)jL£> 

1 
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O Dear Companion! The lord in my 
heart is the strong-armed, red-eyed, 
ancient lord who graced the heavy- 
footed elephant Gajendra in distress. 
Singing and dancing his praises, my 
breasts, no more sad, are regaining 
their colour. ( 2 ) 

^ssiGrai! g)oj«r>cr iDCT>n) 5 ,iTsjT 0 ii) 

(ipdrGesr a_Gngg>g, (y)«sfl«vA; sujjgj 

ClurresT ejtij cuonciT a>6utTjr,g)i Gu[t&jtit 
LDcmb L|0j>gii; 

ffTcjlCOT 1 ? ^CD IT gT673T g7)l >i) CTfeiJolfcooHD 

r^CujnGix)! 

O Dear Companion! I know this 
person. He is the one who came as a 
sage in the yore and discoursed the four 
Vedas. Today he comes to steal our 
bangles, enters our hearts, and does 
not leave. Alas! We do not know what 
is in his mind. (3) 

c*Hf51GujnGl£> CTC3TfT)J c§H,GlD? 

GTlD<5>(0) 

Gcurf)l (dJWjir QurripcO (#«,{£ cfiluJOTT 

0L- 

turret £p>rr iSlcncjncn , Qidcttctt 

ITjU-Jb^lllQ 

a_r5l Jbj^l GOJ€WlGCWTUJ 2_6T3T(^ 

2_«9>lj>2>fTIT 5)li>®mDGllJ. 

He resides in the fragrant groves- 
surrounded Kudandai. He came as a 
little child and quickly walked over 
to the rope-shelf, and ate butter with 
pleasure. How can we say we do not 
know him? (4) 

£btb«nioGuj QJ<OTrr*jj<i£l<j> 05 jn^sn rT rr*(< 3 ^ 

ftibtsD ldGuj ^0Ctt G^iuojit; 

^^curTcu 

aihcsmaGuj rbfT^ib 6n<srar^i<^5> Gs>ft^gji 
g}ar>(D&& 

tbUJCDLoGuJ t (JpfTJfT LDGSTtfijg^ CT63T(T)Jlb 

63S6Ug>C^irGlD. 

For those who worship him alone, 
He gives the qualities that belong to 


him alone. And so we shall forever 
praise him alone, cultivating a heart 
that goes to him alone. (5) 

cr>eu2 > 2> nl ’i warg^leiflcb; <sn«ug>gj 

gsiruLD 

a_i£g,rTfT s^stflcfiliMbiSlsv jgA 

<^IT ,£(UvS>0li 

etih&g>n$i idihst ctsatgi ^cthdGilmtit 

<ng>$, 

6^5,5>gpfUDGnr; 0cfil^,0ib ercin 

ffyffysT 6 mejy)anCuj. 

When the lord raised his one foot into 
the bright sky, the gods gathered and 
showered praise saying, “The Earth is 
not sufficient for another stride”. They 
folded their hands to my Krishna, 
dear as eyes. Devotees always place 
him in their hearts and exult. ( 6 ) 

aiSEnKrerrar iDraTggdcnCsn <gljr)ai6>iv>> ar ' lh 

CD 6iD GTI ( 9 i cn 

CTC&tGC 3 TfT ftLpeaTiT) ? ^CyiGD 

iDrruj^'fftCTT ? 

Gugjsjt ^Cejrrub Qucwrc<DLDGiunrib r^/b* 
J^CDCTT Clduj 

^OT 3 TGraT «0 ld enffuuqd) ^ rj nil <9, (tp d 

LJnGi-nGiD. 

Even though we have placed Krishna in 
our hearts, I wonder why the bangles on 
our hands do not stay! What mysteries 
are these? Well have we girls taken care 
of our femininity! And yet, we shall not 
fail to sing the praises of Venkatam and 
Arangant, where he resides. (7) 

unGi-itGio? C1u0iDir«r>«w unu > 

j9 gut rni , 

^Gl_ nGin? ^uSlgib GuCfTcnsn Guit 

rQcpcaTjbgiJ 

^Gl nCl/>? (*>(^10 Lp^U- 1 c^CDfh)a»GD 

^iq. rr>mi) 

Cl tGid? (g,r 61 ui_| 

Gr&iGT)G>3! 
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O Good Heart! Do we not sing the 
lord s praise? Do we not recite his 
thousand names and dance? Do we 
not recall his names and wear the 
Tulasi garland worn by him? 
Wearing it, — if he desires it, — will 
we not unite with him as well? ( 8 ) 

rbCuQg,0Ca! (£,!X) Qu01£Ktot rF,(7|gj>ib graflgj 
dlfflTOTu) Carr arrorcu ^xsnrfl ^eSI 

sna,Oj2,rrijggj, 

(yj6iremi> Csit eucudilcncsTacrT Curia,, 

CU 6OTT 6OTT G3T 

Quirsjtorrb Carr Caai^CuicG Curraj 

c^CJuflllJU Qu(T)GfDfTGlD. 

o Good Heart! The lord resides 
permanently in swan-lake-surrounded- 
ertile-fields Tiruvali. Offering flowers 
at the golden hued feet of the dark- 
cloud lord, we have rid ourselves of 
our age-old Karmic past! ( 9 ) 

Qu ®S“ ayjrrrr ^uSlrrri Curjnencmj CuA 

Clurbrprrejr a>oSluj<OT gisfl ronrarsu 

a-cu® dt,«TT«jA; Qemaj 
Cft I—A CO 

2>_A>'D'ma,<a ) surry &1U i, ( g s o w>6U) s^su^Cg,. 

This is a garland of sweet Tamil songs 
u ^ aliyan - blest to sing the praise of 
1 u *, a thousand names. Those 
who learn to sing it will never satiate. 
To! They will rule the whole Earth. 
Even those who merely hear it, will 
be rid of sorrow. ( 10 ) 

11.4 The ten Avataras 
Nilaiyidam \ Nata | Kavuttuvam 

I0an«u ^uib srrij^tb gtSrifi), Cl^Q 

Clffijcircnrb g> 1 K 1 in 
su«rr !bir@ <jpi_ @6rr>ioCujrtA 

&OT1CU gji , injjju cTir>a,(£j spn sijarar 

§<djcnoj crssrcJT, 

•Srrrem £T65iOT3)ii> r ^i0cinTcu, 


cSicnsu a,t_6o $n (gipiiu g>m 

&t&eb cuitcAt 2_ifl(CT,5, (rpgij^tsO 
LDGrrcv&sjrcrTiSgj ClajircrAnQl Gu(iTjii>ri)Gn6ST, 

id rrearcu 

IDIQSUtTgJ g)68MJ)(Cj,a,, CT65T UJBStCcit! 

When the whole world was 

deep in deluge waters, 
Even the gods above were 

made to live in fear. 
“LordlTDur Master! Sole Refuge, O! 
Maker! Grant us a place to 

be”, they said. 
Lord! You came then as 

fish in deep ocean, 
Hauling mountain-like 

rocks on thy frame, 
Splashing mirthfully, 

gliding on your belly! 
Praise, and never fail, O 

Heart!, the Avatara! (1) 

CW(TF) i 00 amen ciuSlpp gjerrgu ■sab'Sk 

£Igt>& iDciraT gra)i ib dilcOTTgpib g> i Gen 

Qcu(njcurj QcueTrcncn Gcucrrcrnb (^pfL^gjj th 

Qipibu, 

^eniDGujfTITftCTT f0C3Tp A6JDUIU, 

LJ(fTj Gl)GT>rj ffiCgTnjl f£)<SfTrpj (Yp <jfol ci> LJ(]£>&} 

Gtipcodi giiuSlcyim 

<^63TCJT §,€ST«niX) <^l_CU 

^1(3LDncu rr>LD5,^ c^n ^ijGcott. 

Winding the strong white-fanged 
serpent Vasuki over the huge mountain 
Mandara, the gods and Asuras churned 
the white Ocean of Milk, sending waves 
all around, that frightened Heaven and 
Earth. The lord Tirumal then came as 
a strong tortoise and bore the mountain 
on his back. That Avatara is out 
protector and king. ( 2 ) 

Gi jirreig, .g,, a, s^ioliA, 
a_ IDlJIT 2_CL»(g> GjLpCejTfT^Lb a_ I Gen. 
IDQTJ7 <5,10COL rpsfriP 

^ «,!_ ^iib 
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UfTg,lOIT 06010(5)63^ <^3, lDOT3Tl_CUg)$65T 

6p>0u(T6O 6p>®rsjfe 6 u6tt n Gsn 

yjejr cjcmi Sift, <©(!rcraT ^t,uj Qpirg,j£l 
<^gj g,ibc5nc ^tgCa. 

In the beginning the lord came as a 
boar, and grew big. The spotless Moon, 
the bright Sun, the gods and seven 
celestial worlds, the eight Quarters, the 
mount Meru and the other six 
mountains, the seven oceans, all fitted 
within the arch of his hoof. That 
Avatara is our protector and king.(3) 

OyGS^CTt GthnGDfb LDrTCDCU ^^(TjUfTGU 

0>\LJ(h)O> 

crrfl ftrrc3T(T)j fggtJGGsrQ g>fpj • 9,C ^ JT 

^6TT6^ CU£, QgUIDOTXD L^^5> £Hf£\ ^CtfTrpj 

urflClLirTCTT dflCTT^I<5>OT ^cfiltp, 

CUCiTlCfT 2_ C>IiDITUJId6)c 3T lOfr)GdJ fifed 

<2y,s>ii) 

ID^UJfTgil Cl563T©J £?(*) £-<^a^CVJ 
iSlcTTCtJ GTU-P cfi)lI-L_ (g)U-l_tb c~Wg*J CJJKSUUJli) OP0 

Qu^fT) I^ffico (Lpihcm«D QurflGg>. 

In the yore, the lord came as a strong 
man-lion. His garlands of flowers and 
gems swung wildly on either side, his 
glowing red round eyes came bulging 
out. The haughty kingHiranya s reign 
of terror ended. With sharp curved 
claws, he tore into the chest of the 
mighty Asura. The blood that spewed 
then was three times bigger than the 
flood of deluge waters! (4) 

QcUfF, ^9(T)G\J CUrTCifiJTCST GciJCTTcflluSlL-lb 

CjOfl (5jlT)6tl , C''LDLLJLDC^T*LD SL-GRW 

Qert> Qg,nif)cO Cgu«3> C ^ 

cnojiuib 

lo !E>®ai%i Guru® (0$ £'‘*©1 Igjons^s 
(06uGljn63T eiJtfWTfSI* euernt 

aisaijii) cjiflgm® Qs5u s -^ 2 ' une,lD 

<3>(&J {T,iO£(mO 


Once the lord came as a manikin, full 
of ripe knowledge and Vedic chants and 
asked for a gift of three strides of land. 
Receiving it, he grew and raised his foot 
over the seven worlds, up into the sky. 
The Moon stood in praise, the lotus- 
born Brahma bowed in obeisance. That 
Avatara is our protector and king. (5) 

,@0 rglsu ujorcrm g,(bcnio i@© 5 >l, S uli) 

cnl 0 ib 

sj 0 ijjirgijii gjrarpib 2 —i—Gcsr 
G 1«0 pg>gui® Guir4H, <£(«"’ idi£io> 

lo^euirerfleu QsucsrnD £IjdC6uit63t, 

Qu 0 >£lcu iDiSJCTia. iDratorn (D 6 uit iDiiicna 

r&rtgi/T, 

gemurijcn* Ca, 6 TT 6 Ufr, 

Ou 0 jgloHD a_CTIT® 2 _lfllj><b 2 > Clu 0 

Guiuurf ,^1,3®- 

ujsuii rfjibffimo ^i, 6 TTGun OuiflCg,. 

The lord of Sri, Bhu and Nila once came 
with a battleaxe and destroyed 
twentyone crowned kings in battles. He 
is the one who swallowed the Universe 
and remade it from his stomach. That 
Avatara is our protector and king 
forever. (”/ 

^encu IDG’S) ucncrfl ctilh£) inmijib ctc3tctt, 
^CJTli) <^UJ LDfTC3T 61637, CTlflcU G^IT 
^1 cncu IOC’S) Gcu 60<5>6337 fTCm 6 TT 

& e> cO cfi) u u §> 0 ) 0 
££>fT 22_(5 «3M,UJ IDrTGDCTT ^ 6DIDUJ IT , 
Ga>fT 6 <n 6 U IOC’S) CTUl£|sfi)0>g> QiMT^GuJdCJT 
jg£GO(hlGy>£h 

Clunm < 3 ^ 0 ,, Ocuc3Tn5) ^ld^ctt 
(^I cnCVJ lOc61 <5(JfaJ5>cil Q<5CVJ2_UJ<5)5> 

&> GIT 

^ 10 ( 0 it 60 5 >ios ,0 6 ?it ^aGesar. 

The wicked Ravana came to the forest 
hut when the beautiful sharp-eyed Sita 
was alone, and abducted her. Our lord 
Tirumal singled out the wonder-deer 
from the herd and killed it. He then 
rained fire-spitring arrows over the 
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Rakshasa’s Lanka haunt and routed 
the city. That Avatara is our protector 
and king. ( 7 ) 

(tp63T, 2 _CU«,lhJ& 6 TT 5 J(lgU) 

2—SOTTC57T, 

(ipgiGcurrQ sfigiti) ^^liungj 

CTOT €Ufb5)giJ ? CTOTTCJT, LdOlLJ nfT 

$6J>5UU, 

cnflcu C«U01D gorifi) IDSDJJUJ, 

6 )drg)ni> sunsiTcuiTs, 0 ii) (y>e5f)ajns,0ib;j ) cO^) l 
,@(501 JSmbgj ,@rij wiaiimb 
gtaranb ^igj @ 0 ibgij < 3)^0 ^jd 

gjtcu 2 _onijgg, 
&tg)) 2)ID635LD <3y0li <S(!rC«. 

Long ago when the worlds were 
engulfed in darkness, the celestials, not 
knowing the origin or the end, despaired 
and asked, “What has happened to us?”. 
Even the Vedas disappeared. In answer 
to the prayers of gods and sages, the 
lord came as a swan and divulged the 
sacred texts, lifting the darkness of the 
world and pleasing all. That Avatara is 
our protector and king. ( 8 ) 

gjGncnsTfQcnco iDfbnjj gtida 0 tfjaiT SL-engj 

CTOTI^J 

Q^rrtLgtijJciTAGTT Qjg)fT«raTl_lT! G^rrcmcutu 
SL-cmn (Lp«D«J (Lp€arG5>n(5te>g, sa—gGojncrrgjj 
a_* a_«rar(^i f GcucottGcjotiu , 

acnessr (ipcncu ^ojit U)njg>iT 2_gCojn0 

^gjCdlTfTQu* «p>iq. Gsrc 

^gcncwT iD(fr,giJ @fbp fb«ni_ftn)rT) 

Ogpoycb 

G&6&C3TU urrjfQJ ^g)J^( 2 )Lb sfil^Guj. 

Devotees! Worship the lord as the sole 
refuge. Long ago when an ogress 
came to kill Krishna, the child sucked 
her poison breast and her life too with 
it. He stole butter and Dame Yasoda 
bound him to a mortar. He toddled 
with the mortar trailing behind him, 
entered between two closely- growing 


Marudu trees, and broke them. In how 
many ways the lord rids us of our 
Karmas! ( 9 ) 

0<5>rrcyioj Cleii, (ips,#,#, ^erflnjj «pc3n£i 

O&UtfjTJJ) 

CtArTi^Gujirgsr ^cufiicns, OuiruvujrT 
itsiieu Cl*(jg QstQsg<bis,en Qscu 2~ujg,& 

2,iii0,en 

CcuefflGU LJGf)l_ (*,ip 

ftc5! IDfTC, CUUJCU IDfbIGnS, IflcjTgy 

&oSl5»63TI$l OiFfTC3TC3T IJ CfH CilCVJ 

£^c61 Qft(ig uftucu urrn^ a_ipcv> 4 jlcsrn 5 

Clg>rTOTSTL_(t 

. <S) 6 uri ^j,cirojrr a_ii>urr 2 _suCs>. 

This garland of sweet Tamil songs 
by well-laid out Mangai city’s King 
Kalikanri sings of our lord Tirumal 
who killed the deathly rutted 
elephant, and who entered the 
wicked king’s Lanka and burnt it to 
ashes with his fiery arrows. Devotees 
who go about singing these songs will 
rule the world of celestials. ( 10 ) 

11.5 Two girls playing ‘SalaT 

(Tally) 

Manamarum \ Nilambari \ Khanda 
Chapu 

ujiTBi ^(U) 0 U) Qioa, Gtb'r&^t snsuC&sfil 

§}G&i gjcnOTijTujrr, 

AfTOTT ^LD0tD AGU GuflOj 3, ihnQ 

2_CF>rr) rental rr drsn, gjus 
AfTOT ^HD 0 ii) ago c^ 5 ,rr Gumij AfT@ 

^cnrrjit,^) GuncaT ^ 14 aactt 

GUaCTTGUIT 5)LD GsOTofl U5CU(T ^.eyjTL fTUJ , 

^rTtpCcu? 

Aho, Sister! Your hero took the rocky 
forest path with his fawn-eyed Vaidehi, 
and lived in the wilderness, see!” 

Yes, but the golden feet that trod 
the rocky forest path became the 
flowers that the celestials wore on their 
heads, so tally!” M) 
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2j2>gt>£ Ojcnen aupeutf, C^rTejrrfjlu Gumu, 
^ajuumq. 

fb2>fi>C5T (£j6VJ iD5><sncuujr7LU 6ucn<T2,5,rT«T 

5>ncfyr, cjie - 

rbjT32>63T (j)CO iD§>cncuiij»Tuj GucnftcbOjnai 

Irj fT63T(ip&<D (5)5> 

gjfbcng, 5»fTGT3T, CTf>)Ctng) Clu(2)lDfT63T AITOTTT, 

srnpCcu! 

“Aho, Sister! The one who was born 
to loosen the shackles on his father s 
feet had to grow up as the redeemer- 
son of Nanda’s clan in Aippadi, see! 

“Yes, but the one who grew up as 
the redeemer-son in Nanda s clan is 
Brahma’s father, and my own lord, 
so tally!” (2) 

£>i_cu ©ncuuj&^&ffiT gj&lj Cumu 

^UJUUfTl^^, 

{frtrip 0ipCOniT Gr>GU&&> g>uSllT SJ_GTOTL_fT63T 

SjfTSJRJT, GJ\£- 

gjfTlp 0ipCOrTIT GT)GUg}§) g)u51n 2L_OT5TL_ Ql_JfTCTT 

ejtp 2_6U(^0> a-cwr®^ gjuii) 2_«ni_g,g>rTcu, 

^rripGcu! 

“Aho, Sister! With the whole world 
heaping slander, the Aippadi son 
ate the curds kept by braided-hair 
dames, see!” 

“Yes, but the golden stomach that filled 
itself with braided-hair dames’ curds 
swallowed these seven worlds and still 
had space for more, so tally!” (3) 

<54,^0 Gumu, 
(S^ujuunu*. 

s_r 5 l !b©J QcucraTQcrariu a_sra t(^I 

2_ft]?)ff)fT6?IT SifTbdol , SJlc- 

&-$ i t - 1 QcufiSsrGlspriij 

2_$,FT>£) QufT63T 6uuSl(T)Qja(^j 

erifl £ii 2_cu<5) <S)Gn«te>gjii crig,ira,irsu, 


“Aho, Sister! Going to Aippadi, 
he became a cow-grazer amid innocent 
folk, and enjoyed himself eating butter 
from the rope-shelf by stealth, see!” 

“Yes, but even the seven worlds 
and seven seas cannot fill the golden 
stomach that ate butter from the 
rope-shelf, so tally!” (4) 

6U€WTGTJT5> (£)l£CU ^LUS^llLlfTGO 

Ql0rT5,5*|GTOT@» 

<5>6T3TGrofl5> <9>uSlfDfDfTGU <9jll(^GT5Tl_fTG5T 

5>rTfco"oi t 6Jie- 

s>sr3TGJ3fl<9> s,u$liT)rr)fTCu <9>L_(^OT3Ti_rT6jn 

CTC^ncraTii)^ ^irflujCTT @Gmr»Gujn’iTa0ii>, 

<3fTLpGcu! 

“Aho, Sister! The dark-coiffured 
cowherd dame bound him up with a 
short spinous rope and beat him 
for stealing butter, see!” 

“But though he was bound by a 
short spinous rope, he is hard to attain 
through thought even by the celestials, 
so tally!” (5) 

&63TfDu ucnrr) &>n)rbie,&, (9>ct3Ti_6uit g>ii> 

SiGTST acrfluu, 

ID €3Tff)l GU LD fj<5> <5> fTGU <^>4^ C3T IT65T 

AfTfcOOl , 6JI£ - 

6U ID fj <9 j <5j IT SO e^,l463TrT63T 

sr 63 T rpj ib ^ rfl u.j Gin ^onujCiuaiTA^jih , 

5(ti^Ggu! 

“Aho, Sister! With drums beating like 
wild, he danced on stilts in the 
crossroads, entertaining passers- 
by, see!” 

“Yes but even if he danced on stilts in 
the crossroads, he is always hard to 
attain even by the gods, so tally!” (6) 
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(oi&rTGrjg, Gcucu gg«UIT5>(0j c-H^LL), LDSffJT 

-9^3J ,@06DrrC3T, 

, LDCTTGiITCUCiJTfTCO Cl«5fTCUgyj6TOTI_fT63T 
a tram, gj\cl~ 

gtfl£€3T ^jiii LDGSTfirnsuGnTiGO Q a frgogyi gtstl, rrcyr 
£&& ib, 

J^fT «nSUUJ<5>li> (ipCJT 2_G73T(Jl 

2-_l5ltpflr),2,fT6ST, 5fTg)Cco! 

“Aho, Sister! For the sake the five 
Pandava princes he went as a messenger 
seeking a stretch of land, and ate 
words of abuse from the king 
Duryodhana, see!” 

“But though he ate words of abuse 
from the king, he also swallowed the 
ocean-girdled world and brought it out 
during the deluge, so tally!” ( 7 ) 

umi lorarrarir Lfliiiffiu uo^CljbmlQ, Qoiib 

OlAfbQlg, 

Gg>n id cirrarer)g) ^arrp] Gj.it 

as 2 rrg>JirraT «,nra3T, ejm- 
Gjn torarraribg, ^eirgi Cjit 

ssiiTjjnar 

arm iDrarrariT jryaor jraicuGiDCDDcir, 

tffTipCcu! 

Aho, Sister! Killing the haughty kings 
in a terrible war when the charioteered 
kings took up arms and fought, he 
served as a chariot-driver, see!” 

But though he served as a chariot- 
driver for the charioteered kings, the 
victorious ones worshipped him with 
his feet on their heads, so tally!” ( 8 ) 

acran -rrn @<inii*& saflwa, g^jj, ^ <%|£jj 
SUe * r GairirrfluSlcO ^ J, 

5jfT<5iJol f CJlc.~ 

«r«n &" 0 -rrat C^iuMnO id ran & i,jjDrar 

. r^,<^ gU l b 

sjip s^cu^a^tb ^rrcrar, 

^ntpCcu! 


“Aho, Sister! It was a pitiable sight, — 
he came as a small manikin to the 
generous Mabali’s sacrifice and 
begged for a piece of land, see!” 

But though he begged for a piece of 
land in the generous Mabali’s sacrifice, 
he cannot be contained even by the 
seven worlds, so tally!” ( 9 ) 

6t 6TTCTT0j(TGO IDrTGUoSlcDUl (>LpQji£j. tDGTOT 

0<5>rTCireT(7jl ^(STTITj^fTCjT 
ClciJGrTGTTg^rTQT; Co.ir^i5,i_2,2)frsjr STdrruQfTcO 

5>fT675T, GJle- 

Ooiciicnjjm Gsijmi3>i_ jjnGrarg^ii 

s>«61a>rarrf)l 

E_6TTcn j^lraT 2_6 ttCcti a_6nrar a rant i_ mil, 

THTipCcu! 

Aho, Sister! By the deceit he practised 
in measuring three strides of land, 
they say he resides in the Ocean of 
Milk and in Venkatam, see!” 

“Though residing in the Ocean of 
Milk and in Venkatam, he resides 
permanently in the heart of 

Kalikanri also, so tally!” (10) 

11.6 Advice to seekers 
Maininra \ Asaveri | Adi 

raiiDiT, jlrarir) a^ii, aLCucumij a.,tug, $<&$ 
gu(T crreii(tryib iurT(ipib crcucurrib 

r9rarnr) aaarjjjrar $06,, l ,9rnr6'ci' 
Cl(b@ri an«Dib <Eli_!ba,ji gaifn; 
raj jrarrSI Osujjmiii sj£lCainn 
Qa.lUOJjraij CIg)g)I<KlG5T!5lT? 

Qffiujfbrai^l gjraiGnjian/ilrai, Ojirrajn 
■■aMraaiurairaiGuj raa.^naGrai. 

Devotees! You do not realise that the 
lord of sharp discus lies in the deep 
ocean, with the Earth, gods, men and 
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all else in his stomach for a very 
long time. Instead you go and praise 
some unworthy god, for what 
purpose, to what avail? Do not waste 
your good deeds. Praise the Universal 
lord alone. w 

jQcvsuns, Qu© Oeucnsmi Qcb© sfiUunSIduBgj 
rQii>)iTfb£> 

LDft) cn&ujiicu u£lijsraii_ib 

o,neug>giJ, at® 1 '©) 

CTCu«v<r©ii> ^i^lujnOijn? sub Qu©u>hot 
2_6ssi@ crsrflcu Cg,GuiT 

^wsuirsi" 2>™> s - e " G '' ? & a>ei ' 
a_cu© ab f* 1 ® du5lt£"*C«n? 

When the restless ocean flood rose to 
the sky and submerged everything, the 
lord with battle-strong arms held the 
universal space outside its reach. 
Does no one remember those days. 
Is there a single god who is not the 
stuff that the lord ate and regurgitated? 
Do they not see that the whole world 
exists by his grace? (•?) 

arj^rfjlCioeO a.cfneOTrtgjiib iglonp CTu»nf> 

CUdlLi 

S’" 60 

gKDravDS. Oi* Clsuew uailui-* ^©suraiiaiujiD 
a_cit«ifliLi- aia)!jGg>t(9a> 

Clajjjfglu Gi uma at w atra’5 UJ “ T 6S1ng>^«»mDcJ.> 
gutar sfilttjmi^ B_iiiuja Qaircsstu 
QatrnrjjDU Comi (S 4531 ^ uuaini 

rflru Qg,iT6OTL ir Clamtuu ai G 2> ! 

All the gods, — inclusive of the 
forehead-eyed Siva, the chant-tongued 
Brahma and the white-elephant-rider 
Indra, — were saved from the 
devouring mouth of the deluge and 
swallowed by the lord for safety. Yet 
they never pra.se the benevolence of 
our discus-wielding lor • ^ 1 e 

wickedness of these petty go s. 


uraflu utj«n«ui& ^Istntj ggjibu, umi cTcusumb 
Clfb^rbi at—Gcu (£h,63t arrcuti), 
jgafla. aejicnacriiT ggeurra.© JgjcuenBJ 

CT 65 TJU a_cuath 
€jt^lcr> 6 aTtuU) asst^lcv eunat^, 

(LpGaflg) 2>6DCUCU63T (tptptbj© G^Glfl C$lt $© 

ojuSI ;r)r!)lei> 

6 ^cugj 0 j &_tb«mi> a_tiuua Qa(r«rart_ 
aafla asitajj, 4 ?© a_©su 0 jit 6 £©«jcn«siGuj 
atpcv Cla>n(tgiorT aGuaJiTaGerr. 

When the whole Earth was covered 
by the cold rocking waters of one big 
ocean the lord appeared saying, “They 
have no protection any more”, and 
took the whole Universe into his great 
big golden stomach. He is the ripe 
Kalakkai-fruit-hued lord and master of 
the sages. He is your protector. Yet 
you have not learnt to worship him 
with single-minded devotion. (4) 

urriT AnciTCTrrGiD, ucrcncu ldit 

Clfbglnii 0>uGso ^rTGUlX) 

-g^niT cyii ib <^Gug))cy)L-iiJ $0 cuuSlipf^lcu 
Qff>@ni»5>iT6oii3 (i> 2 )g,i sl. drcn^jgji 
^rjrr^j g> cnn lit cfi) offer! 2 _cott 0 ^Go 6 vj , 
a_CU(£) ^CTTfV)^) 2_lbuii C<9>fUDrT63T 
GlJ(jrTC!T63T GurjfTC3T GuirtfsCtT 

t^lfSl |jrbJ5>l6TTjGLD Gu$N0>GgTT. 

O Foolish People! Do you not realise 
that when not a bit of land could 
be seen and the whole world was 
one big ocean, everyone was in his 
auspicious stomach for a very' long 
time? If you can understand this, prate 
the thousand names of the lord of gods 
who measured the Earth. (5) 

CuiU ^0*0^ Ojb© ClffUCTTCTTlb Qu0 
cfil.g»ibi9G3T dSgii 

G^lq.LJ Ot *00 <9ilTCOlb, 

§,fTlU ^0A0li) CUGiTiJTGiJiJTGlD S. lDC!T*lDi5> OjCSl 
( @0^> 1 ^ a_lLHUA<ol«iITfeffolL IT65T 
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Currie iDjjgj g>iT ngjg, 

Clg>Lu emh 

Qs>rT®raT(_ir0ii Cl^trabTien! ClujirQ 
,@(2)**, mraisOT Clojj,i£iT ^ylQ^Cgn? 
inrrCurr^ a,tha\ ,9i<i)rSGtj? 

Devotees! When the monstrous deluge 
flooded the land, the lord protected 
you in his stomach just as your mother 
bore you in her womb. Leaving him 
aside, you go and celebrate some new 
god, like leaving out the mother-cow 
when bathing the new-born calf. How 
utterly heartless you are! ((,) 

ldstot r&irQib, cfiW Jbirglio, cumaroj^u) 
j&tTOTsuyijii), ujrbgnb «T6usuiub 
sLCOTTOTirra, Clu0 Cleurireirii E_ej3T<nrariTL0Cu 
2><isir rfl(ignii,£l s_ujiijs, CWootl 
acrateramcnor, ^airenoT, 

aifiei) 0m ^ojfinrar s^wen&g,! 
CTOTTan,^ UMTGifI lSCDO, fflRRITOTimta 
Gungj ercueutnb gofluj ^G®. 

Protecting Heaven and Earth, gods and 
the Asuras and everyone else from 
the all-engulfing deluge, he swallowed 
all and saved them. He is our 
benevolent lord of Kannamangai city. 
Those who do not worship his feet 
and keep him in their hearts are no 
men. 1 he moments we spend ignoring 
them are sweet! ^ 

Df>ib (7TTfT(j)gjj AL.GV l£n &_gii> 

ul 7{bgjJ 6J$, r^OTffTt_^>g 1 | ^uurrco 

U!D<i> tiaras, Clu-,* a.sooab 

GjfflGJiHiTnia) sa^cO sunni^'l 

<MD,b *"*• s >'"%6tA ^u^uSl* 

ans, ' 5> * J “-““to niu.j, Cl* ff( *Tt. 

Pon'oriuirgirfr igori s>aCir.. 

When the terrible dark deluge came 
rushing, wreaked havoc, and rose 


above the Earth, the lord contained 
the golden worlds in his huge stomach. 
Those who do not contemplate 
the dark-hued radiant lord and 
protector are indeed lowly. (8) 

dtsmu&SdT (tpa.0 ansss, ^cnsu 

^Icnrr ^ CTjjjgjj 

QanBfituirA^vb ^iciriTagjui (yjnflanTa^u) 
^acjrr ^(fTjcrfl a__euAti) gj^cd 
s_cro0, ^l0 nj uSlp^)sjT ^ia,ii,u«iuSl«0 
asmagj, a_ibar,u) e_iimiAQ*mai!m_ 
Cl3>ntrari_p «,* ^ 

®L-g)«3>g, (bffiiT uni* ^teftaCsn. 

When the floor of the Universe 
disappeared under the deluge waters, 
the lord came full of grace saying, “Oh! 
Oh!”, and protected his devotees, 
gods and celestials by taking them into 
his stomach. The benevolent lord of 
gem-hue resides in cool Kudandai city. 
Sing and dance his names! (9) 

Caoiasnaju. jgUn^cnoriHib 

*t_ei>*fflnsTni ) u> ujnjgju) yp^gju) 
ujireuontrmib S^wnCtn. cnh Qu^iD^rar 
a_<sfm0 a-i£l^>2>g,gn ^fSIsgii Ooirdron 
*" n>w0ii Clun$«u ionium** aeSlacjn/J 
«?®S) lorrcno, ajQgj 

y, suot0iB ^)0u)o,«Tr(Ts{/ ^i0«TrClurf)!r))U 

^lutT<* a_«uileu ClurT«S1«j,7 a nGu). 

T his is a garland of songs by fragrant- 
groved-Mangai king Kalikanri, 
praising the lord who swallows the 
gods, the Asuras, the Quarters, the 
oceans, and all else to the last,’ not 
leaving out anyone, then brings 
t tern out again. Those who master 
it will receive the grace of the lady 

° t to lotus and reign over heaven 
aswelk (10) 
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11.7 The purpose of this body 
Nilnakam \ Surati \ Adi 

j£srr jFjirai i 3.<br5), Orb® ® )Cn 5 S’ 1 -®' <5!>iP 

<9>i_«y>cuu 

CucnrrrT63T ^6Di_jbgiJ, cSM(^P2>^ CtanararQ, 

g a>rh{h CluibiDrrcy>63T 

^rj idoitcucdgjt; 252(2)^ ^uneiT 
IDCDCU«>UJ 

<fcfT«raTfT£)rTn dhCDTT CTC3Tli> &GHT ^cucu; 

ftORfTi_rrCa). 

Winding a long snake over a tall 
mountain stuck in the deep, the lord 
churned the ocean with abandon 
and gave ambrosia to the gods with 
pleasure. He wears beautiful garlands 
on his chest and rides the Garuda 
bird. He is a mountain of gold. Those 
who do not see him have no eyes at 
all, we are certain. (1) 

jSehnjrrOT, ©njrir 2 _© dftiu $*211 @9&gi 
iDncuoSl lochst 

gjfTCTTOCU ^GTTfffilllL- fi> * * CD GJ3T Q> (0) 

ifi\ 0i £h IT Cfl GST; 

G&ncnrrg, ido mcreflcjnuJ; Og»ncrau_i7<5>(*) 

^CgflujOCDCaT 

Cacttit* Q^cfitacrr Gscbl c9iwcu; C*lLi_(tCu). 

The manikin who sought Mabali, 
grew tall and measured the Earth with 
his feet, could not be granted his 
gift. He is my uncut gem, always 
sweet to devotees. Those who do not 
hear of him have no ears at all, so we 
have heard. 

gjfHUtTCDCTT; gj/IU-l lD63>JDUjn67>SfT; Gg>OT ^4,0$ 
GimufTsancaT ; Cidcvioco gL-uSln 

Si_CtTUTl— 

sumuncnffliT ; uxifflnsu cucKiTrai^ *(«urai 
Ou^hCDU) 

Cu«fTg,rm Cuss. CTcSrpii Cues. 

Carle nCu). 


The pure one, the lord of the pure 
Vedas, the lord residing in beautiful 
Tiruvali, the lord who sucked Putana’s 
poison breast and her life with it, is the 
adorable Mai. Those who do not 
worship him and speak about him 
do not speak at all, so we have heard. (3) 

&S\ I_IT ^rj633fllD«n®*T<5> *W\_IT 2_*Q(JfT6U lflfTIT61| 

££>i_rT «£ii_co ^rflcDtu 2__iburjmT C<9>ruDfTCDGiT; 

C<5,fT® Stf* mnf ^ cll6TiaT 

^rreu^^TGu 

um_fr0fTrr uml(p <rr6$Trpjib urnl(^ <^6U€u; 

The fierce lion-form that came and 
destroyed the perverse Hiranya by 
tearing his chest with claws, is the lord 
of gods. He wears a cool fragrant 
garland of Tulasi. Songs which do not 
sing his praise with love are no songs 
at all, so we have heard. (4) 

CD id < 2 * 4,0 iDcrafl cijcnaiqib, idjt 

(ipiilgyjib 

Q^mii 0cucr>€TTiL|ii) a»nujfT6i|ib GuneDrQi 

OiDOJUJncnarr; Qldujuj LDCDCuiLmcDCD; 

ashug) cjfbgjJii 

GDdMunonOTT cm* Qgjfnpo, cd* ^cvjcu; 

S>GJ3Tt_fTGlD. 

The lord has a dark hue like the deep 
ocean, the gent mountain, the laden 
cloud, the blue lotus and the Kaya 
flower. He bears a conch in his hand, 
and resides in Tirumeyyam. Those 
who do not fold their hands in worship 
have no hands, we know it. (3) 

£,6TT <2)4,0 gjipnujlb, fij6331CUC\J0>d> 3<n_d^CDtfnU-|l£>. 
(ipso <^rt (ipcnifliLjib ugyiQpc* 7 

<5>CJraTi_ *0>ocu r 

t_l ctt ^IU, cj>ii erremb ^liju i \&><&) $>2 > rr dss 

QufTCDc^nq*^ CT6D0JJ 
2_CTTCTTIT^fTIT 2L- <»n GIxSyG&SBy SL_ CO CTT ID O &> 

Q th 0 6TIG 60 nC U) • 
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t W 3S a SW3n > and » a boar 

eesSr ? E T h ' Whenever one 

sees tresh Tula* leaves, Bilva leaves 
Alan flowers, roses and lotuses if the 

heart does not feel “Ah rk ’ c 

t-L u r Lei > these are for 
the golden feet of the lord”, that is no 
heart, we say it. .mat is no 

( 6 ) 

_ «> n uj rreij ld 

•Stanarujrrensjr 

CTdrmju) 

&enen ^™ Ojb0* ^ qJ®”®’ 

. , tSISUSU; e,6TOTL.ITGlD. 

Jhe lord has the hue of r ii 0 

no^rr^T-^ 

• hose who do not cull fresh 

flow,, f , hc loius unki teh 

otter worship with love and 

no Sr °V' Ven thmk ° f k ’ have 

no reeling, we know it. ^ 

Cisu^ * 0ni 

^ ^ ibgu OsuotCW &ndn 
i]&mnisna '’ 

*0™*** aflvnj!??** 

y,, <5>€T3Tl_ riClf). 

as a Sr d '° rd Senkanm al came 
r 3 ch >ld and enjoyed eating the 

fragrant butter from the ropelhdf 

dames y Th e cowhcrd 

a,rJl CWh ° d ° n0t oontemplate 

( 8 ) 

'frs.CWrr© «u«n© 

*” m ® LU5n * mcuAA 


^1,531 ®L «7|£ &1\_ne > 0 > np(&) c5i e ' , 

^4,e3miT ^jcuGun^fTn' 
aifrofl^sun- ^icucuo Grezrrpj ctsst iDC3r£,Cfii 
63)SUgCgC6»r- 

The lord resides in nectar-drunk 
ee-humming Tirumalirumsolai. For 
the sake of the dark-and-flower-like- 
Wld J" e T e d dame Nappinnai, he 
subdued seven prize bulls. Those 
who do not become his devotees are 
no men, I hold in my heart. (9) 

icniig, iglcim) uiTsuib ^)a«u, ^^iditct.svj* 
rflgsrrr) <^y^lujfTgjt ©^l£> aipsC) (£,L4^ 

Gn&frj Gcucu Gn&e, ftoSliufisr 61 

LD/rcincvj 

gCWrargjLb ggrggjuj gjansu u fUq. 

This garland of ten songs by sharp' 
spear -wielding Kal.yan is an offering 
1 e * eet °f the discus-wielding lord 
linimal Devotees! Sing and dance, 
your bodily Karmas will vanish. (10) 

11.8 The final petition to the lord 

Matramulla | Ahiri \ Adi 

inrrrrjnjLD a_srT Clai7cugu«uOT;uia>*«ii 

<~S>"!b!De, Cairp^sflOumiiCWei? 

CTGffT^J ^GjrCJTLD 

OJiTip uiffiCurrcu 

<310* <£1 63rC|D 

!b ' T ®® U >' ftana ' ■*©,, g>«6) eytitu 2,ibi5! 
o Lord! Nambi, manifest as fragrance, 
taste, touch and sound! After all is said, 

1 still have something to say: Like the 
proverbial tree growing on the river 
sank, I constantly dread the thought 

that yo U nl ay C as t me i nto the dun „ eon 

of birth and worldly life again! (1) 

^DBib s_ot Q«,j, ic,,*. 

•■anm©* ®{fl Garrjjnjjefl 

uuntLQ<9,riGu 
ST£3Tfpj 
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&firi)nr)^<£lGJll_LJLJL_U &CUG1JIT IDOTlbGu ITCU 
<^yi)fD§) gjicnriithn f£lfT)u63T, eucusurT! 

O Deft discus spinner! This may vex 
you, but say it I must. Like seafarers 
caught in a storm, my heart shudders. 
I dread the thought that you may cast 
me into the dungeon of birth and 
worldly life again! (2) 

gdl4j(gj ^IT lS)fD6fil.S>&ciT LJ3>U 

Guiiigd 

eum^iafuu erratg)] £\ib$g>gi, <b«est <3l2>;b0 

umbCurgl g>0 asosnijuSICeu 

u uSI earn) itsoCu ti«u 

SfTt^jArrgj £_^rcmii ffresT 

g, (UU cn (J5> 5> C33T 635T ft! 

My Lotus-eyed Lord! I dread the 
thought that you may cast me into 
further dismal births and never 
help me out. Like sleeping in a hut 
with a snake in it, my heart flutters 
unbearably. 0) 

&_(2) r^HjfT l9lT)6fjl<5><9>6n ^GSTGmb l_|flhUJ 

Quiugj) 

^lrflcurtiu <rrc3T^j cH5>£)(2> 

^(TTjLJCT^ ffTlfl Qfi>fTCTT6Tf)uS)^JfiTT 

5Tg)JlbCuGufT6V> 

&_( 30 >rTrQrb(£jib gtot 2-6nsmi>, 252 ^ 

(^p^cOairT ! 

O First-lord! You may intend to make 
me wander through many more 
births, — a dreadful thought. Like a 
white-ant caught in a firewood 
burning on both ends, my heart 
shudders and melts. (4) 

Q&rTGTTCTT* (0)63VpuJfT.g, ^(^llbcinua (^jljiluSleu 
s?,cn6iflij Ljftu GTfiSrnji 

<3\S>6>IS> 

Clsijsficnj,^lcni uuilu 'b'fl JgsjnhCuirCeo 

&_Grrcmi> 5j|Orr^]AnrtJlrriuGTT, (ip£,eusun! 


O First Lord! You may shove me into 
the womb of inexhaustible Karma, 
I dread the thought. Like a pack of 
foxes caught in a flash-flood, my 
heart is disturbed. (5) 

ueiDi— r^GJTfp sinurb^rTLDGDgCiurT^ Graft 

j£coii> 

LDGDL. J^OTTjTJl GVJ0LD GUIUGO ^c61 

LD feOiSl fTCTTlT 

gem-ojear ern^fb#) ldijGld 

^SDUUJ ^(^CTTrTlLI, £T63T<S>(£F) 2—C5T &>GS\ 

^(jGot. 

O Bridegroom Lord of fertile Tiruvali 
surrounded by wetlands where red 
lotuses and blue lilies blossom in 
profusion! That I may not be like a 
tree chopped for the grazing animals, 
I seek your grace alone. (6) 

Cojidi9«t qjig Ccuibui ^GarrSl 2_OT3TGramgij 

lij. G UJ 63T 

(Ty IT63T 61cargyib 2_gst G^gul^. ^63Tr5l 

itjujCcuott; 

Cg>ii>ucO @6TTff> il(ST>fDcfi103>g>l 

egGljrTUJU 

UfTlDlSICOT ^GD€33TU ucnciflQftrTCiraTi—iTiiJ 

ug(g,C<9=n-^ ! 

O Lord who rid the waning Moon of 
his misery! O Radiant lord reclining 
on the five-hooded snake! Just as a 
caterpillar growing on the bitter 
Neem tree still eats only Neem, I seek 
none other than your feet. (7) 

^ssafl <^yi OumpGu (*,y) <b B ’" 

<£101-111 

gjassflGiorir ,@esfl $<31 <31(5^ .sisusug,! 

<rriraT5>^; 

LDfiraftCuj! tD«wft LDrTGraft^dbClD! LDg>l(*, 5 >n 
u craft ujituj ctgjts,^ jP—ujiulo cucda 

O Lord of flower-groves-surrounded 
Aranganagar! Now I seek nothing 
other than your grace. O Precious 
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The lord came as a swan, and as a boar 
that lifted the Earth. Whenever one 
sees fresh Tulasi leaves, Bilva leaves, 
Alari flowers, roses and lotuses, if the 
heart does not feel, “Ah, these are for 
the golden feet of the lord”, that is no 
heart, we say it. (6) 


^it ftLgjili), a,<njGfilen«tTujii>, 

«£J> IT UJ ft LD 

cSM Gift 65T Uj fTCD 6<JT ^ GOTlS) CSTnci), 

c^jITOJ^^fTCU, CTOTTplD 

* ana ' ■%" <@l®, Qarewrurnruj 

106510) 

>06516515,02,11(1 616510,10 000* 

cMcOcvj; acnn’L.rrGLD. 

The lord has the hue of the roaring 
sea, the Karuvilai (lower and the Kaya 
flower. Those who do not cull fresh 
flowers from the lotus tanks and 
o fer worship with love and 
enthusiasm, or even think of it, have 
no feeling, we know it. (y) 


<?M,i an.j.g.to 

a->0 3yr ibgi ClsuessiOereiaj 3,1651 a_o,ii 

a_655i 

^>001065101, On* 3 , 5*51 Oibummonoi 


■SM-filu, 12,11 616510,ib 

5>QnjTi_ rrC 

The lotus-eyed lord Senkanmal a 
as a child and enjoyed eating 

fragrant butter from the rope sh 
kept by the fragrant-coiffured cowb 
dames. Those who do not contemp 
and realise him are forever ignor; 
we know it. ^ 

C®Cl6J!1® 6116551® •Sl.gDlh 

tf l 0“>"eSI©0Cff n<51 

®"651 OMWlLri,^ 


«^b G ® T 6 ^ <S3 ’ >L - ^un2>5>nrb0 

g^cstitit ^cuGurr^niT 
LDnCijfl l_GU IT ^CUCVIfT CTOTTp CTC3T LDGTTtfjCgi 

Qj G <3) G C3T. 

The lord resides in nectar-drunk 
bee-humming Tirumalirumsolai. For 
the sake of the dark-and-flower-like- 
wide-eyed dame Nappinnai, he 
subdued seven prize bulls. Those 
who do not become his devotees are 
no men, I hold in my heart. (9) 

OlDlLli, >06150) UITGUli) tSl&GU, 50010165,603, 
65la,j) 106510 ^1^5111651 (Sylglb 3 >ip 6 U (*,1)3, 
651ff»J3 106510 Geuevj 6513.3, 3.651 UJ 651 6,5661 

ld rrcin 6 vj 

qOuJ 165101 lb gjibgjlb @65161, unu, 

^J,®lflC651. 

This garland of ten songs by sharp- 
spear -wielding Kaliyan is an offering 
at the feet of the discus-wielding lord 
Tirumal. Devotees! Sing and dance, 
your bodily Karmas will vanish. (10) 

11.8 The final petition to the lord 

Matramnlla \ Ahiri \ Adi 

man)tT)LD 22 —cn cSM^klsyjii) Ggn'c0c^igu6jrr;LD<g><g>^ T 
Gg,ii)0A g,j^ G^ipiycfiio urrujQ^fTiw ! 

(TTOTTp 

aj,i)0*ff,65)g 6U lip lD<JlbCul 60 

<SI (03. ,0 651006^1 

21600^, ff.6516,, 3210,, g,^ ^uj 

O Lord! Nambi, manifest as fragrance, 
taste, touch and sound! After all is said, 
I still have something to say: Like the 
ptoverbial tree growing on the rive' 
flank, I constantly dread the thought 
that you may cast me into the dunge° n 
0 Tirth and worldly life again! 

f®0i> d5M,50gi|,b ClffUl ,6,1651; 11**^ 
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<5 ) rTtT)fr)^ > ^lfi5r>L_UUL-L- U>«lbCul«i> 

<^ybrr>g> gjjcnrbJ&ir ^Ipusir, suwaJit- 

O Deft discus spinner! This may vex 
you, but say it I must. Like seafarers 
caught in a storm, my heart shudders. 

I dread the thought that you may cast 
me into the dungeon of birth an 
worldly life again! ' ' 

LSIn)G£l<iar,GTT c|*0 

Gutiigj) 

sunni)o,inu crsjTrpj £> n ® ! ' 

<51©^ 

umbCurr0 6^0 asionouSICsu 

U uSI OTJ) IT'suG u ncu 

3>mbJ5jITgJ 2_CTT6TfU5 £,6b(©lDf 

Oj (T ID CD (J * ^ 6,131 n ‘ 

My Lotus-eyed Lord! I dread the 
thought that you may cast me into 
further dismal births and never 
help me out. Like sleeping in a hut 
with a snake in it, my heart flutters 
unbearably. ' ' 

a_rii) gtn i51j36®A*sti M®’'-' 

Quuiigil 

jSIrflojmi, crciip ' 5H5 f ® 

@0un0 crcfl Ganeii^" 51 © 1 ^ 

CTtpJlilCuGLJfTGU 

S-frK^fTf^fb/^LD 22— CTTCTTi-b > —' ^3 

^ (ip^waMT ! 

O First-lord! You may intend to make 
me wander through many more 
births, - a dreadful thought. Like a 
white-ant caught in a ire ^° 
burning on both ends, my . 
shudders and melts. 

CWg™, /Aannvirt* 

arirrflO M *u Qub&O*™ 9 

&S,I b(®> 

CW OT ^,uuc. * 
a-sbsmi g,|«m l ' P 


O First Lord! You may shove me into 
the womb of inexhaustible Karma, 

I dread the thought. Like a pack of 
foxes caught in a flash-flood, my 
heart is disturbed. (5) 

uam_ f&sirrr) «nu2igmii6!r>(jCa.]ir0 <g|C!raf) 

r^coib 

iDcm_ flOTip ^isuyjii aiuicii ^,eS1 

l£» € 33 TrT 6 TTfT 

^gaiLUJCST ldqGu> cjagil 

^esn-iu <5i0STftuu, CTarag) si_ai 

O Bridegroom Lord of fertile Tiruvali 
surrounded by wetlands where red 
lotuses and blue lilies blossom in 
profusion! That I may not be like a 
tree chopped for the grazing animals, 

I seek your grace alone. (6) 

CojibiSli* mss Gculi>l -I 

^ l^C UJ 63T 

ff,itdr i < 3 ror@)|iii &-<* Caojuj 

rF,iLjCcnJS 5 T; 

Ga>ibuso ^liiiadr ilcsin)sfil 0 S>g)I 

agGUfTlUU 

umbifloi ^lOiromu uCTicrflQanoijiunuj 

ua(g>G^rrj^ ! 

O Lord who rid the waning Moon of 
his misery! O Radiant lord reclining 
on the five-hooded snake! Just as a 
caterpillar growing on the bitter 
Neem tree still cats only Neem, I seek 
none other than your feet. (7) 

^tssfl ^1,11 Clumfleu <*,;p Sto^s- 

^uun 

^anflCuieji <§M©« h 

fiT (JiTT £> («S^) 1 

menACm! uxsrafl uiitosfl*a.Gio! iDgbJ<*„2>n 

usaaflujeiu cissuS.© s-ujujld «ia>* 

O Lord of flower-groves-surrounded 
Aranganagar! Now I seek nothing 
other than your grace. O Precious 
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Gem! O Gem Lord! O Madhusudana! 
O Light effulgent! Pray show me 
away. (8) 

2>fb£,fT f bUth&gi} rbfT^Lb 

GTf£>£nUj! Q^fTCTOTL-IT ^CiJTClHTA^ 

^(TFjCTT 0<ffUJGurTlu! 
0rbC$,rTe,n] g)6<n gucuGcjt ! ^niDCDtjS) 

&> 61HJT QTJT fT 

^IqCujrbg, ,SI0Snmil, 2!_OT 
,£10Cetr. 

My Lord! Sweet grace of devotees! 
O Lord of the Chandogya Upanishad! 
Master! Lotus-eyed Krishna! Pray 
show me a way to escape the eternal 
damnation of Hell. Oh! Alas! (9) 

®® T ®‘ b ^ tglsn, o,„^ &enl ^ 

GDT G3T 

uiSTTfSley qay, uinhona, l0sil) aoSladrrrgl 

Qsireu 

fQsffTfQSJgjrugj^j 6ucbc\J€UIT 

CTdtpi sfloncai ^uSIot artgiflcOGunCsu. 
This garland of ten songs by 
famous-at-the-crossroads-Mangai King 

Kalikanri is praise for the lord who 
lifted a mount and saved the cows. 
Those who master it will never gather 
Karmas. (io) 

Alvar's lotus feet our refuge 

The Shorter Tandakam 

Tirukkuruntandakam 
of Tirumangai Alvar 

i@4>luS!enc3i, ueucna, &nralOT , ) Cl^W^ 

<£Iot)C3tuj Qjcocortrr 
/>,$ ifflonrar, ^ 

^61T3Tl_lb 


LD^IuSlcTlGST, LDfTOTJGU GLlG3TJTrb)<£) 

lOSOT^gil 6Ufb5> 

C^^luSIcDfiSTA <F>OT3T0Qa>rT6OTTL_ G^rTOTJTL-CGfl^T 

efilQ^lCcvjGcjT. 

I have found my treasure, my coral 
pillar, the lord who is the sole refuge 
of th ose who seek him through 
worship, the one who destroyed 
Kamsa, the lord who rules the 
Universe from yore, the adorable one. 
He is the divinity that enters my heart 
with love, I worship him. I shall never 
leave him now. (1) 

ftfTfT)ri5i6iD<ra7, l_|65T€5nco, <3>iq. ID^^ 1 

6\J nj) (3T) £h Qai>P 

Gjri)i$ar>c3T, @}iDujib cjuj ujssnfl^) 

^jbjSIsjnrai^^piFjtb 

Q,n a^uSlcng a-SJWi- 
aFffi-fT)t51gir>657T 0G33Tr^lQ&rT67Jl(^, 2 _ciTGmi>! 

eskfgj & awL^iiofTCiri! 

The lord who is wind, water and fire, 
the strong one who destroyed the 
fortressed Lanka, the mountain like 
heap of beautiful gems, the sweet 
flood of ambrosia came as the death 
blow to Hiranya. How can we praise 
him enough? Tell me, O Heart! (2) 

u " u !!«n«u august! U0 aianQ 

«mrCanui0>®> 

<§)02>g)i t5t(ip2,ib Qs,itOTjri. ^uu®* 31 ' 

cub iS)rjn^r> 6JT ' 

Csui @00 Coircncu sfitfl a,£<< 

iTin C^fTemcu Glduj 

<SU 6531 & G €W G ^ * 

Let us worship the lord who planted 
a , mou “tain in the deep ocean, 
c urned it and gave ambrosia to the 
r' " e ‘ S m >' lord residing 111 

Mahrumsolai surrounded by dense 
Bamboo thickets. (3) 
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Ca>il* ujn63T I 2_®rar®; Caipoi 

2_CU<5>ID 

^<5, G<5>^ <SuaaTOT3TOTrTCinfJU CutTgjg* 

AOTcftcb &6JraT0 

«jfT<5)^l«yTfTcO *0ID lb ^ 5 63rr^ TfTC ^ , i \D6St$»$GB n M t 
£\QfbGS)9) £>fiST63Trf6U 

CGuiles).5, lS^/tu, Gurrri^l, efil{tgfai«£^63Tfb(£) 
cjfl uj gd nO fD! 

Seeing in my dream the petal-soft 
lord who came as a boar and took the 
Earth, I did want to ask him something. 
Through thought, word, deed and 
faith, I have swallowed him with love. 
How sweet he is to me! (V 

^cffTCTTnj) £_sffisTi— r^nCurrGo, gtu> 
Ou(5)UMT|p*@ GT® 1 S>& 

d1('T)lbQu(pGi>*^G5n_^ <£4UlGJlUlL4,C73T® 

g> ujtHgiiGunCcncsT; 

HUL)«U suGOTcraresTtraorj io0gS1, gt®* 
lDG3TS)g)J 1, 

*( 5 JsiSldi $e*r S"®) Guttsou u( 5 ^Csjrp@ 

^GafliuGunCff)! 

Like a hot iron drinking up water my 
love swelled. I directed it to the lord, 
made myself his devotee, and found 
my refuge. Bearing the cloud-hued lord 
in my heart, I drink him like sugarcane 
juice. Ah, how sweet he is! (5) 

Qpsurflot ^aoiGur* aj,iu «pe,GuGi’«n. 

g_CUd>lD 0&>fTSlliJl L. 

Camsfilcnoi, @ 1 .*,*® Giduj (0,© 

$ (J OT> GTT, J§} G3T U U 

urTcfilciDOTT, u4er>0fi> C*£>6ff>6®i| c<r»uib QufTGjrciDCiJ 1 

. °) | ID n fT 

L4,Gi»l6ir»€3Tij u|«»ii§ib Gg>n<aRni-n {PGifT Q^ncOoS^ib 

1.jAtpSUff ? 

The first-among-the-Tri-muru-lord 

who took the Earth as his, is our king 
who resides in Kudandai. He is pi ecious 
as a heap of gems, sweet like music and 


pure honey. He is the flower worn by 
the gods on their heads. Oh, with what 
words can devotees praise him fully?(6) 

^ibsmocniLi, icgjsfnn 2 ,arcnGjT, ctids >0 
sffgl ! 0 OTrD 

QiBiinbraiiDcnuj Csncnoj Gfiliucii 

$0 Giduj 

Claii«r,icraiiu, S. 0 OTHD aOTcmrarg, £l 0 ifl«r>Gu 

££>0, GST ID UJ (TCDG5T, 

^OTcmHOTuj, rglsncsTeumi ctoi s,cst 

5,G3}CUl£l63S0 lD65r@lGUfTGri. 

The lord of Arangam is the salvation 
for this world and the next. He is a 
dark form in Arangam amid fertile 
groves. He is the dark mountain lord 
of Venkatam. Those who worship 
him are my masters. (7) 

s>,iT«!flsiu_u hujmsgu iDirencu sucnijuSloni-U 
tS)rr<9ib (TGirnD 

Gg>aflsr>i_fi, &0ibiSlG5T anpenp 

<£l 0 «Slcnrar id0g 9 GiuripmT 

LonciflLU l9j)gSI dlJbGan! 

G&itgtt® &ib g>iii 

as<r«rfl<a»i_3. 0 rjii)Gir>u ojrnpa>cr>.3=s>0 

£-®J^Guj Ggii ta'jliqurn nGi?- 

The adorable cloud-hued lord is sweet 
as sugarcane juice and the honey of 
the mountain-side. Those who do not 
count his auspicious qualities only 
waste their precious lives, take it. 
They only strengthen the misery of 
their bodily life. W 

a_6TT6nCiDH gionfiliw rgloiorngii: G?Gr>suSl«ii 
tiff) r£)<SfT(|}i £L_t»nJTGp)|lh 
Gla,,idHi(lGu»Ju GqpjihMCuna.,A 0«5iysujiono, 
tfTtfjr a,i^T fi_.6»T6nih; 

QaoiofluSW C*,*unA® Gi-vwnLb GaoirjlT.il 
2-Cl»Alb loWfTCCTll 

£*TTClfli£n! s-.ib«nin ^wcorrcvj 

gjj(.*<r»«ro> ^Ccutik»io. 
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Alas, my heart does not stay at one 
place, I fear like ants caught between 
two burning ends of a firewood. O 
Clear One! O Lord of gods, O Radiant 
One who took the Earth! Through 
seven lives, you alone are our refuge! (9) 

Qscuana, rglcOsuirgj; a* 

Cl<5iLC^Gjr ^cfilcnsn’CujOTT? 

2_OTl_Cuj67T ^OjC^? 
ucjcflujouj CT^^rnu! 
ClP2>g)J log^Cio! (ipipr^^ ^<afl (ip^leo 
CLICraTSTOTn! GTCTT 

<&iS)0)\ (0ar c^HUk^mn ^GbojfTGvj, Lungjib 

^^MGcuGgst. 

o Cool Pearl! O Emerald! O Lord of 
ocean-hue! My Master! Alas, my heart 
does not stay firmly on you. What can 
I do.'' Wicked one! Make me love your 
leet with Bhakti. My Liege! Other than 
service to you, I know nothing. (10) 

ClgTCroQ CTeusomo ug«SI, rglsrensrrg, 

^ 1 ;, uasfliLiiDngi 

O.SOT0 jbitdr acuemsu ^ituuitot ^suCg,? 

ussiflujniu, <rtij>g,mu! 
3j,iu ctot ^lonaagju) ^1 .sjyii! 

iS^I <SH,OT 

uewrui^u) UQU) c«rj£l! £1 siren otCoj 

urisLiCsaCisn. 

My Lord! You are the Universe, you 
are the cause and effect in all the eight 
Quarters. You are my wealth. You are 
light effulgent. Seeking service at your 
feet, I worship you. 1 praise you for 
this alone, make me your slave, rid 
me of my worries. (1 

■^ysfilsmu, fulfil* usruncu 

S— i— ibi_j €Ti9^1gi> «sjj rru.irrci>, 

g)liuisnio@G0Clansi^Can65Tj,nraTOanc;rs5)Cc!iTsr 

C Irijfrr.^.j rpj fr/ii cijj; 

unsElCursir laenjpg^njirg, GrAnr,, 

|CTjaG\j crarg, 

a,nsfflCunsii cucfursOTir sufagi <rr®r 

assstspCm GarciriSlssTrTGa. 


The adorable lord is the life-breath of 
Arangam. I, — this dirty devotee-self 
with a filth-ridden body and spit-defiled 
mouth, — have chanted the hoary 
Mantra of Narayana. I was trembling 
inside all the while, but he came like a 
lotus flower before me and said, “Fear 
not”, and remained in my eyes! (12) 

^(rfjajL-i ^cnsiTg) a_sran_ f§0ii> Cun$0tii; 

Oarrsira,; cTsir .g,OT 
<£10ibiSlcjsfl, urrsuLO CTsOsvjnii) <£H^?, 63 Trr)SjT 

CTOTTCiD GUT (jfil L_f^ 

S»0ii>LJ C^IDH G^rrcuTGU (Qtjp&jg, ^rjril£b 

ld rr GftrruSleo Q^.fT6uini_ 

efc(d)Lbl9Gtr>6UT£> QftlTGUUT^l GTG3T &6OTT 

@cnoraT AGrfl««)(2jLi)rrGrD? 

Even water slurped by a red hot iron is 
of use, take it from me. All my terrible 
Karmas have left me. My eyes hover 
around the sweet-as-a-sugarcane- lord 
of Arangam, — who has his temple 
amid bee-humming groves, — 
enjoying his form forever. (13) 

airdSamu Ocurainj aaOTcainmi aeuGfilCiu 

fF,fT(GTTjl b 

U rrsfil G uj GUT <^5, GTGtot gogfl c^gtcyngrrCgtr 

LI (Lp g, Q fT Lp £> G $> ; 

CdTIT ^GUTCTTLD iDGUTGjpjli L,|€3TG0 

(2) l_ IF? 5> UJ rr G3U 6UT U 

untfrlCiuGaT urTGfilujdgjj urTcfilCojcyr 

^LuSIGtiirrCffin-. 

Alas, the sinner that I am! Day after 
day, I pursued the embrace of lotus¬ 
eyed dames, and wasted my life- 
energies. Alas, not thinking of the lord 
of Tirukkudandai surrounded by pure 
waters with swan pairs, I fell into deep 

misery and became a sinner. (14) 

(ipdi Quittun ^ffTCuGiraisai g,®! | u>£\<j' 

.gj'GU^jGT^ 

=5M®itSlsmT&, cuj,gj ^W,ivi0 

uoniflui f^GUTfrirnT^^ 
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fe'feOlLj GTCVJfTLD 2_2_I_CTGST^JJCiDl_ 

Qrf>lg)<fflb GTCTT^Jlh 

c^j63Tl9«JiJTrT60 0netSTr^(T OdhTOTUT^ c^lL(^I 6UG3T, 
,-£)4lq UjGto3TCe«i3T. 

In the yore, Hanuman went to the 
wealthy city of walled Lanka and burnt 
it to ashes, then returned to serve the 
lord Rama’s feet. I, this devotee-self, 
shall melt myself to the bones and 
bathe and anoint the lord with the 
water of knowledge flowing from my 
love-laden heart! (15) 

Ulnuj IDC763T IQUILIS G1«JD©I, LD(£)gi) ,@5) 

jbL_rbgiJ «r>6utuu) 

g>rruj ^iurr ufjfirvcu QLMTfbJ<5>5> eucuirj 
^lrfl^,gjj surrGc5rrrrT^(gj 
^u^ld Lorrcb cribiS)(Jn gut rriTi9i(g) <ttgut gyy> ctil_ ili <9 
Q ff fTfT)5>Gn 6TggT gT)u h 

gjlHULDn LDnenGVjQ^fTGWT^ (£t,ll(^QJCUT r 

Of?* IT bool GI_G<7UT. 

I, this devotee-self, with my pure 
garland of Tamil poems, shall offer 
worship to the lord who killed the 
magic deer, who went between 
Marudu trees, who strode the Earth, 
who churned the ocean with a mount 
and gave ambrosia to the gods. He is 
nay master. (lb) 

^u^lcjirriT l 51 j^g^rrirGuit 2_GTTfT65T 

Qu0«nio; Gu.<fl 

CutTOTrniT cr«5Tug>i ,@su 

2_60^£)gUT €1J6U3TG73TLD 

gjg lOfTuCl .<SitT; CufilOdJjClUGjT; 

iflnjsfil t£,g,g,<b<&) 
^ensGujn Ouiifl^T, Osirrcrca, 5 >lc\i 

eyGyaressariTu itGgu. 

Those who offered praise to the lord 
°f Tirupper found their salvation. 
Those who offer abuse also found their 
Salvation, as is seen in history'. A fool 
th °ugh I am, I shall not offer abuse. 


but only praise the lord of ocean 
hue. Alas, my love for him is enormous, 
know it. (17) 

^CTicmjiSlsnGJT (iP 6 ® 1 

^GTMUCinUJtfj «£fcl_L_lq. 

^CnLJLJ @GU «Dlbl_|GUG3T ^63TL| 

<3>1 QJ fT(9sfe.ih>lG<jUUT giTlClJ ) 

gllCTT<5 >(£Fj li) ,£§€0 G<5) rTCUT(T)gy ID 

djl GTT^i^GUlGUl cfil^luSlGUT (h fTGfiJTU rT IT 

QlDlLJLbG3Ul£iGiDUJ<£j) «5,rTOT3Te£llT)UnC(J. 

Seated firmly without fatigue or 
fidgeting, bring your upper eyelids 
close to the lower. Subdue the five 
senses, fill your heart with love for the 
lord alone. Let thought flow freely on 
that one alone. There in the effulgence 
emerging, you will see the lord who is 
a body of light. Those who do so, do 
surely see the truth. (18) 

iScTOTlq t^rr iDGUUTCiDL- GJJb$U tSlfT)fT ID 631 GUT 
$lfl£&£)£*] 2_GtfiJTC2plb 
(LpCiJiJTlq. UJITG3T 5fTUID C^0GUC5T 2££n, 

2_6U<ff>U> GJg>g>|lb 

AOTiSTiq.iu.iT ^gt^jftLb Gioiiiujiii (h&S I Glut 

LDGVlfeTJGV) ffT6UTgil 

LDG3Unq.GUTfTIT S2_UJlUGO ^CUGUITGU, IDfDG3 T/DUJITITi9j(#) 
2_UJUJ6U ^ClD? 

The lord rid the curse on Siva who 
went abegging everywhere with 
Brahma’s skull for a begging bowl. He 
resides in the world-renowned 
Kandiyur, Arangam, Meyyam, 
Kanchi, Tirupper, Mallai and other 
centres. Other than worshipping him, 
is there a way' to salvation? (19) 

ainOTSuit g,ni/hc n Cs>trguii> tficuiTifilsns 

^LLI^Ilb (T)fT(0lb 
Gtfj IDGXJIT gjncfi) CT^giJlb GiJTGIJ lq <9 

■SiOTirr Lomsncu 
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iflrrcsT Ggugvj ftoSltucar QsrrcjTCJT gustst 0 >l 6 )i£ 
IBfrsncO fbfTC^CUffjgiJlD 

asrrciTib &\{Q cucucumT cfilsrLbq 

^GTTQJIT. gjfTClD. 

This fragrant garland of Tamil songs 
by spear-wielding Kaliyan extols 
the adorable lord with lotus eyes and 
lotus feet whom Brahma and Indra 
worship with nectared flowers. Those 
who master it perfectly will rule over 
the radiant sky-worlds. (20) 

Alvar’s lotus feel our refuge 

The Longer Tandakam 

Tiruneduntadakam 
of Tirumangai Alvar 

Minnuruvai | Gambbiranata | Ekam 

l£1<3T 2_0 <^,UJ QpGarr 2 _ 0 d?GU, 

Ccugjli) fT>nC3T0 c^UJ, cfilGTT5>0 6 p> 6 Tfl ^lij, 
(ip€m«Tr^,gJ ACTT 5,fTS3T , 

i5lcjr 2_0 ^uj (ipcar a_06filcu 

iS)craf) (y>un ^fiOcumj iSlrryuiSloSl ^lu , 

gjDuu^jbCft ffTSTOTOTiJTrTgjj gTSTOTgymh 
QufTSST 2_0 2 _ 0 g£IgO 

g>2>£»J MOTTCU 2_0 

^ 6 <JTG 0 2 _ 0 cfilcU ^l<5.(L§Lb G^H^l 

8>GST 2_0 ^OJ, ffT62fT 2_0cfi)6O 
ifjlGarrr) i_j6S7ijiL|ib 

^ (0GUIq G7(STT #)6376 uGiD6uGqj . 

The tender feet of the lord are on my 
head. He is the subtle essence of all 
these forms, the four Vedas, light of 
the lamp, the rising Moon, the more 
sublime, the ageless, disease-less, 
birthless, deathless one, the golden 
image, the gem-form, the five elements, 
the fluid, the fiery, the radiant form 
within me. (1) 


Paruruvil \ Mohana | Adi 

umt 2_(2)S0 gO, i crrfl aiicu, e£)s,d>i_|iis 32 $ 
uco Cajnj] au>uj(y)ii> ^uju urjjjgtf tQeS'S) 

GjtT 2_0cSlcO Qp6U0Cl£> ffTCSTGST j£l63TfT) 
^GIUDUJQJIT g,li> f>0«M0 Gentry 

CTsrjT ctrrti LbCutTgr 1 

g>rr a_0«mi> Glunrar 2_0CuiD; sgsjmjj Qd&S' 

c^rartry ion *i_eu a_0cuib ep&iQi&G'P 
Qpsu0snu) o>fflreit_ Gungj epGsipnib 

(ip<BcO a_0«mi) enb ^uyaherr a_0euu> 
gtrCsr- 

When contemplated, the lord appeal 
as the tri-muni of this fair Universe 
and the gods, the Sun and the Moon, 
the mighty ocean, the formless elements 
Earth, fire, water, air and space, ana 
the various schools of theology- 
The lord who pervades all is my master- 
He is the dark cloud-hued one. (-) 

Tirutadivil | Kedaragoida \ Adi 

g£l0suu*.s6)«O *0 GjbQioticu Gaujesr cigsu 9>' s1 ’ 
$CgGDg,<3>s,£rjT; GncmcrT 2_0 qj(tiIj£’ 

^&lp{b£>rTC3T crfifffpJ 10 
Qu0 smq.6&6u <s>l_gu (^(Lpg>d) Os>rr 6 Ti 3 TL -' 

5,fTCUli>i 

Qu0lDfTCD€iJTd> 5>0 dJ6y5T633T637 

^>0 GUl^GU^gj) £>IT a _0 CT63TJJJ SL-GSM 00 

&Elif>lG§)fTrru £>cttlE1 GidjBjd] 

*0 Gnu^sfilcu Clef5,®nn533T 

ftil(^lCDfjGiu uumi 6 p 06 UfT jflw! * 

The dark blue-hued lord is a picture oj 
auspiciousness. In each age he takes • 
different form, suited to that age- 11 
the Tretayuga he took the huge f° rt ’’ 
of a tortoise to churn ambrosia y° 
the ocean. Other than praising hin 1 
the fair lord of dark hue and lotus e) e ' 
can any one describe him in totality? k 


J 


426 















THE big work / Periya Tirumoli 


Indirarkktim | Pantuvarali | Adi 

6£>£>i^CJjb(£)ib iS)rrujfT)(d?)U) 

@0 5>rrc0, <£, 

6Ul_G<SfT6U Sifii 
^«n<5 rf,rrc3T0ix> ^4,tu, $&&&* (CTjfTuSIrpj 

<§»A 

^•bg)rj5>*£lcu C§)Gun6>(&)ib ^rSlujGu 

^!bg>G53T63'>GJT, ^I^gjCraTlhfltfL-® <=N£>^ 

«r>« jg)£b 

‘^Ib^rj^cn^) tDfb^!fji)£>fT60 U)rr)6ufTgiJ CTGjTrruib 

^fT^^Giucu Gurnpcumi) idi_ Qfb^^Cii)! 

The lord who is master of Indra and 
Brahma appears as the five elements 
Barth, water, fire, air and space, the 
Poetry of Tamil and the Sanskrit 
V edas. He is the four Quarters, 
Moon and Sun, the gods in the sky, 
the invisible Veda-purusha, the secret 
°f the Upanishads. O Heart! If you 
c an remember him through the 

Mantra, we can live in eternity. (4) 
Onmidiyil \ Indolam \ Adi 

l£l£lu$)cu L_|63TCU 2_(rFj6S) iWTCO ^/bu, 

S>0 <9irrg^jli) *rru>0 £* cq G33TOT 

2_€ITCTT5)gi) 

u_j ld a.i_jbgiJ ^cnJTi-L&fiJ Currie 
@0 sfi)*ib61giiT(5 Gumu GTiy>£>giJ 

GiDcr»6ug) 

5>®^t LO^)u_|Lb ,*,/£) ngugnitb gjcfilff 
2>mjcn&uS)ffaT L_|tr)fi> ^uufTCo 

10 ^ (ip^Lggjjib <^<5>uLj(5§>gjJ rr> 

UiOjIT L_jGT>IJU_|li) ^l(ff)6UU».Cuj 6U6?3TI^1 ^CcJtG63T. 

With one foot washed by the waves of 
l he ocean, and one foot lifted over the 
h'arth, into the wide space, leaving the 
Moon and Sun far below, extending into 
l he reaches of the constellations and 
farther, beyond the good Asura Mabali s 
‘Pagination, the lord straddled the 
Universe. I worship his lotus feet. (5) 


Alampurinda \ Athana | Adi 

cvjld i_j SiCS^ih 

G6ijj^5>ctt , 

^li) <|l«nn)U LJCTT LJ uctacSt; 

IT<9>@ CTCST^LD 

8G0ibi-\ftfb&\ c^r^0 <^(3^ ,@cuGurrg> 

0, 63T CD ID UJ fT6TTC3T , 

2,fTC3T 2_& j>g, 2EHT CTCUCUfTlb g>63T SjffGtJ UfT^ 

fQcUlb <?U0li> 5>^Jl^lu Qu633TCncraT 

FTITS><3> 

Offjgl Csuwasn u@ (y>2>2>u> 2-!b3> S-sf' 
i_|cuii ucjbfil Clurtor sficncn*0ii Gumijena, 

GojgSIu 

y^i Gansugurr Qg>fr^iib Gungj QrF>0,Cs! 
The lord who is king of the celestials 
has mighty arms of exceeding 
benevolence. He rides the beautiful 
Garuda bird. Always angry and 
merciless towards Asuras, he is praised 
in all the towns where he resides. O 
Heart! come let us worship him in 
Tirukkovalur surrounded by fertile 
wet-lands where the river Pannai 
throws up grains of gold and pearls 
collected from the Bamboo thickets 
where it flows. ( 6 ) 

Varpudatya \ Kedaram \ Jampai 

Gurrjt-i eucr>0 Ga^crr 

LD63T£3Trr iDftcn, 
GlJiq. CllffUJ LD^ CJIT>$ £_CU<3,li> ^i,633T@ 

Qcufbl-I 2 —Gm_UJ QfF>(5^ AU.gycn 5)63^ 

GcuGU 2_UJg>5> 

Gcucn (ipa,Gun Q6U€3Tff)fT63T e«5(T ClOlU 

5>JT)l_J £_«r*L_UJ lDl_S> <£ft£3TG3fl SsfTGiJG'U L^boVlL- 
5,14 Qurriflcu 

$>U56VJ CfiUoS), 

OiJfT|T)l_j 2-SDLUJ lDCT>CV> c^MCniJUjriT i l€3ijfluj 

f9«3TjD 

y,r^)C5>iTGugyTn Qg,rrjiggijib Gurrgjj Qrb^Ctf! 
The lord who wielded a sharp battle 
axe against mighty Asura kings and 
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ruled the Earth and conquered the 
spear-wielding Subramanya and others 
resides in Punkovalur, guarded by the 
beautiful dame Parvati, resident of the 
Vindhyas, and worshipped by Malai 
Araiyan, king of the mountains. (7) 

Nirakattai \ Suddha Danyasi \ Rupakam 


O Lord of Kanchi surrounded by 
high walls! O Lord of Per-nagai- 
The lord Siva who is spouse of Parvati, 

— daughter of the mountain-king 
Malaya, — stands by you. Lord reclining 
in the milk-ocean, O Lord of the Earth, 
O Lord standing on high snow-cla 
peaks! Where are you? I wander 
piteously searching for you. V> 


QcjjQojenrjifilwT Ciocomij! 
rglcutT^,^lr^iftSTT^j€iraTUff>a,mii! jjblenrpjgg, a,d£\ 
2 £HCls> 5 )£F,mij! epem tgir Gisuo 0 oa,fT 

a_ciicmuu! 

a-OTISTjainit s_snOTg>g,nui! 

5,nrjag,g,rTuj! a,nri6U63T0,aj g_sTrcrTmu! agttqj rr! 

5,(TUJ(ITj y,(bj 5>fTs5l£fluSl63T Oa,63TUfT6U IflCaTg)! 

Gurja&igndj Gugrra^ srsir Oijjigj.flcG 

2 _cn 6 TTmu! 

Gu^mrrcst! a_cjr $ 0 «uu).Guj 

G i .J G 637 G an. 

O lord who resides in the water, on 
the lofty peaks, in Nila-Tingal 
Tundam, in prosperous Kanchi, in the 
port city of Vehka, in the hearts of 
devotees, in Karvanam, on the 
southern banks of beautiful Kaveri in 
Perakam, and forever in my heart! O 
trickster, I desire your lotus feet. (8) 

Vangattal | Kalyani \ Jampai 

Ojdi&SyOj^QJ ID ft IDOrefl GujsgjJ 2_53g)| 

LDGu6ff>cuujmLj! id^gtt &£iliy,fjnruj! Cugmii! 
Q&rrnij.&ej 2 ,rriT cucnrh) Q<g>r 5 crr€ 3 >fD 

ld nrrGu cirr 

(£)GUSlJ 6 <DIJUJ 6 ffT IDI_U LJ(TGDGU @l_UU!TCU 
QftfT€WTl_fT<T3T 

ur^j5>5)2>niu! u(in}(3ii_6uft lu! umflsar 

CiDcurruj! 

udfl 6\j«nrju9s5T 2 _^ujrau! ijcdctt GDafinetrmn* 
crrbi(£j z>- fbn)rruj? crib Gu^iDiTOTr 1 

2 L_ GtfTCinGIJT fFjfTlH. 

GjanipC UJG3T ^r£jibJ6SiGiD s_i£lg,(rr,Ga>G63r. 

O Lord of Mallai on the shores of 
the sea that washes out heaps of gems! 


Ponnanai I Sahana I Ekam 


Guirrat ^esrmu! Quniflcu 6T(igii> ftina' 50 

M<5>ip <^63Tn\Lj! ,@&ij?QjrTiu Q5)n sottG i_-C 

fE>nGffT 


CTCTT ^jSiJTfTUj! CTSUT 


j | 6TC3TCJTCVJ 

^ GU CVJ fT6V ), 

CTG5T ^r^CYJCST GJQT> ipCuJOTT? 22_CVJ<5>^* 
QgjCTT ^CUTrTlIl! (SDL- ^OTTrTLLl! 

(<9)£nn\jncu mg, Lurre^muj! jg^srvujCujrTTT^^) «Tcirnp( Lr) 
qP<s»t ^OTTmu! lSIott ^CTSTfriT <SD<o53L^(£) LD 

Ca"^’ ( 

s£'cTt>CtPtP <! ’' 0 ' Gn S>S»i =M,cim T uj! (yig>cu 

O First Lord! O Golden Lord, sentinel 
of the seven worlds! Other than 
exclaiming, “What happened to y oU ' 
Where are you? ”, this despicable low 1> 
devotee-self knows nothing. O Lot 
of the South, lord of the North, l° r ( 
of East and West! O Rutted elephant 
O First Lord of the celestials! You at L 
the radiant lord of Tirumulikkalab 1 ’ 
where later generations will worship 
you forever. 0®) 

Pattudukkum | Sama | Jampai 

(The girl’s mother) 

uugl a_©a>(£)U); <suuiig,gi 

ntraneii Gussmi 1 ^ 
u 

Da." sir 


jesft <3>6ff3T i^rr s>gj 
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CTCTT gjjgffjsrcjru CufTgJ <rrdT 0 L-rhJ 5 >(TCU 

^ ^ Sh & cu go n gtt ; 
ffTli) Qu(TTjlDrT6jT GTtbiGOi ? 

GTtarrcpj ld ; 

^0 c£l&£) lD€37jfl GUS73T0 (Vpg^>Jli> *W*-Jb£CVJ 
U)l_ LDrrcy>c 3 T Q^LLi^rriT gjiDtfaiLD 

QldojGlu , 

Q^rTCU GT62T63T.9 Q^fTCCTCTiJTfTGTT 
fglbiAfnlJ 

0 >LGO SU673TCI3TIT &*TUUfnT 

^,Gij ? 

O Ladies! My fawn-eyed girl has a 
coiffure decked with flowers, and bees 
humming on it. She drapes herself in 
silk then swoons. No more does she 
desire her dolls. With tears welling in 
her swollen eyes, she seldom goes to 
s leep. Even for a moment, she does 
not sit on my lap to be fed. “Where is 
my lord of Tiruvarangam”, she asks. 
Who has done this to her?”, I asked a 
soothsayer. “It is the ocean hued 
lord”, she answered. Now who can 
save my daughter? (11) 

Nenguruki \ Todi | Adi 

*sott urafluu r£l;r> 0 ii>; 

Cait 0 ii>; 

*°hbia.gj 2 L.uSliis. 0 ib; 2_6Wt(5' ^H^uincTT; 

a_ps,s>ib Gueijarncrr; 

fbtgTje, gjuSIcO ^|LD(TfT,s, r^iDiS* 

ffT€ 2 Tg))lb; 

«uibi_| c^,it lj, smucO ,s>j,c$ esnDjb^rr! 

«T63TgJllb; 

■*<10 ilcnjnuj mlQ«,RQ.Giu unfjjlib; 

C^mJilGTeaTSjpiib; 
^L(^s.nu CluGiriTTSDcroTU 

Cl USjGfQOTT; 

@0 rQcu£.g2 6fllT LJlfl UC!nuS)Gsj63T, gj 1 

uirevGio! 

hler heart melts, her eyes swell, she 
stands then falls. She has lost her sleep, 
f ° r gotten her food. “O Lord reclining 
°n the serpent! O Prince of Tiruvali 


surrounded by fragrant groves”, she 
says, then sings and dances. Her spirit 
soars like the winged Garuda. “Friend, 
shall we go to Tiru-Arangam and 
dance?”, she says, no longer under my 
control. Alas, I have earned the 
disrepute of the world. (12) 

Kalleduttu \ Saranga \ Adi 

thco GTfy$)g}J& 5, fib iDirrfl esfr^igmu! ffrG5Tfrjjib; 

c,mr>0 epft o,bS\ asUfTA^^iTiu! CTgjrrpjLb; 
gfilcxj @fQIA.J.I QlDGUoSluJci) Cff>lTciTG 0 tTUJff)fl>fTUj! 

GTCTTT^J 111 J 

OsiJo°o<5irrcfi^GO gjuSlcO ^LDiTr 1 , 6 } GeuibGaj! 

CTeifTpib; 

lD 6 L)<^l_IT§>g 3 l LDCUGUCyilJ «^|llL_rrUjf 

67 GTTfT^J LD J 

LDfT <£gT 3TL_ eT>5>g><g>6U£bgjJ fiTCTT €7110fF)5>rr! 

GT€37n)J LO ; 

CWrrcu CT(5>.4gi)2>S>® T £leiflcniu« QtfircbGcu 

gTfcdi rni, 

gjl €D€S1ST (Ip €7) CV) G LD 6U gjj CtflGff 

G<?fTiT<f^lesTfr) nGor. 

“O Lord who stopped a hailstorm 
holding up a mount! , she calls, then 
“O Lord of Urakam in Kanchi 
surrounded by fragrant groves!”, then 
again “O Lord who embraced the slim 
Sit a after wielding the bow! O My king 
who reclines in the temple of Vehka! 
O Wrestler who vanquished the 
mighty wrestlers. O Mighty-armed 
one who ripped apart the horse Kesin s 
jaws!”. Word by word she teaches 
her pet parrot to speak, then weeps 
over her tight breasts! (13) 

Mulaikkadirai \ Kanada | Misra 
Chapu 

(Lp€jr>GTT<3> 

Qpciirr 

£ipGL|GU(g)Lb <£M -<Z>jg»J cMLJLJfTCO (Lp<S)£UCTUJ€dTjT) 
^GTTULI e^ffluj ^liapisr)^), ^riteJftlb ClDUJ 

(j) &) otst rr g>ib 

ij, e<r> §> uj rrcm cist , 
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Gfi)crT5>0 6^>6Tf1cmu IDrjftg^GDg), 

$0<g>£>63ST5>IT6fj)GU 

OcUo°o<3>rTG&G0 $01DITGD6UU UdLft G&lL0 
dJCTTn^gj^jfitJTrTGo uiuG3 tOu fpCjT)wn i 

GT 63T rpj 

u>i_<9j<^1crflcmu«3i cr>*<5tfi.u6) cuciraTr^j^lcijTnCcTT. 

She heard her parrot sing of her lord 
thus: “O Rising Sun, O Laden cloud, 
O Permanent One, O First One 
beyond the three worlds, O 
Immeasurable, O Ambrosia, O Lord 
of Arangam, O Forever-in-the- 
thoughts-of-pure-Vedantins! O Beacon 
of Tiruttanka, O Emerald of Vehka, 
O Lord Tirumal”. “Welcome Sir, my 
labours have been rewarded”, she said, 
and saluted the frail creature with 
folded hands. (14) 

Kalluyamda | Kamas \ Adi 

a_ujrrjT)2> Qr>>g) id^gtt Glduj 

6T63TfpjLD 5>U6U dfcCisflGuj! 

CTGTTfry ID , 

^ 1 GU©S 1 luld y, iDCurru QurnuciD^u utpcsT 

Cgu©S1 

fglG3Tp a_5.ibg, ^ibiDrran! 

GTC3TQJLD, 

Q<5fT6U SaL-LUlilTj^QrFjQ dlCDGTOT (tpcnoj Gldcu 


Kanrumeittu | Subhapantuvarali | Adi 

0>G3Trry CiDiu^gj 2_5>jb5, djjncTTfruj! 

CT63Tg)Jli) 

<3>l% Qum^lcu a>C33I\_|rjgjgj C767T AcaflGuj! 

GTGSTrpjlb, 

LDC3TfT}) ) (^1^ iD^lyp 

GT GST fT}J lb , 

cyi_ Glduj cffJiDjb&rr! crGar^jib, 

QcUCST^J 0CUU> 0,6^6100) GdlJbCg)! 

GT63TJ^J lb , 

60 ffl Qurn£lcu 0 jLp r^ciiTpnuj! 

GTCj^pib 

0ipci) 5>0 CT6ST gjjGinGJ3TCliJ- 

GT63T jpj lb 

gjCnGlRJT (LpCiDGuGlDCO gjJ Gift CsfT(J0 

Gsrrir^lGjffTp fiGen- 

“O Bull who enjoys grazing cows, O 
My sweet fruit of Kannapuram 
surrounded by fragrant groves, O Pot 
dancer who enjoyed performing 
before packed audiences, O Prince 
residing in Northen Venkatam, O 
King who vanquished the Asura clan 
in wars, O Lord of Tirunaraiyut 
surrounded by vast orchards, O My 
sweet companion with dense black 
curly hair!”, she sings, with tears rolling 
over her tight breasts, and swoons, (lb) 


2 >rr(bi£\, 

gJI (Lprrycucu jbcn* ^csoroGuj C^rrcffm) &&,(&), 
OlDGU dSlrjCbtfjCTT CUUgjg) 0 ,i_g6) 

QlDOTT dOGlflGuncO, l$0> ibltp/b^Jlb GTOTT 

GlJ€<Dg)GLU. 

My daughter rests her big ornate Vina 
on her bosom, with a smile that reveals 
jasmine-like teeth. She plays over the 
frets till her slender fingers redden, 
singing softly like a parrot, 
“O Elephant residing in Kanchi 
surrounded by high masonry walls, 
O Sweet fruit reclining in the ocean, 
O Lord standing in beautiful Alundur 
surrounded by water tanks 
with lily blossoms”. (15) 


Ponkar | Devagandhari \ Misra Cbtip“ 


Clunr&(5) <£>(,11 Ginsb G&rTfbitfr* 5 ’ 

QurnrarCssi y,‘- ,u > 
Cluii^aiUjcu&ann S,n ^0iiuu Cur'ihS’ 1 
jg) car 2J» > 

O fl fhj 5, IT CU IOL-U L^fDdJlil G U 6TM— (^5 U 

Gua.'l* 


rfljji (g;7giia>(2) 


S_t_6\J ffi_i 




<94,™ 




a«rar&a^jiii i g)i_fj,sn£, fb*(34b u "' s >^ > 
<S,OTn Gaacug^jin uaca <54,i_s> Ga^l® ^ 
!&r&ia,nuj’ j,ib ,)§}g^Gcuri jj,c3TW’ u:> 

crsarcat’ 

jbfflr>!D^^)4b ua(i)lcurTCTT 


Her gently risen breasts have becot^ e 
pale. Tears flow from her fish k 
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warring eyes. Hearing the male pigeon 
cooing to its red-footed mate softly she 
falls into deep thought. She danced 
and sang of the lord in Tirutanka, 
Tirukkudandai and Tirukkovalur. 
“My Dear Daughter, is this befitting 
our family?” I asked. “I shall sing of 
Naraiyur then”, she replied. (17) 

Karvannam \ Kapi \ Adi 

rriTcucrcTOTSTLO ] <5>feooife|fruii> Ojrru_|ih, 

cr)«g»^g,cu(ipii) ^oncwTinii) 0>ifl6u 

CD 673TOTmb f 

UfTflCDCirSTCTOT (_Ql_ LDfijCD <h Ui&g>IT; lS)j2>£&IT 

ucsfl LDCDItClDCO urTC7>CD5>(^j; UfTCDlb 

QtfluCg)63T; 

•^nCDCWlfefliJT CTCST Gu6iT>g> CTC3T Q«5fTffO G^fcCTTfTGTT; 
CTlb Qu(fV,LDrTCiT ^l(ff)6DCrrhJ<5>Lb CTfhjG<3>9 
CT€gT CT)| ID J 

^■TCDCtTijTCOTTOTT f^fTiDCDCU^jG^ GuitCgdOTT 

CTCTT^pi ID J 

^GjrCfDfT I^GDfD 

r§lrr)0iDfrGfD! 

My fair daughter does not listen to me, 
I have sinned. She sings, “My dark 
hued lord has eyes, lips, hands and feet 
like petals of lotus. He is devoted to 
the bright Dame Earth on his side, 
a nd infatuated by the fresh-lotus dame 
Lakshmi as well. He resides in 
Srirangam”. “Where is it?” she inquires, 
then declares she is proceeding to his 
abode in Tirunirmalai. Is this not proof 
that she has lost her steadiness? (18) 

Mutrrara | Yadukukkamboji \ Misra 
Chapu 

QPfl)(T)j ^,rjrT gijCUT (tpcmcimjn-cn, urrcmcu 

ID IT UJ COT 

Clioni ^(Jjuunsii 

(h cwrt (Tjl ib, 

^ IT) <D rr ctt ; try] rQ cnjD »' 

^ s$ d> <£) car a) a gh ; 
'^M6irsf1 e ^fTr^,^ >l b ^i,(>^ g? iG»ftn? 

cTgjTgni ib: 


QufbGfT)63T CD IT lij & Cl^fTCU CiD £) IL| lb 

G u a 8> G <s> ctutctt ; 
Glut ljitui. dTjCttoi iHdE^fr^ib urn^ 

QufT^fDir^cnijdj <9>imb (^grTi_u CufTOTmcfT; 
QufT(TF) c^fblDITCrT, CTCTT LD5>CTT2_lb 

QufT65T^jlb ^HooG^b. 

My peerless daughter lost her modesty 
knowing full well that the blossomed 
lotus dame Lakshmi occupies her 
lover’s beautiful chest. She heaved a 
sigh and scarce listened to my words. 
Singing of the lord in Tirupper and 
Tirukkudandai she went for a dip in 
the golden lotus tank. Did your 
precious one too go her way? (19) 

Teralum \ Anandabhairavi \ Adi 

Gg>ir t 2 M J (£iT)Lb GDncTT CWcucDib inn err, 

Q&jGfl ^QJ(h)GT>&> (y)C5T LDC\JfhJc9i0 

e^ei>«^l; 

CufTiT ^cttcSt t^uSIrjji) C.&n'GrT euneTJTesT lorrerT, 
QurT0 <3 ji_63>6d ^gcirar 5>i_jbgxl M*(2>; 
uniT ^cnear urrrr ^L-fbgi) umsarij 2_OT5 t(^ 1, 
umi 2_ibly?fbgij '_imr uncffvrj < ^ > e!r5Ti_ 

Cuit c^errejT Guit cj&gjiib ClueasTea^eain 

idcottGidcu 

Clu(fT)rb 5>CD5)5>6TT fT«Frrry ^eueuacO, Cusco 

^Gid? 

The lord waged a devastating war with 
the mighty armed demon king of 
Lanka, destroyed its wealth and 
splendour, and burnt the city to dust 
after crossing the ocean and climbing 
over the fortress walls. He is the 
sovereign who destroyed the thousand 
armed Banasura. He lifted the Earth 
from deluge waters, swallowed the 
Earth and brought it out again, 
measured the Earth in two strides, and 
ruled over the Earth as well. Seeing 
my daughter recite his infinite names 
the world will doubtless praise my 
fortune, will it not? (-0) 
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Maivannam | Bhimplas \ Adi 
(Enter the Girl) 

cran ojaiisicssi cj>©inii Igjiptu ‘Sl^r 

icaijii) Gan (fj«nip ,@0 uit (51 ,@«urai.£l 

ffUU SUOT 3 T 635 T Qffljli) ^Cff)CuGu.l g^CffJGOTTUJIT 

,@tiiGa. 

Guj,<F,im, cr«Si (jpcinCraT 

rf^rarirjiTn: 

ana suerarassrib {snuscnij; surnu aiocuti 

Cuitguib; 

s>«n @cncniTii|ii) ^gdjtjbjSjib; «£ua<uii 

; 

c^tcu euBOTsiraTjigii <2 hcuit <Q«r>cu«mi> 3>«t3i0ib 

Gg,inf>! 

^Hcucnij njmh Cg,«jrt creamy ^(CT^CoinCu). 

O Cousin! He came and stood before 
me like tbe celebrated two-some, with 
a powerful bow as his companion. His 
dark fragrant tresses hung low over 
his shoulders, his fish-like Makara 
earrings dangled flashily on either 
side. His hands were like red lotuses, 
his lips, eyes and feet too were the 
same. Seeing him thus we feared that 
he was some god on Earth! (21) 

Naivalam | Kamboji | Misra Chapu 

cmrFjCucnth e£>C 5 Tp ^rjrrujrr, f^ihamc CfbfTtj^rr, 

(EjmsnjflOTmiT CurrcO ^'cmroGuj jE,ujfwa»6TT 

|S1C8T 0I LD 

QtflUCM <^|OTcfilcu, CTC 3 T lDCST(lptf> 0 >OT 5 T$EpJlb 

<&'* 

6T \Si GlJ(IT)lDrT6ffI $(l* ) CUlq.. 3 >$vip ^CDCffSTUJ 
^guUITCU 

QT> < 5 >QJ CD CTTU_) ID C LD 0 , CiD 6\J LL| in 0 >nGOT 31 CirT; 

5 »OTStG\ C 51 

0>Gfft iBfttja, (OjGiDij) @aOTST@ib fTjfTGjn^ 
Ggjni^ib 

CTCUCUCTTCL] SL_€fffff(^ CUD Gl_J(n)l£>rTG 3 T G^nuS^CO? 

Cl CTtG JT) (£) 

4M«nG»Df' cf^cv* CTc<rTn>mT g,nGtD. 


He played softly the Pann Naivalam, 
Raga Madhyamavati, darting furtive 
glances at us. Then feigning shyness 
he made passes through songs. In •> 
trice my eyes and my heart ran an 
fell at his feet. My bangles loosened, 
my waist-band fell. His fish-b 
earrings and his four shoulders loonier 
large before me. “How far away is m\ 
lord’s abode”, I asked. “Is this not m) 
beautiful Tiruvali?”, he said in reply' 

( 22 ) 

Ulluntm | Ritigotda | Adi 

a_6TT aer^ib c«n0> Gr^ffuj ctc3T0»C0> 

6£>cifl cncincrtmib LDn iQirjfipib Qdhir^L-^ 
jg>3fhl C0i 

Qjg>cn effs^fTjib g)crrtb G/fefD^ 

\Dajb$0 

Gtfco S2_0>(C5ib ^(TfjCijrjrbJAib fbvb 2^2 n 

CTCJlTCJ 1 1 

then asi0U) cnujb gjysrrtu iDnaneuamaDcr*’ 
a,mrsfili_ajj£l«u ujnsiT arannusir; 

Gungji 

ujstr 2ifi!0U) a,«rreun! § GunCaseu er<in-i«l T i 
asstpng^ih ji,U 5 S >0 e^n mwefilginG® 1 - 

The meeting with the lord of nectar¬ 
flowing Tulasi garland was over like a 
dream. He took away my bangles and 
my rouge and left me with an obsessive 
heart-ache, saying “Tiruvarangam is our 
town, where fish enebriated with Palm 
nectar dance in ecstacy”. I saw him 
and said “O Bird-rider thief, don’t g<> • 
Even so he left, this is our woe. (23) 


Iritkaiyil \ Botdi | Adi 


Ccj 


g )0 GJ)O,u 5 Ic 0 3 <£l 0 gjGS)S!l ! 0 cvson, 61 S» * 

LlrtS" 1 ^ 

^«utsi0 e^aSI J,rru Qu0ib QugviW'V 
loofenq iSu-G"^ 
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cuuSltbn) b> 0 ^ipeQGcu 6^uuircu6iT3T<niTiTib; 
< °' u ©lb 3 >eus>S>n <©(02) 2>«u&£l 

(lp<J3flGUfT (5v,LP, 

cr><ff»uS 1 c{j c^)0 cma> iDfr>2)J 

«J2>$, 

®-«u@ Qu0 rajrtvuiT <g)rbiGffii 

Gurbgd, errat 

Oun0 b>u icu 3>«rjt $it <©(0(buu qcucfi) 

fi>JS >3)1 

Lfanev <©|rjriiB»ib emit CTC3rn)j CumiSlimaGrj. 

The lord with an apetite to devour the 
w °rld, the lord who drank the roaring 
°cean in one draught, the lord of dark 
cloud hue, came here and left me 
lighting my tears, to go and live in the 
island of Srirangam, surrounded by 
sa ges and seers of high merit, holding 
a conch in one hand and discus in the 
other. Alas! These bangles do not stay 
°n my arms. (24) 

Minnilangu \ Abiri \ Adi 

l ^'® T <@«vj(i0 $00)00(10, Cluiflu) Cg,(r(£rf)cb 
a, 41 cr)Oi<j)2,«u(y2ib acnngpib 

OJ IT 11(0) 

Srai .©(cuni^g, 2>D)2> gjiupfruJ tocufleir £Ctp 
@O)iii 0 inartib Gbit 0 cny>mib 
(saGuvj 

grcugjjih troT $cniT)u(Lb siflr 41 t ir,cin 2 ,u(ib 
gt cir ojcoomiib Ga,rrwnsi(iJ; oGiiGintfin <5>ygiT)ib 
ClararerQ; 

Gluneir <©(«urt$a, 2>9UO GlB02)$di 

Gunc£loSlg)jrCu, 
‘-(caxoj <©io^B.dj sfiLdii trwTnji GuiruSlfioirGo. 

fdis face was like a flash of lightning on 
a dark cloud. Displaying his broad 
shoulders, his red lips, eyes and hands, 
a nd the beautiful fish-earrings hidden 
f*y a sweet fragrant Tulasi garland, he 
stole my thoughts, my well being and 


my peace, made me a slave and 
left saying he lives in the fertile 
Srirangam amid groves of gold¬ 
blossoming Serundi trees. (25) 

Temaruvu \ Behag | Adi 

G& U)0O( ClucnPoSli-agiJ incuiTiia, Gurams 

G2)«3T^(g,i5r>ar onTiLno0ag>i 

Cluom_u(d) i£ii|d) 

y, (D 0 isbt <©i id rt 2 , 2)1 Glurr$uSI 6 U , 2 > 

<©(rr)i B»rroj ojcwtGu! 

£L_ SJT C3T J 

^ ld0«61 $otij Gimii2>2> cSdogir Ga,niorroT 

.©(Ojfl <©|(y)2>g>ITIT $OTn)IT^I*0 ^rarCg) 
C 1 sdt®i 

ig iO 0 sfil ^(OianGg, $org)i g>n urngj) 
i£lan 2 >iu$ 2 )ncn ctot®! gojiGuJ 

^JimbiSiA ftnGom. 

O Little six-legged freckled Bumble-bee 
sitting happily with your companion 
in sweet blossoms of fragrant groves, 
sipping nectar together! Go now to 
the cowherd lord residing in beautiful 
Alundur and tell him without 
fear that a girl loves him. Wait a while 
and see his response. (26) 

Senkala | Bagesri \ Adi 

Gbisi art&> u»i_ T&nrjiTiLi! ^gsjrGg) ClBrarrgj 
$0*ao5TOim_taib i -|®0 cr«n Qsii, b>ott 
IO lTg>,B>0 

sTOTangiGu eroTg^o)oin(!iiiTa 0 a_cna®$ujiuO«, 
^uug)) snoa 0 .(gGjruih <g}oioioj; 

2 >cr<gti)ih 

€ir>LjrhJ 5»rTC5ni) rr.^j GTG'OcunLD s_63tC0 <*>[,&li 
ULpCTI L&63T <£b«lrirh,0| SUSTOTGTOI© IGF; 

,(gra>Gft cu 2 >g,i <@oflg,i <§) 02 >g>i e- 6 »r 

Qi ion ujib $n(ib 
^'0 $ojb>$oi <g>JraVlg > i ggdm. ub cmi&cunGu). 

O Lovely red-footed Stork! Go now 
to my lotus-eyed lord and companion 
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of Tirukkannapuram and tell him of 
my love. If you do, all these rich 
pastures will be yours forever, and I 
shall let you catch all the fish you want. 
You and your mate can come and live 
here in sweet pleasure, for nothing can 
give me greater satisfaction. (27) 

Tennilangai \ Mukhari \ Misra Triputa 

Os® gjajiaena, ^gam flo>f§l, ^SLicraiOT 

iDfreno 

Q<5G3TTpj 2_6U0>lb 

££>rr C^gncu 

LDCffT un<J6}$>Gn&) LDfTCTT szszn&O} 

sucnrj uorr &ct flGg,rn£! 

CTGST &)QST 

Ounrar ^suisjg) (ipencos, gjsmluvcu u^ili^a, 
OaTOrarQ 

Gufr&rrfiffiU) 6U60Ccuc5TrrujLj najgfjl , 
CTG3TCilflcU c^r^lALD CTcOcuniD cvjbgj ^OTTLJli) 

ST IU«> 

CTuQun(iggdib rQsnesTij,^ 

@0uus*r, j^ctCott. 

My lord who destroyed the fortress of 
Lanka and killed the demon king, lord 
who strode the three worlds, lord who 
steered the royal chariot and waged 
the Bharata war, is like a dark 
mountain, a huge elephant. O Cousin, 
I shall wait for him forever, thinking 
fondly of the day when I can lock him 
in the embrace of my paled breasts, 
and let my sore limbs rejoice. (28) 

Anrayar \ Hamsanandi \ Misra Triputa 

(Svapadesain) 

\ 

c^GSTrrjj ^HjUUn 0OJU)<9>(^<9>(<5) cHHSinrjujGST 

15j ffjr ar> or 

«5H6D6U (h\. Gir>Gs>&> <3>cmt g>g> 

c^lblDrTgTT 5j6jT62n63T; 

(5)C2rTrT)fTg, cuoSl GafTCzncvr tfirrcn, 

ClAfT0ib ^IcnojQjruuc <9gii> gj)g«bgij, 

06UID <5>CinCTTl|jgjJ 

Qcu«rrfDfTCff)csT; (gjCOTfpj 

G^rr Gtft cin n art cjt; 


cSIrfl Rising j£iir d^CTinsijjTdkrjiii ld^sFI r^rT^ii) 

(^IsjTrrjfTczncr; SjOTT (5)i_fTjcnS)& jb 5 > toncDCu; 

Q fbU^HJ rT 6 U)CJT ^ 14 5)fTClJJ63T 

r9 ilGi_Gc3r, 

The lord of the cowherd-dame 
Nappinnai, -who once churned, then 
bridged the ocean is my lord. He killed 
the demon king and all his kin with 
arrows shot from his mighty bow, 
victoriously. He lifted the mountain 
Govardhana. He resides forever in fresh 
water-fed Tiruvinnakaram. He is the 
lord of cool Tirukkudandai. He is the 
eternal one. I, this lowly cur-self, shall 
forever think of him alone. (29) 

Minnuma \ Madbyamavati \ Misra 
Triputa 
(Svapadesam) 

iSlCTTCpJ tDIT IDflnip g,GU(Lgib ClD 5 > GUGff3T63ffTfl! 
G&673TG3UTGUIT g,l£l Ou0lDnCc3r! ^J0Cn<TlLJ 

6T65TT)J 

^p63^GuGgrT0 ^ tog it Q§yfb 

^(r^LDGtDjpcn UJ Qcucrfluu05>5) 

^HOU>fTC3T 5j63T6iT>6iJT 
LD63Tg)J LDfT LDGJtrfl LDfT|_ LDfbJffD.fl, GoJ 

iDfTOT GciJCU ug<5>(TCuC5T i^oSlujGfT OtffTGjTGJT 
UOTTGijfl UJ ^HCO g, till up ID fT 6 \j OJ 6 U 6 UrTIT 
Cl^ncucncYiu 

utpeflcnarcjuu ypa,su ^ifluj cusucunir 

g,irCiB. 

This literary garland of Tamil songs by 
Kaliyan, spear wielding Parakalan, chief 
of Tirumangai surrounded by large 
sparkling mansions, is dedicated to the 
lord who came as a sage and expounded 
the Vedas, the lord of cloud dark hue 
worshipped by sages and seers seeking 
his refuge. Those who are adept in it will 
cut asunder their age-old Karmas. (30) 

Alvar’s Lotus feet om refuge 
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The Revelation of 
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The Revelation : 

A Morality Play of 
Kurugur Satakopan 

Tiruvaimoli of Nammalvar 


ejib&gj (ipGjflg>c3T 

CU fTUJfjj^j iDCVJlTLiLJfT^jtb GUCOTTfh)(<£F)£f»)ciTGfr)63T - 
^ lil £>0>G U (IT) ID 

adZ&mj&r Q0i&$i£Up Gcu^tb 
Gugrr^ a_ 6 TT 6 TTib Ourr> 

I bow to the feet of Muni Ramanuja of 
lasting fame, that I may receive the 
heart to remember the pure Tamil 
Vedas of Sri Satakopan. (4) 


Invocation to the Work 

JOfbfTg)J ClDfT^JJjli) 

^^curriTgjgjjjkib t£?)0i_C(5»fTu curTfbiiDUJib 

*nCA(ru rgl<n*j5> cruumAiou) 
CbLDfTibujgypii) ^tjrrcfilu Cffoff}Grona>u^ 

I bow to the ocean of Tamil Vedas, the 
V -ik of Sri Satakopan which gives us 
*11. It is manna for the devotees, pleas- 
■ng to everyone, and deep as the 
Upanishads of a thousand threads.(l) 

jjjrrClueirrnjno Cljbrarjggjaft.ii 
CTCTTipiti 

C1JCT3T QufT^JbcO CTCTTpLD 

<^1 ^rij ifi cm ff) o> err 
Cl^OJ^fTtfaT ^csdcuhtGuj 

CTuQufT^gjJLD 

^2>£liuniii Qj,0,Cs Clg>cifl;i>gii 

O Heart, contemplate the feet of 
^ r ‘ Satakopan, who rendered the 
Vedas in Tamil. Think of the famed 
Valudi land, Kurugur, and the sweet 
Waters of Tamaraparni river. (2) 

UJCJTjjgjfTgyjJj gufTUJfTgyjli) CW«5niT{tf>(ff)5<V<7 

Cufgspjib 

& C!rr S>;5>nar>ij ^cocurrgji gftartroiQ) G^st - 

gjGJTg^fTgyjlh 

(2jC^rr)cfilGcO€5T GTI&Gng, ^t_GftfTUC3T 
iiinQpcm ui Uibp 

I shall not speak of any one save those 
£ho speak, think, and talk of great 
Kurugur Saint. I am not wanting in 
^ealth; the feet of my Father 
Satakopan are my refuge. (3) 


amdi Cancneu uv£*«n(jniia.n ^ 

QJ GW q <9> lj? G in GU 
'SfrentD £ 1 % u>«r>'D*«" rr.^oi 

(ip^Z>cO 0)(tuj auCanuein GiDmuiDurrcO 

gugtt rtg>a> 

@5>a>a' Tl u @g(Tiairg))«OT. 

The thousand Tamil Vedas on the 
greatness of lofty-walled Ranganatha, 
surrounded by tall orchards, were born 
to Sri Satakopan and fostered by Sri 
Ramanuja. (5) 


@« 1 S 5 rglraicumib Clioiuuiiub ffi_uSlir 

j£lcir>e\jmii> 


bihth Clfbjf)«Ljib $on- ujn^g, -O^n^^lvuguib 
CP»ipcfilcinCTTU4U> curnjpcfilcyxaiaiu) 

(2)0cr>5»uj itGa nan 


Ctv&fb&i ,@ajcO 

The nature of godhead, the nature of 
the soul, the path of worship, the 
obstacles and the means of overcoming 
them -- these are the five truths 
expounded by the Kurugur lord as 
music of the Yal, lyre, and substance 
the Vedas. W 


1.1 / Svapadesam: Invocation for 
the Play’s Prologue 


Uyarvara | Gunibbirdndtdi \ Adi 

2_U_)(7Q_| S-UJIT nsCVJLD fi-ClTH- U.IGV1C3T 

CTCDfijr? c^l«J63T 

iDiuiifti <^l«D lo^I ir>cv>ii) ctojctt ? 

^(UJTCIJ ^pli) ^IDfrrT^CTT £X&lS GTOJC3T? 

^16UC3T 

gjjujii <^rpj AL_n Cl5>fTiL(jgii cT(ig r c-tcbt 

lootGcut! 
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Arise, O Heart, worship the feet of 
the one, who is higher than the highest 
good, who is the lord of the ever- 
wakeful celestials, who dispels all doubt 
and grants pure knowledge. (1) 

LD63T6ST LOCyjLD ^fT) lDCUfTlf)lcn0 

LD63TC3T 2 _Qnrrrrcij ^cttgi) Quirt/)) 

@C5T65T 2_633TIT (ip(f§ fFjCOlb, CT^llT j£ls>lj) 

gjesren @CU65T, ctcttctt sl_uS)it t£)0fj>Gr>g 
^cuGott. 

He cleanses the heart, makes it blossom 
and grow, he is beyond the ken of 
thought, feeling and senses. He is pure 
consciousness, all goodness, and eternal. 
He has no peer or superior, he is in all 
our souls. (21 


,@GU€5T a_«ni_Oj63T STOTT r0OT)OTrC^ 

uuojot; 

r^lcucuflciDL. s6]<9rd)LS)OT)L_ S5TC3T 

<^060 ott or; 

qcuQcnTT^ qcu€3T ^cucjt ^cuott; 

urj^>5) <SJJb 

fbcvjcir «£>(iT)€iier>63T fH aTi^ gmi) f^nCio. 

He cannot be thought of as “this” and 
“not that”. He is the sentient and 
insentient, in high and in low. He is 
in the senses, but not of them and 
endless. Let us seek the good one, he 
is everywhere. (3) 

@6uc5i a_e»cffr ( ^cuctt ^cu6ir 
a_sii«ir inaicri, 

s>mb <5isuiV JgajiT 2_ SUIT, sr^,, 

diiii ^Cujgii ^c3sqj s_e*>Gv iTjcoih 

<51Cff>GU, 

,51,10 ^tcooi, ^ujcnai, ^uu^larn) ^isuCa. 

He stands as the ‘he’ there, here and in 
between, the ‘she’ there, here in between 
and wherever, the things that are, — 
here, there, in between and wherever - 
- he is their good, bad, indifferent, their 
past and their future. (4) 


^ffUfJClJfT g)LDg)U3gjJ GU671<9 i€U6F>5> 

^GiJtfSuiT ^emnonjcuri stott <^iq. 

^ ot) L_ gu ft s> «tt; 

^CUrjGUlT g}OT>fr>UJGl)IT 0CDfT)ClJ ^COlTJ 

^anrrjujcun 

C^cuijffurr dS)$«J}£) ^OTJL-IU l0G3TfDCJTCg. 

Let each one offer worship as he deems 
fit, and each one shall attain his god’s 
feet. For, our lord, who stands above these 
gods accepts the offerings made to them 
and bids them deliver the fruit. (5) 


f^lOTrocniT @(5)4,S)e3tn ^li_jjg,cirn 

if)®nrf)lcurr <£1 l_j|>$cui7 

GTCSTpii) C£>iT ^UJCUcfilcjTlt GTG3T r£lcr>tf3T6U 

srejrpii) cjit ,@iu«oQnjn(Jl jglcjmj mb 
Our lord is eternally one, unchanging: 
standing, sitting, lying or walking; not 
standing, not sitting, not lying, not 
walking; forever the same, forever not 
the same. (6) 


^L-djlSrlbui, ffTlfl, Gucrfl, I^IT (fjlcOLD 

gjananSG 5 ’® 1 ' 

uu.ii Clun^ctT (ip^cu^ni) c?M,tui, 

^issncuO 

2—u.cu i £\ gt>s ffi_uSl it CTC3T& crrsi(5) 10 

u!I!j)gil« ,TsiTi 

<M_n i£l(gj a.(ij)^liL(en gennj &_®raiu AO^ 451 ' 

The lord of the Vedas who swallow^ 
the Universe is manifest as Fire, Earth’ 
Water, Sky and Air. He is there in a 
the things made of these, hidden, lm 
life in the body, everywhere. ('■’ 


acjiT <5irf)lai ^((Jj jglcaicu sfilsrar (jpg><M 

Qpifgaigt 1 ^ 

GVtJGVT (tpOjGvmii ^OTTQj s.-®fr TU 

UJUO^ 

mod) €p>0 pipOTtrpj CTffl&gj c ^LDrrrr^C‘?> LCl 

UJOTT CT6JTT. a ct>0 

^GTiLD^g)) 2-^^^ 
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Though he is everywhere, he cannot 
he seen, even by the gods. He is the first 
cause, the almighty, who swallowed all. 
He burnt the three cities, and granted 
w isdom to the gods. He is Brahma the 
creator, and Siva the destroyer too.(8) 

^—GTTtrirr CTcjflGu 2_cneaT 

2_06L|«3>GTT; 

^-GTTcjT ^CU63T 6T63flcO <^0G1]II) @6^ 

S-CTT63T 6TC3T ^CVJ63T GTG3T <0G33Tli> 

«D gy>i_6g>LDu9cO 

s^crrear @0 g.GjDacniDQiufTQ ( @ CUC “ T 

Would you say he is, then he is, and all this 
15 him. Say he is not, then too he is, as the 
formless spirit in all. With the twin qualities 
°f being and non-being, he pervades all 
things and places forever. (9) 

S’tfJbg) g>OT3T u(j«r>GDiq6TT r^nClgjfnpjii) 

U (Jfb&i GTT C3T 

u 9£>5> ^csjTL_ii) gggti ctgjt: »£lcuii> 

^IcG ^L-ffjQ^rTgyii) 

Q u n0 gttQ g, tTp ih 
CTfbj^Lb uijfbgjjGTTGar; fi_Gsrari_ 

<9>qCpG3T . 

He who swallowed all, reclines in the cool 
ocean, resides in every drop, the Universe 
'tself, complete, on Earth and in the 
s hy, hidden everywhere, in every atom 
an d cell continuously, forever. (10) 

a !t efls,u)u| cnfl sustfl ign rglojth; ^sti«ui£Ioti« 
jTjcSlcu ^rpeu qjgS) Quff«W>jT) 

C 91 > UJ f£UsnD 

^^ClDGU IT<3 ^l_CAfTU65T OtffTGU 

^acO -j9G?nfT) ug^ib g5Ci_. 

This decad of the thousand songs by 
^urugur Satakopan on the lord who 
e xists in Fire, Earth, Water, Sky and 
^* r > subtly as heat, mass, coolness, 
length and sound, offers liberation 
to those who recite it. (ID 


1.2 / Svapadesam: Address to the 
Audience 

Vidumin \ Gambbiranatai | Misra 

Chapu 

sS0i£l«3T (tppaieniii; 

efiQl Gadjg)i 2 _ti> 2 _uS1it 
sSQ a_am_ujirafl<CTH- 

d>0 Q^LutXJi^lCear. 

Give up everything, surrender your 
soul to the maker, and accept his 
protection. (1) 

l£lc3T<Sjfl63T (glG^GU $60 

IDG5T 2_uSllT AACn 

fTG3T@jU> 

2_G3T^]l5lG3T fSGfJ- 

Fleetier than lightning, is the life of 
the body. Ponder a while on this matter 
yourself. P) 

gii gjtogii eTawn] 

Gsuriypscv @««!D 

GsrriSar; 2_uSIAa(£) 

C®<r rglanfD ^JcuGcu. 

Uproot all thoughts of you and yours. 
Merge with the lord, there is no greater 
fulfilment. P) 

^GU6Ug)Jlb SL-CTTCngjlti) 

^GUGOgtf c^<G 1J63T a_0,‘ 
ffTGuGncu ,jgc0 rfjGuu); 

u|6u0 un>(pj 

The lord is beyond being and non-being. 
Cutting all attachments, attain that 
infinite good. P) 

^fbjDgii urb®j GTssflcu 

2_rT)fpgj! dj(£l 2 _u9it; 

QajT)g)J LDCffT a_rf)l6u 

c^fD0l ,@^jD ufr>CfD. 

When all attachments cease, the soul 
becomes free. So seek the eternal lord 
and cut all attachments. (5) 
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UfD£U PTffCTyLD 

Qp(T)n)CV|lb r&63TfT)G5TCaT; 
u JDp @cr>6oujrTuj <^euc3T 

Qptbrft go riiCs,. 

The lord has no attachment. He exists 
everywhere. Become freed of attachments 
and merge with him fully. ((,) 

&L.fbJ(&) CTi^lcO 

5>6rar0 rr-063T 
CT^lcu eTcjrrpj 

i— ri ^(5, 2_cttOgtt. 

Look at the vast wealth of radiance 
all around. Know that all these are his, 
and merge into him. ( 7 ) ’ 

2_6TT«TTlb 2—IJ CltfujCU 

Sl-CTTCn @LD QpC3T«mrT)U_)l£> 

2_eircifl* Ofl>0 j,g,| gfairry 
a_sricrftisu «^0ibiCa,. 

Go to the source of thought, word and 
deed. Direct them to him, and merge 
yourself too. (g) 

g>0ii(g> ^curaracrar 

s^0ri)a^jci) etsucum b 
sfi>0ib; i9c3Tgi)ii) ^acns, 

«fi)0U)QurT(iggj ctcotGott, 

When thus directed, all obstacles will 
vanish. Then wait for the moment of 
shedding the body. ( 9 ) 

fiTSOTT OufIJ.&g, rtjSUgg,, 

QufT(TFj€Tr PT-rpj ^*j[)co 
SXIC53T rr>ngQjsTGTr 

^l«raT ftipco CtfCrj. 

Unite with the feet of the glorious 
Narayana, lord of countless virtues, lord 
of incomparable good. ( 10 ) 

Qairg, 0,1 s Clgcjr (Sj^ - 

aci_na o i__Garrue3T QaircO 

Snib Gg,ncm. run'llfjagjl 

u£>Gg. 


This decad of the thousand are th 
considered words by Satakopan 
Kurugur, surrounded by watere 
fields 7 (ID 

1.3 / Svapadesani: The Hero 
described 

(The first seance) 

Pattudai \ Pantuvarali | Ekam 

2_cr>l_ ^ltq.UJCUfT<9j(£5 CTCTfllUCLI^ 1 

lSlfDITA(£rT)5,^ <5NlfllU 
cfilgjgjiSjCTT LDCUlTlDftcn 

^0ii)Qun)CVJ 

LC>5>giJ &cm_ OcucrinOcjmu ^ 00 

2_rjG0CDt_ UjfTuq«raT0 
CT£,$«T)U) 2_rjc5)CcjTfT0 ££&)&&&$(£)&&* 
Cjr^l^luj CTfilflCcu! 

The lord is easy to reach by devotees 
through love.His feet are hard to 


for others, even Lotus-dame Lakshm'j 
Oh, how easily he was caught an 
bound to the mortar, pleading, to 
stealing butter from the milkman ‘ - 


churning pail! 


CTClflcu^ITjib @UJ6U6£)C3TC3T f£lfin6U 

@cu u6u iS)n)ui irnij; 

<^€TTl6U(fFjli) (ip(Lg 2>600) (Ip&QV gw, 

@60; c£@ ^ 

Og>6rfl£0u) rgloncocmDujgi) @ a ' 

(Lpl^eogjjii); @«DfT)Gujn63T 

<^crflcij0ih ^0crflGcrrr0 
Mrr)5»5>63T68T 

Heedless of place and context* h* 
appears in countless forms. His rad* 3 ** 
fullness is beginningless and endl^j 
Forever providing the ambrosj* 1 . 
experience of liberation, he exists ^ 
cool grace within and without. 


,SMOniD6i| SL_cm_ tSMfpQrfjfSl ypit£6ogiJ l * ) 

2 . LL)rT6^ S»_uHT(^gjl 

<&f67Hfi6lJ 2_6^>l_ (iptfjGO 0<5>l.6U 6£>U|£1J 
cHJD 106011) 

c 5M©TMX>G1| £>_GTtL -^JlDfJ0lD Ojn6T>6UU4 tr 
UJfT6O0lb §> ITG3T 

e^oniD6U S2_cni_ £,mj<snn63T njncnuJ^ 11 ' 
j6ii<T u.irGa? 
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Who can comprehend the wonders of 
Narayana? He bears the highest good 
of Vedic sacrifice. Forever ne creates, 
destroys, and plays between the two. 
He contains the gods, and the living, 
and the lifeless. (v 

UIT(B,lb rfpGJSCU WILD UJ 631 GTGST 

cgHlfluj mi) Clu^TjlDfTcjT 
ujfT^iX) r£l cjtcuCT>lduj 63T CTC3T ^rf)1cn* 

GTCrfluj mi) O fTCJTT, 

Cu(jTjii) eprr ^uSlfjii) iSlfD u6u 

g> oni in <mi) Qu(f^iDfTC5T, 

Cu0lb ££f7 a_06U(ipii) 2_6TTg)l .gcocncu, 
^CUtfDCVJ iSlwolftC^. 

My lord is hard to see as the changeless 
one. My lord is easy to see as the 
changeless one. My lord bears a 
thousand names and forms. My lord 
is opposed to name and form, being 
and non-being. ( v 

lSlG33Tffi>{£, cMO) <912)J 6U6B&* fIDIUQptb 
Qfbffil a_circrfl e_w>gg,<!> 

*C33T*(£j JTjCU^gtWIWli cHtb&U 1 tSS®* 

^^1 i> u&ojwt; 
a_«ni_a> gjSuClnjifil sujjSttglwtgi 

&631CTTA1—^1, 

Sus3jis,(aji£lc5t uans <9i<D l — 

s_a3inGH Clans™0 2_«33iiij>Gg>. 

Accept the method of the Vedas, and 
know him through realisation. He is the 
lord without end, and beginning ot all, 
spoken of therein. Give up all doubt 
and cut asunder your attachments, 
for he resolves the conflicts in the six 
schools of thought. (5) 

SL_6mrrr|j,^| jL_OTttT<bg,i ^aonjll 

suujnjjgjl sl_(5 
cfillUI£>& |g)ajMU«S>tO 

a-ssaTirnjgji a_c33TiTiT>gtf s>_633Ta1gyii» 

^63>£><f) w>6u 

a_airnsu < 9 iiflgi c_u5lnan«n! 

S- S33Tmi)g^ a_araTIT!jj<|il 2 - a—GStftSt^i 

<91<fl <9IUJ«3T 

^irtwr CTOTglia) jgajCDff 
S-raaiiTijjgj c_ GKnmjjgii e-w>ili>Si) 

^ sd jd ^ a tfil S3! 

io<3mjuCi_g>) s^oiC®. 


O People! Even if you realise your 
nature as different from your body, — 
formless, sans length, breadth or 
height, — the lord is not attained. 
Praise him who is spoken of as Brahma, 
Vishnu and Siva, he is the lord dwelling 
in your heart. (6) 

6T63TU UCU GTGST 

SUl%6fil^|GTT j£lc3T(D 
J,sjrgj er^lcu rvjffgaJTOT anwiiyiaraT 
^geji STOT@|ii> ^gsucng 
epestp g^jLD iDOi^igii cnsuOjgj s>_snetfi £)ii> 

^@(5, U63iaaiSj4'g>l 

fbsirgj STGji njcuio QsiijGuaj ^cusaflanu- 
ibiDQprau- ff>irCcn. 

He pervades all forms, eluding count as 
one or as many. He is the radiant 
Narayana, the four-faced Brahma and 
Siva. Hold him in your hearts with steady 
devotion, shed all desires and serve him 
alone, that is the only good. (7) 

(glcSiip) < 91 ® ujpswo ^lii> 

CI5>(T0g£I«D 63T S_l_Gs3T 
lomjjib, «?<r (2,cn'D n l ^wcsnoj; ldoiot 

^l*ib 

ldcuid <9119* A^cfil 

ij,rT|gt,ii) Jbib ffi-cm- 9W' fc ® 

rTjCUli) StipGV 6Ui>.WilSilQ 
iDirigjib «?it ®e-S,flguii) ajsraia.G'*"® 

iDrTCTTCUgjI CUCuClD. 

Let us purge our hearts free from desires, 
and worship the radiant feet of the lord, 
spouse of Lakshmi. Our past Karmas will 
vanish, and we shall not want. Even if death 
comes, we shall die humbly and well. (8) 

^g}i_U)Clun)4> 

g,$D<?>g»] <rT(l§ ^1«T»5(AP<5>C5T I ICPL &>&> IbcO 
SE_CU5»(ipii) 5)fT^| li) 
ncuuiii-u iSUaTgpitb 

,34&g>g>«TC3i g>nCfi5»: 

Qancuu m^cO ^cneu Jtoepic cuuSlipp c_wn; 

g\GT>GU ^CUGST g,|OJA(.«,5». 
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Siva who burnt the three cities occupies 
the lord’s right. Brahma who made 
the seven spheres resides on his navel. 
Yet he is here within the Universe 
for all to see. Such are his wonders, 
the thoughts that fill my heart. (9) 

io^uSIgO Jb«u |£,ncnagtfOT 

l/)UJ <£*>(#) 2_CT>1- LDfTGyjliJ.fBGTT QjrT6af}gyjLD 

GuffltUGJT 6UCU6U63T; 
qudGu 0>0 $'D2><S>63TC3 t; Qu0 rglcur^i 
-Jbg> £bcu <^iq.u CurTgjj 
UJ (Tu lSI GV) CttT ^GOIT)^JQj 63 T 5,^G1|<oU 65T 
6UC33TrbJ(£)CU63T ^LOrVf^Gtg). 

He mystifies even the clear-thinking 
gods, he has wonders that would 
fill the sky, he has a dark cloud-hued, 
his lotus-feet measured the Earth, 
I shall forever sit and praise, adore 
and worship him. ( 10 ) 

^intjnehGTt srip ^isnsu s»i_6u 

5>6tni_rj 5 g > GUOTT £jOTTG«D6iJT 
^JLDfT OurTL^Ieu QJCTTfbJ 

3l_G<9ilTLJG3T 0 fT)C fT) €Yl 6VJ <9> CT7 
r^lLDn SrCincU e^tjUSlrrgjgj f^CUfQrflgniOT 
^CDQJ QjGVJCVJfTIT 

«^LDfjGfJfT0 2_UjnsfjlcU-0d?63TfT)j <3,0) 

iSI/Defil ^leinrr)Guj. 

This dccad of the sweet thousand 
songs by Satakopan of dense-groved 
wealthy Kurugur addresses the 
celebrated lord of celestials, who 
churned the mighty ocean. Those who 
master it will rejoice in heaven. (11) 

1.4 / The girl introduced 

Anciraiya | Kamas | Adi 

^kb<fTler>frjuj uh r^rrgrrijj! 

^CTfllUgjgjrTUj! f£u.|Lb f£)631 
GiffCu^y iDfTiij 

<^S3T, 

>€T>»l-b^t 6<r»»T>l j HGT 1 SL UJIT^^frfT^^ ffT€31 

€u)0 gjig,niu6 QaasrpSy Sitreo 
cijG3T^lenrr)ijSlc0 ^guctt cincu^^cO, 

iji_<€?Rni ncu CT67T GaiuinGiniT? 


O Frail crane, compassionate, with 
beautiful wings and a handsome mate! 
Would the two of you not pity my 
plight and take a message from me, to 
my lord who rides the fierce Garuda 
bird? Why, were he to cage you both, 
indeed, would that hurt you? ( 1 ) 

ctott Osiuuj ^nujGtnrjadfcGircT 

Qu(fT)LDfTOTTrTIT5,(gj CTdT &j]&>ndj 
CTG3tO if? UJ U_| ID S>_ GT> ft frcu? 

(2)uSl€U<9,fT6fT! jglT ^ClSlGfJ? 

(y)CTT Cl<3LU^> (ip6tT>6iJTlLJfTGU 

^•0CiH4<g>^g>5 > 0ir)Gfr)cucu 
(yxsarQ^iijuj (tpujcurrCajcaT 

A6U6UgjjGcu FT? gSI^uSIottGlO. 

O Flocking Koels! Would it hurt you 
to take a message from me to my lotus- 
eyed lot d? Come, are you not my good 
pets? Oh, my past misdeeds, that I had 
never sought him so long! ( 2 ) 

sSl^luSlsjTdeij Ou67>L- 1066315,0(0 

Oloott iu ^OTie^rtbj^irsTT; 
U)$uSI«3TrreO 0(i)6ii iurrcssmoj 

a - su (2> i@!r2>a o>«frojns>0 
ui£1uS)C(Suot eueO sfilanorGuj 

lO(16TT(lCg,(l? CTOTgu g>0,g,$ 

LD^l ffT€\J6unii) 2_6TT 

UMUISJ 0 ( 0(160 crrarrafCg. 

O Graceful swans fortunate to be in 
the company of spouses! That clever 
dwarf who notoriously took the Earth 
by begging, - Go tell him that this 
maiden has lost all her senses. Alas, 
mindless me! My dark Karmas will 
never end. ( 3 ) 

dGOT j^rrcirnxi *«raT0 

§){&! £><3>ngjj CTOTTGOTfTS, 

CICT1 l?6V (ip^lsO 61)6331633111)0 

cidiQartcOoSl (unsjrQansOgijCa.Gav''? 
2)OT giraruo gjrafl 

6UfTLLujQ<9fT6^ 

2>63T igeo ioa,6ji(5lc0a,aCT' 

2>o,0^1Can? 2,60^0(1(1? 
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My cloud-hued lord does not notice my 
plight, nor take pity on me and say, 
“Oh, this is not proper”. What more 
can I say? O Blue curlews, go tell him 
that he has no goodness left in him. 
Would you, or would you not? (4) 

g><TC3T airgjgjj 

Gur^lcO e£tcnG*Cw!i> G * 

!b«us>g, arrcjr 

f£>rTrj63UT6n63T<9i 5>6WTl_5><9>f T CU 

f£l7lj qCJTffO Ul—UCDLJ 

< gi c n <i Gg,rr eusin 
ujciig) igiia a«raiCinOTjb0 «? rT 

sufTffaii) Qan«raT0 ^(JornGiu. 

O Strong heron searching for worms 
in the watered groves! If you see my 
lord Narayana, would you give him 
my message, pray? He made the seven 
garden-worlds and tended them with 
love. Only this hapless maiden tearfully 
stands unworthy of his touch. (5) 

<Sl(2)OTng, 

-2HCUIT gd6TJA(LP^ 

s^06TT LJllAt-6^ 

efidjl ^^fbfTCTT ffT63T|T)j 
^(fTjGTT <§>^£1 ^LbiDneinejTA 

s,6T3Ti_*aricu OstTSueS - 

^i^rrjCtT; 6^*9 cusistGl-! 

ujn(y>ii> «TC!i i9cn;pa>Cg>rTCtD? 

O Clever bees! If you see my 
compassionate lord, pray speak to him 
thus: “You are unjust. Before her life 
withers, direct your good Garuda bird 
to walk through her street ’. Alas! What 

crime have we committed? (6) 

«T<sSn_| ,@OT)ip C&ituuga CurTGuu 
ueifl «jrt<5m_ 
ffTsar LSIflnipCoi 

^0cmTgi ^l(<5iiD(r6umT«>(g) 

>n«jl lS)«mpgigifrcil ^|0S1JU1USI«5I 

g*3,G0gu&tgl CKWp f?C3> OJlTUJ«Cl»IT®) 

ujrrdn Gucrrfigigi §> ^cnsoCiu? 


O My fond parrot, you hurt me with 
your talk. Are you not my pet? The 
cool dew-breeze blows like a needle 
threading through my bones. Go and 
ask my un-relenting lord, who sees my 
faults alone, “What wrong has she done, 
for not receiving your grace?” (7) 

ig ^c3>cuCuj? ^Irpj y,cunuj! 

Q(f)(^lDnC\J r TIT.5>(£) GTG3T g>JTg>»TUJ 
Cr^niij crcfTgil ^jgucu ffTciTsin 
^jcucunCg) 

tffnijOGOfT^ LD(T€iT)LD 

^ctTmbG^ar rbirrir; gcsfl a-<^gjJ 
Giiruu &gu£\(& 

CTTSDUurTemrj r5,rri_nCuj. 

O My little mynah! I have lost my lustre 
and my charms. Alas, even svhen I 
beseech you to go to my distant lord and 
tell him of my grave sickness, you do not 
take notice! Better start looking for 

someone to feed you henceforth. (8) 

nyu-ng, mcufl 

n^ncTTCajnnrjjib r^nrjcmuT gjcii 

6uru_fTg> UJCuit 

CS)G 

d?i_fruk gS rr)rfj)0g>g>«O 

g£) 67N?JT ^(TjfDgd CTC3T QsUJCLlG^rT ? 
tDGTT i iT^i uwfl gxi ni — rr uj ! 

2_cna2>gi! *Rn»iu a-i-Cw. 

O Cool dew-breeze! This body is made 
for collecting flowers to place at the 
feet of my lord Narayana everyday. 
Of what use is it to be separated from 
him thus? Go ask him this, then come 
back and split my bones. (9) 

g> I CU ^L^lu l9fpUt-| 6^0 

2 _uSln (p 5 » 6 uiT (Lprprrjiirmuj/fc 
&LCU Gg>fTpf6^ 

<^5>63)|6nGcTT ft633T6USn0li) 
j^| i cO ^lOlOfraDfiSJTA 

a»(iS 3TL 5i5><TGO £$§)} Q 51160661 
60L.6U <^ij>l ClrF)(g)U5! 

g^IcjtiSitG iumr> u>63Tfr>iTib ^sttC.qj . 
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The lord who is the cause of cyclic 
birth, and souls and all else, lies reclining 
in the peaceful ocean with a radiant 
discus in hand. Hapless we, shall tell 
him this when we see him, then merge 
into him. Till then, O Dark desolate 
heart, do stay on with me. (10) 

@uj«in3 sjLfi a_a)«,a,g,ajiT 

0 LJ (fTj ID fT CTT ft GttdT <>531 ©T) 65T 
ffllCTT SyUJGVJ (ft^j) 6HCT3T (2)(Tyj(5VfT5 

5l_C<5)nuC3T €>jmu(T)gJ 2_GDg*b«gj 
cSHCttcij @iuS5Tff) 

<$t,uSlrj££|6TT 

eucn s2_ciDrjujn , Gu Oun)GorT(ft)Lb 

GUfTG&T OU0 GU£TtC>ID. 

This decad of the matchless thousand 
songs by Satakopan of Kurugur 
surrounded by fertile fields addresses 
the measureless Krishna, maker of the 
seven worlds. Those who master it shall 
enjoy the wealth of heaven. (11) 

1.5 / Svapadesam : Love for the 
lord grows 

Valavel | Knntalavarali | Adi 

<*U6TT GJtp 2 _GU«j£1g!TT (Lp«2>CUITliJ 
cunC^irrnfr ^ejirpcnuj 

AcnCcuip QojcnnQCTSTiJLj QgjfT^l £l_6V8Tl 
ftGTTGUn! STCffTLlUffT; lSUjrGf>GfrtL|lb 
g>6TT6Lj SJljp (ipojJCUCU lSl6STG5r>G3Tft(£) 

gucu <5>^ujit 5)<rd»cuQjcyTnuj 

@cn cjp 6j^u> 

<™b&mu! GTGffnjGin f^IcnciiifH^il <iin (l)ffiG j!h- 

Hapless me! I saw the lord of celestials, 
cause of the seven worlds, and faintly 
called “O Rogue who ate butter by 
stealth!” Then, w O Strong herdsman who 
killed seven bulls for winning Nappmnai’s 
Jasmine smile, O My lord”. (1) 


f0GJ>63T£,g,J GiD(b{Bg)l S_6TT ftGngrTjgji 2_0<£l 
^OHDClUfTIT UCD0LD (LpC5^QJ0lb 
\ J QD bJ I [hft ft fcOtfl faddfl J^fT Q IT IT, iff) LD 

Lj6ff)ftGujrf(^ QJGlTiJTfbJdQcSTrTcO 

CTGUCUfTU GurT0ffnftL_0lb 
^5>giJc^i,aJ (lp£>6\S)go <£W>5>ujfTGir> 
lUCBTlb GWj (0rTGJT5)ft,| 2_CTT Gu0GmiO 

iftn^C'JinrTC^rT? uj nG ili nCcin'! 

O My wonder lord! You are the will 
and the seed of all creation, 
undiminishing, known to the heart 
alone! Sages and celestials faint in your 
contemplation. They offer worship 
with water, sandal, incense, and flowers 
and count your glories with melting 
hearts, but never come to an end. (2) 

ld»t CiurTcsflftGrmiu rf>cnL- <5>rr>rr) 

CUrTGG3TfTIT UCU0CD (ipesflGU^lb 
CujrroflftCinoTu ucjni_ &TC3T(T)j 

^jn-cjr^ipcF.snQTu u6di_5)5,cuc3t; 
G^Giurrcjn CTCucun 

<^Gin#ftGTT 6T6\JGUfTlb 0 QJ iq. UJ fTGU 

gjnGliJfTOTTJ 6TGU GVJ (T GTGLJ 2_u9l IT ft i_D 

5>nGujrT63T; gbiTGir ^>it 2_0qjCott. 

You created the sages and the celestials, 
even the four-faced Brahma, and gave 
him the power to make the wombs of 
all creation. Lord who stepped over all 
creation and measured the Universe, 
you are compassionate to all, like a 
mother to all beings! (3) 

5>rTOTT £j?rr 2 l_0Ggu , 

£vpGU(T (lp<g>SUrTUJ 
cunGcinniir ucu0ib (ip<5ijflGu0U) 

LDfbgyih iDlTJITUlb (Lp*T)LD ^LLJ , 
ftfT£jl ££>n ftGOI CT)I ffiKj6n 

G< 2 >nfT)f 51 ^ftierr ftcirffTGucn^f^ih 
GurrGeaTnfT Gu0Lorr€3T; ii>rr iDmuCTT 

tid)Gl 1 (<90ftfaj| ffTtb Qu0LDfTGG31. 

The lord of celestials, lord of Vaikunta, 
my own lord, himself became the cause 
of the three, — Brahma, Siva, Indra, - 
- within him. He caused the celestials, 
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and sages and the living, and all else to 
be, then himself appeared in the deep 
ocean sleeping on a serpent couch.(4) 

lOrT63T GJUJ CrfafT*^ 

lDfTfTlS)ci> t LDfT0)6UfTJ 

s^lGgst <jT1cd5)Uj gSIgo 

j£)fD2>$co Cftrrcfilfb5>n! 

cuncsr ^it G^rr^l lD65^5flcuC5irr®n^rT , 

1 *>&»(£>&"• 5 ^C!> GTTrTl ^ 

C^GgOT LDGO0O) ^l0UUrT5)lh 

G<5(ffjlDrr(fTj g61 £T) G3tG UJ GGiJT. 

O Madava, lord bearing the fawn-eyed 
dame Lakshmi! O Govinda, who 
straightened the bow-like bends of 
Trivakra’s body! O Madhusudana, gem- 
hued lord of efflugent celestial light, hear 
me! Grant that this hapless self attain 

your nectar lotus-feet! (5) 

sfitcncrCujOT «filans3T ^rr i£>0iigg ^rarnuj! 

sfil<snfTG<OT(T!T asncuam! Giaour! 
ihotisit Carr ^ujit gjcu (ipsGsu! 
turr LDinuGffli! iong>ojrr! 

rfloncsr sjuj a,cny>uj iDmjiogmiaeir 
cnu^jfiiu 41(fa,oa! 

@«3i«uujaiij! QuiuififfiSTinij! 

ersjrgjj <90 h.CujG«it. 

O Madava, Lord who entered the 
cowherd-fold and became their chief! 
O Kesava, Lord of celestials, you are 
the medicine and cure for my despair! 
O Sridhara, you shot an arrow 
piercing seven dense trees! O Lord 
of many great acts and many names, 
I call and swoon calling you! (6) 

r?Hlq.Clu6ifT Jlnf)luj (6T)fT63T2>§>£3T; 

j£fr&(g>ib ,^rflujfT«n«tfT 
a,iq. G^jn c^ib gtftprruj£ ffiGTOTfinsfl 

L|G«r>GJnjT3<bfTG3^ <fbC3TCiD(j3T0j fh ©TUT fc'Oij I G7> ©J7 

Qtfut ^rr t 2fya>GT>& ^iq turret iji 

Cffir^A) ^l^iDnGjncvj 

^iqGujcyr &nGffffTUfTGST ^GLirr>^j6TJG5T; 

(^yj,C5^CVi G?" IITCLJ SL OT3tGl ? 


My Lord, Tirumal, wearing the 
fragrant Tulasi garland! My Krishna, 
you release devotees from weed-like 
mortal bondage. Alas! When even 
great minds fail to understand him, I, 
of lowly intellect, weep to see him; can 
there be a greater folly than this? (7) 

2_Kran_ciu 2-Cu® «JJP tyisstcjiGio; 

piigil ioir«nuJiuiT&) M*© 
a_(*Tumii OoitwrClowii ^Eu iccsflon 
2 _sucncu S6fi‘ fne> jS®” 60 

oxot g, nciT Ganrrifcaijil a_«nCi_g/iio, 

u>aiflaria>© ^©v 1 
^OTm-ITOJSOTOTli) tOSOT 5.OT1CMU 

Cliblij 9 £« !D02>Ga"? UMiGujnCon! 

O Lord who swallowed the seven worlds, 
and brought them out again! What a 
wonder, that you took birth as chi d 
Krishna, and ate butter by stealth 
leaving not a trace behind! Was it 
expellent medicine for a little earth that 

had remained inside you? (») 

auiGiumi); 4 >uj 

Clo0 u>n euiQiSu Cuiu cSiuft 

gJIUJ (gjipsfiluJITUJ cSi-l) e> n6 v 

^(tp£>ir ^K>Pg)) Clffiu^ti-L. 
ujiiujOT, sunCoiniT g,cneosuOT 

LDSugirsir cniD j>a,«3T ercii 2 _uSlna(g,uj 
^rGuirrsir, 0iiu5tTSiiT ctctt ^niiDcrrir ^ 

^liinon <y>ir,j,£l«J'Uja srtmbGfi, 

The peerless lord of celestials, our lord 
and protector is the spouse oi bn; a 
beautiful great form compassionate like a 
mother to all creation. With the innocence 
of a child he sucked the poisoned breast 
of the fierce ogress Putana, and drank 
her life to the bones. 1 " 

ann^s, ®© raw cSlor'ffina.(W>i“ 

.gfflgi gil LDfTUJU 
£«8T LJfTGU 1065T05 GT>G>J<3>-9)gj 

&{&)$>& cfj® 

(g,ITG5T0 

^^GUlb £& Gidco 

Cqyarjryfb ,^(JTjQ)fT0U5 

- uSlijmb 0(b® iDnGc\'- 
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The Vaikunta-lord of effulgent 
knowledge, beyond size and shape and 
situation, pervades all things and beings, 
as the indwelling spirit of all. Driving 
out my twin Karmas, he cut asunder my 
Maya-bonds, then made me set my heart 
on him, faithfully. (jq) 

mnCcu! lomuu Qu^nCcr! u>* umuimCrar! 
ihitGcv qtfi) UK,*, 

5l_C<3i fTU63T 

UTW «juj aiflipir gjanaargir u®** ugnju, 
^i,uSl gg,^)«5T 

uitCsu UL.L @«S1SU U®gjii) aieucuima^ 
@«u«neu urfleuC®. 

This decad of the thousand songs of 
urugur Satakopan, praised by 
musicians, devotees and poets, alike, 

Ail r addresses th e lord of wonders, 
hiU of grace. Those who sing it will never 
suffer on Earth. (11 \ 


1.6 / Svapadesam : The Lord’s 
easy reach 

Parivadil | Nadanamakriya \ Misra 

Chapn 

urflcug,, gjsuFFosnoiru un,g 

dilrftcugj Cmsycu a-n^dm! 
iSIflcucna gJrirrSI *>*, igii 

C|iflsv§,cmb nen a y,Csu. 

Seekers of infinite joy, do not give up! 
Sing of the faultless lord, offer flowers, 
incense and pure water. (i j 

Qjizsi jt ^4tb gjjiprTujfTcjT 
(ipgj C«U g, (yiasvsugjiA^ 

(SJgjj £7637 I jcrafl CTCSTCTTngjj 

^gjiQoj QGh Q^iuudub rr-Cu. 

I he cool fragr.int Tulasi-wearing lord is 
the lord spoken of in the Vedas. 


Wholeheartedness in devotion alone 
is the qualification to serve him. (2) 

1*0U> CT0ui_Jlb <@60 PT0G3T 

u>fT0 cfil^rrgjj 6T63T idcutGot; 

UfT0li) CTC3T rTjfT ^CU63T UfTl_CU ’ 

»X> CTC3T ^fbJ^LD 

The lord is beyond likes and dislikes. 
My heart never parts from him, mV 
tongue forever sings of him, my body 

dances like a ghoul! (3) 


< ^|OTrrr^j0 ffTC57 crdr 

cui^lu0ib; ctsgf 
lSlcS3Tfbi^l c^LDrjIT 6l2,(b^jLb 

Q^ncTTcyiAuSlcJTnCc^- 

My body dances like a ghoul, worships 
and serves the lord, repository of 
all virtues, that celestials argue and 
rave about! (4) 


Qandrcna QarTOTrrra,u> g}cuft®nrar 
srsnaeu @grrau> gsungnesr; 
ana cfilcrTsmrenLO cfil0u>6l 
a-«6 aeujii^rTrra,0 

The lord is neither attracted, not repelled, 
displays ne.ther hatred nor friendship. 

leased by abstience and steady devotion, 
he is ambrosia to the devotees. (5) 


]£ | LQn it Oib0u>ga, 

<S<(!p£lauu) 

SJjlii ilong £sh a , 

The lord is sweeter than ambrosia 

He gave ambrosia to the gods. H< 
reclines in the deep ocean with . 
radiant discus in hand. (6) 

5 *" * (a *> «na* Car«, 

-StiCTash &anaj aiaraflCiaOjairsi' 
a"cnacn a „ )SOuS| ^ 

2>"<* *. cnwa aifl.flCsjr. 
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He cut asunder the heads and arms 
of the island Lanka's king. Bow your 
heads before him and swim over the 
ocean of Time. (7) 

aiflifilrar ClgjfrcssTteiracTT; 

Clg)n(yji£l«T ^suansu; Q®n^gg,ncu, 
CUi£l r£l«3TfT) «jg0gSIcT)S 3T O)fT6TTc61g,0J 

ay^Cio. 

Surrender, O Devotees, and worship 
him. The heavy Karmas in your path 
standing as obstacles will vanish and 
abiding wealth will be yours. (8) 

UUJ6ST *I,UJ 

(fTj ld dfc6 tt rnT &)£&&, C< 5 >cncuc 3 r; 
iSlfjrrGJTnn 

cfilCDCJT Si lij GU ffG IJ . 

He breaks the two-fold Karmas and 
grants the highest fruit. The great 
celebrated lord is peerless spouse of 
Lakshmi! ( 9 ) 

&i46urm guj G&Gnesr&GTT 
Qrf,ai4aifT(fTjiX) 

CUrr^um S-umaS 

suiftSii H)rT5)isuejTfTGg. 

The beautiful bridegroom Madava, in 
the bat of tut eyelid, will purge us of our 
Karmas; his banner bears the fierce 
Garuda! (10) 

mn0Giiani-jfiGo SLCaitiuar 

$0s ©OTriSI s_enij0g, 

ijS’ib @eu ^t,uSl tjg,gji @6 i 

g>s, fiucoftjmT i 9 tT)tfufTGg. 

This decad of the faultless thousand 
by pure-hearted Satakopan addressing 
the perfect Madava secures freedom 

from rebirth. (H) 


1.7 / Svapadesant : The fruits of 
worship 

Piravittuyar \ Pttnnagavarali | 
Misra Cbapii 

iSnjsfilgiajjujiV at!D, iQnar&giicn 
^jrT)cSla &l—ft sfilcTT5>&lb g,631CUljQuUJ6Utm 
^y^uueDL. atS>2>«sji«in<»n 
innjcfilcnuj @S5T^1 waigiQi cncuuunCg. 

They who renounce .til and enter into 
consciousness seeking enlightenment and 
freedom from the travails of rebirth, do 
relentlessly contemplate in their hearts, the 
feet of the pure discus-bearing lord. (1) 

&JUM qCU63T gTbgjjU) g)0S&Q0>rrL_rTg3T 

cgHGUGST J 

ffTUUfTCU CTCUfTA^lX) jTjCUjg^fTCVJ S_UJfTIT>g>j 

S-UJlTg,^ 

C^ULjrTCU6D63T ffTrh)c5,gTT G<5>n(J£f*)Gg). 

The lord of infinite virtues, beyond 
reach of person and place is the darling 
child of the cowherd-clan. He is the 
medicine and the wealth of devotees; 
he will not allow the power of the 
senses to ruin them. (2) 

^ujii Clair^ijamij, ^aiijcrtO nraH_mdjTgp l i, 
iomuO iSVanrar ctsst uKTaraflaaa Consul 
gjTiu U(3^lG ct or 

UJITOJU iSnjsfil UlUilTSy aijuaCaCaiT. 

I drank deep from the ambrosia of mv 
sweet lord, wonder-lord, gem-hued lord 
darling child of the cowherd clan who 
took their beating, all for stealing butter' 
Broken are the cords of ignorance 
that bound me to rebirth. (3) 

tAwnni ^tn, can ujoijjCg, ujaTrafWsiT 

% g)CTTCJD63T 

S^UJfTtffclGDOTGuj g^U) 

^ujrreil )$*> ^iiDtiiiffich ^^1* 

. _ Uo.n^j.OT.o, can 
gfansMensn can QsnsOtS) 

^©GcuCtain? 
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Oh! How shall I give up my adorable 
lord now? He drove out ignorance and 
entered my heart fully. The root and 
stock of all the omniscient celestials, 
he gave me his radiant self-light and 
glorious virtues. (4) 

«St0CsuCc!mi - siot cflsnaiGna CTrar^sfilcnuj, 
2>0G«j GiMbgj !a_ujujo, Clausn^ileiTj) jbm&antsi, 
CWQCaj Qoiijgj ^cn 

g>CffgTCggfl Ctf)l cn 

s5)|_GqJ Q<5UJg>j 6fill|)1<5>0li> lS) fJfTCDCtjrCuj ? 

The lord who appeared before the 
cowherd-girls like an elf and played 
mischief with them, is my light and soul. 
Oh! How can I leave him now? ( 5 ) 

G|_|0 f£l«VU> G&ST i_QJfiBT , 

i-b 

•SjIrifT ^lil LDGUI70, gjlipmu GguUJ<T)2> 

LOrjrTLDrjLD CTlU5> LOfTUJGUGOT CTC3T^J6TT 

$}tJ1TGST CTasflco, lS)G3TCiDG3T UjfTGST 

G Q J G <SJT rr ? 

He lifted the Earth from the deluge 
waters. He pierced an arrow through 
seven trees, what a wonder! The lord 
who wears the fragrant Tulasi on his 
crown has entered into my heart, will 
I ever let him go? (6) 

lijncirr c^iltq GTcjrgjjcn ^(rr^gijcuii) 

CTGtrrr^cuctfr: 

5>rT<arr Cp>L-U*. curing)) ctcst gjcsfl 

cu0^1^,g)i 

asnein CpxJ.iq rQcTiiTjj gtott 2_u9ffl«0 3>cvj(bgjJ 

^‘U-lCVJ 

cundn c£>iL(i)lGiDfT GTcaTGnc&T 

GjJ)^ 1 u)« 9 > 5 >GciJ •' 

I did not intend to hold him in my 
heart. He came of his own and 
occupied me fully. He has blended 
himsell into my very flesh and breath. 
Will he decide to forsake me now?( 7 ) 


CTcircincjr Qr^£hp<g><£)cyiLb dcrrcriicini— rpjcjrr 

Clrb0<£HD 

<2, ccrr c<d err t.b dQcucurrcyr 

lSc3TG<r>C5T QrTj^lLD UdnCUiITg, G^fTGTT LD^Pip 

2_6jm_ 

(ipC3TOT163T cSHfDfJIT (Lp|Lg(ip3,CurTGG3T. 

The lord is first cause of the ancient 
celestials. He enjoys the embrace of 
Nappinnai’s bamboo-like arms. Even 
if he desires to forsake me now, my 
heart is so good, he has not the power 
to leave and go. (8) 

<gHD0fr (y>iLgyp3,Gu <3y0iu 
^UDaiiag) ir-ijig, ^ujrr Qainigibangi 

^uigibuo, fjipnsfil ctctt 
S ltS 6 ®®©); aiagiiGiDn? 

The lord who gave ambrosia to the gods, 
is the darling-child of the cowherd 
clan. My soul has blended my being into 
him. How can the thought of separation 
arise again? (9) 

.jaftaSlai ; 

u|*g^lLD ^MiflujOTT, Oun(iTj ^mgucugst mii)ioa65TJ 
(SMGU63T i-i&ip unt4 @ra>enue| ^cutb 
ua>giiih uisvagj (£,«ne.ji,Ga,. 

My lord is one who leaves if left, stays 
if restrained. My lord is hard to reach, 
my lord is easy to reach. Let us sing and 
praise his infinite glory, and enjoy his 
union, ceaselessly, night and day.(10) 

(0)Gy>L_!T)g)J GUCff3T(^ 2_C,ffffT^p[j) gjiyimij 

(ipIQ U jfT(SPC3 T 

cSWOTH fj)g, Q^,C3T h& tfl C<9»fTi iC3T 

liWffii. ft^CWneu Qg,n«ni ^uSlrjjjgj i j^gxi 
2—CIfH_ [T.gji GfFjrTUJdfeGnCTT ^(^6®5»(2 )GlO. 

This decad of ihe thousand sweet songs 
by Kurugur Satakopan, on attaining the 
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lord who wears the nectared Tulasi 
wreath humming with bees, provides 
a cure for sickness and disease. (11) 

1.8 / Svapadesam: The lord’s 
proximity 

Odum 1 Navaroj | Ekam 

gglib l|OT 

giii^ruu 

iggl <£lcmr)C»ai 

; ^ubuinCssr. 

Our own lord, he wears cool Tulasi, 
rides the Garuda bird and lives with 
eternals. 0) 

^liuHTW'unuu iSlcSrgjub 

6Tub ID IT GtfiJT l_| LD ^Hj63T IT CfT) 

ClGuii inn ojnuj 

LDfT (h GffiJTOJI itGGUT. 

Though lord of all, he took birth, 
as lotus-eyed Krishna, tore Kesin’s 
jaws. (2) 

aareriOTVT eun&n CTOTigjii 

L£)GWtOC55T(TIT J 

a-en 1 Sifi 

^IffjurGsvraTfriT OcurrjL jGcitt. 

Always dear-as-eye to celestials and 
mortals, he rules over Venkatam, 
where gods vie to serve. (3) 

OsujjSDU 6^<OT©J CT0g,g>l 
eppaib @ratr6IGuj 
rglir>0ii> ^ibiotrar Sn 

5>(T)Ue3T 

Forever I shall praise the lord who 
stood holding a mountain high that 
revealed his glory. ( 4 ) 

onsu 3 ,§u>i> ClsuflltoCUnnu 

CiD^b<9>CU S_fed'ol l_ITCffl 

Q, jmL ^cvjGungjj gtott 

Clinuj ^cufbgjfrGosT. 


Without a doubt the lord who stole 
butter, and ate with both hands, is 
blended in me. ( 5 ) 

fh) Cl) LD Qffintn fT-| nth (StfT 
LJ6063T 0£F>ncn IDfTfitOTfTUJ 

f96V)li> Qfl»fT6WTl. rrGcffT. 

Blending into my soul, he bears my 
good. As a charming lad he measured 
the Earth. (6) 

Qsincjsrutrsjt erg) sfilcou 

g> fiSgTL_fT60T CiDGU UJlb 

2>(TLDLt) OtflUglJ GTG3T 

CT673T g,rT<2fT ^OJTrrCoJT. 

He swallowed the seven worlds, he 
slew seven bulls, his cool resort is 
my consciousness. ( 7 ) 

^OJTfTGST <^ILI63T 

l^GanTQ 6TC3T(Lp LD 
SjHCST ^IjdTfTCCfT GT 67163^160 

5 ,near ^lu 0 fhiG&. 

For the love of me, he became 
the cowherd, and the fish, and the 
boar too. (8) 

.9<9><9>rjLb 

^ fbl On l61 GO Q5>rTOT3TL_rG3T 
GTri)(5)lb ^>fTOJTfTUJ 

(Tyf^j5>6TT fFjfTdJjGojT. 

Our lord who appeared in all forms 
bears a discus and conch on 
beautiful hands. ( 9 ) 

fFjfTg>G3T, (6T,rT60LD G&fTGn 

unrein, Green ^ id id nor 

Gp»^>ib Gun go <£1<»niT 

Cqj^) jSflCcn. 

My lord and master who measured 
the Earth is praised by the Vedas, like 
waves of the ocean. (10) 

r?,(Ti ,|OT)fT GUGffSTOTOTOri - 

&n i£fl Ga>mj63T 

Crb«Tg)GD 

og>iTg>60 (©oneuGiu. 
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This decad by Satakopan, in the 
thousand songs, sings the glories of 
the ocean-hued lord. (11) 

1.9 / Svapadesam: Oneness with 
the lord 

Ivaiyum | Sencurutti | Adi 

@ra>ojtL|ib ^lanaiutic 

,^6U0ti SL.61J0U) 

STssnsunjih CTaj0ii assrepCm 

•Si/flimi atis,0ib 

<sij u_|eir ff>6af)(jpg,Gu GTtijiurrssr, 
acrarciraT iSIrjncst ctcst 
■S’Cnsmurar; ^l0eSl«jr iDCHrirCTirar 

ffreirgycnua 0Lpcu a_erTfrC63T. 

The lord is first-cause of all things 
and beings everywhere, he contains 
■ul in himself, then makes them again 
and protects them. My lord, my 
ambrosia, the taste of sweetness, is 
the spouse of Lakshmi. He has 
entered my vicinity. (1) 

U6VJUCU GUGUCUITOTr; 

Qg>rrcu«ncu <£jib ftrtcvjgjgjj a_cucnftft 
gisiigj 

Cft£Gu63T CT£3T£5)J CD l_ ^ lb ID rt63T; 
^Guip LD0ucnu tpSifrOyndsi; 

cfi1ereT<;TaT6iJiT«)(5) «TcinjTOTJ5TG\> ^rfliurrcaT; 
^4,ip Cl5>0r^, ft, cO C^iTjj^rrdr; 

<^l<njG5TGT63T ^ (fT)ftC\$l CU nC^JT. 

My Lord Kesava is the lord of many 
wonders. He killed the rutted elephant; 
he came as a boar and lifted the Earth, 
he reclines in the deep ocean mystifying 
celestials. He is near me now. (2) 

^.‘cufTuj Oi '(r>,ti) 

*s>jifjrjnftGn (i/jftcbeijsirT: 

•*>»<r»_>«dalu i fgcu Cinrafl 

GufeyftcOTTGar • (olffrTj^nixicy.yft ftgjarGjingjTj 

■ irT(n^ \ \cb 2-Giin : ,p } \ ffTrrjjiXt 

j.4,iDftcrmn gjffljflft OftcnQjcar: 
ftGT.'S), 

5> i Goi, 


Faultless lord of infinite glory, first cause 
of the celestials, dark gem-hued lord of 
lotus-red eyes, peerless spouse of Lakshmi, 
— he delights in riding the Garuda 
bird of fierce wings. He has entered into 
me, giving me the bliss of union! (3) 

a_t_€3T ^IDfT ft(Tft>Gu IDftGrflfT 

^(^LDftGTT IDOTiJTlDftCn ^UJ IT 
lfil_ ID ft GIT CTGJrrpJ ^GUIT QpGU rT; 

^,(6tFjib a_cuftQpii) (\pG5TCrr>; 
2_l_QT t^CDGU £>ftft 

t £H t Gbg2}Gr)Gv0 Camj^gjOjcaT cnibiDneir, 
ftl—CU LD6\Sl LD1TUJLJ 0l_j(fTjLDfT63T 

ft GcfiJT 637T G3T CTffJTT 6£) ft ft Cff> C\j UJ ftG G3T. 

Three queens Bhu, Sri and Nila love to 
be seated with him. The worlds that he 
rules are also three. Lord more wondrous 
than the ocean, he swallowed them 
all and slept as a child floating on a fig 
leaf. He has risen to my lap now. (4) 

GpJftftCiHGU 6iT>G)J&>pj) (ipCtDCUU UfTGU 
2—suVt CTCOTn^j 

Q^ftftlb Otfft cMWTfQJ r^CLJGTTufT£\j 

2_uSlrr Qaa, slimil Clu0iDmrjT; 

f^ftft lS1grTC(SiJTfT0 cH Uj gT )| ib 
CpJft ftCTLJLD G^fTfTJj^luj rrftGffT 

inniuOT CTG3T *>_ 

The wondrous lord instantly by his will 
created Siva, Indra, Brahma and .til other 
gods and all the worlds. He is my 
darling child Krishna who took suck 
from Putana s poison breast. My lord 
has now risen to my bosom. (5) 

UMTUI651 ffTgjl Orf,(04)s3T PnGH 

•orbipjii etrama^J, : 

aimjyub 4cu@ni) a,nC«m; 

sngUili CTiflujio 

'.oiudi <neinTa,0Lb 

•f*.i>6®<j,A0ii> Goitiotnb ^cususso 

ftdUJCjl OJUiaAOTT lftUia,a,S31 

ciG^Ga^eiyi, 4 Ga,n.,itltmc.T.Tt'j,ftL?’■ 


4 SO 














THE REVELATION / Tiruvaimoli 


The lord in my bosom is the body and 
spirit of all, pure, enchanting and 
deceitful; wind and fire too are him. 
Lord afar and lord near, whom none 
can reach through thought, he has 
ascended my shoulders; who can 
know this wonder? ( 6 ) 

Gandi CiDGyjii infririSIdr 

Ciogjni a-i-rr ynq. Gioguib, 
giiTCTi Giogiiib 

g,araT g^ipfTuj a_«r>i-. ^ibiDiTraT, 

Gam gjenem ^eurrairrat; 

auir 

rijiTcn 6^G3 t^ju> .^acunar; 

s_cnFTGsjT. 

He is an icon of radiant light, brilliance 
beyond comparison. On his shoulders, 
over his chest, on his crown and his 
radiant feet, he wears a garland of woven 
Tulasi flowers. My lord, becoming dearer 

day by day, is on my tongue now. (7) 

2)fTefilg)J GTT f£)G3Trr}j lDGU(fTjlb 

^CTjfTGJJTft £hCtT>CV0>l€11)0i(3) 

^tJjluCufrQ ^cifluucuciT 5>nC<sn; 
y, ^ujCvj rr>fTGu §>i ii> C$rrcTTfi3r; 

QufT^ uonu «TJbg»)U> 

<9,n<sfl r^cjrr CiDGjfl<f>> 

#>6injT£5>nf3 T I ffTcirr A65T3 to3^65t :jl . ctt itOott . 

In the wisdom of all the arts that 
blossom from the tongue, he is their 
letter and spirit; protector and destroyer 
too are him. Petal-soft, four-armed lord 
with battle-fierce discus and conch, the 
lotus-eyed lord is in my eyes. ( 8 ) 

Aiosua, a«alGJJTOT CTiil (MMISSiflOT S tTTsnnOTt. 

a,fTGirijTijOTT 5>ay3T5>GnnGcu; 

u>6 \j ajasTi .^a 

gLDMCUgni cy5"i>^; 

«>ioeug,0j £,ibi9 g,6jisyOT* 

SiiDcog, Clg,iLsus>Cg>ir® 2 _«oaii 

^aiB mew GliJ.m'61 »-«nnC«i. 


He created the lotus-born Brahma and 
the forehead-eyed Siva. He created the 
pure gods and all their worlds. I see the 
lotus-eyed lord in my eyes, he too sees 
me clearly. He is in my forehead. (9) 

Grjjip nf)lm«ii rQCTtrpj ctotcsigst e^ycjii 

rQontj iDcutiu urT5»reject! 

0,n)CnfD5> gjJipnw (ipyq.& G-9>rrcu<9> 

<9>C73TQ^T iSlrjrTCDGng) ClffjfT^GLinii 
6^)IT)6yilT)U 6l6DfD 

fF>(T63T(ip0>g)Jlb 

iDjDcnrr) ^iD(j 0 ii> crcOcurubj 

CujjglJ CTCJTgi) 2_^m6TTnC63T. 

The crescent-crowned Siva, the four¬ 
faced Brahma, Indra and all the 
other gods place their heads at his 
lotus feet and worship him. 1 he 
Tulasi wreathed Krishna, my lord 
protecting me from my forehead 
has risen to my head! ( 10 ) 

2_<9^iq6TrG<?fT j£lfr)0l£> CgjQJ 

C2>airb(0)<9> <9j<>wfcwT iS)(jnfb(5) 

J^4?flD0U4CtT 0<9GVJC\J 5>_633TIT2)^) 

CllOTiJI 0l_G0>fTU£3T 

ggd CUitcstcot ^i,u9 

£ilflr>6UU-Jlb ££>•* LJ2)g)) ffTLDLS10(T<T)(^) 

fpatfCyjlb 6fil6lf3TC3gTUUljb QsUJUJ 

^ctt £btpcu Oacjncafl Quff(2)0u>. 

This decad of the thousand songs bv 
Kurugur Satakopan addressing 
Krishna, lord of gods, with love will 
abidingly secure his holy lotus leet 
to those who sing it to the lord, 
with feeling. I 11 ) 

1.10 / Svapadesam : The First 
Union 

Poruma \ Brindavana Saranga \ Adi 

dull© ion jgrir uam- aais.S.Gl®"® 

ion ^G-n a,Lpcu cjip ia_cu0Lh 
6^^ icncrofl* ^<5^ r9i£)nj)£) 

iDnsyaflft^to ctgst 5»caiiT^2)Jfc"ng)j 
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I saw in my eyes the dark gem-hued 
lord, resplendent with the war-waging 
discus and conch. He came as a manikin 
then and strode the Earth with great 
Icet, O, How he grew and became 
worshipped by the seven worlds! ( 1 ) 

a >«* , @JJ«tCcTT rglrrj^u) airgjdramDujiTcu 
Glg,rnf)Gu 

CTainraflgijii ojyjjii; stst ^grafl Gajran^ojii? 
U>GBSlCg)tli> STlflu 4 li> JbCU SU(TlHCl|lb 

sSlsratrapib^ii, cnh iSIgfrcneurCiu. 

My lord unfolds himself as Earth, 
Water, Fire, Wind and Sky. Whenever 
f worship him with love, he enters 
into my eyes and fills my heart. What 
more do I want? (2) 

61gir«n<3si crjjsing, g,]j,cino,<j.(«pU) 

ibiixSlrrirsnarr g,irinan 5 a> aonsroraranrar 

Qa,mii_| gjjanfT Gibit <§}oni_ inrmuonrar, 

<aiii iSlijranOTjj Oa^mpniij uji_ ClrE,0oCiD! 

O Heart, worship the cool lotus-eyed 
lord! On his chest he bears the lotus- 
dame Lakshmi whose hips are slender 
like a snake or a twig. He is the lord of 
my father, his father and the 
forefathers before him. (3) 

OjbtgAti! rbGusneu! gjCvjanai! a_6jrcnraiu 
OujbjDucO 

ffrrar GaiijCujnui? Jiiosfl eisstcn (ajanjrjsSlffinvb? 
Gnix>ji,^ancai uscurrrrdi ioctjtqj frcnansiiT^ 
gjl(CT|<MiiGun^nb gSIl 0<ff,m naanti rtiij. 

My lord is the prince who married the 
lotus-dame Lakshmi. Good, good, 
O Heart! With your help coming, 
what can we not do? Now what do we 
lack? Henceforth, in vicissitudes, hold 
on to him relentlessly. (4) 


£>syyri_irGuj, QfblgjG#! 

gu nujg,<£)t>jin)| wjifT 

Grcffur gjfT^jpjU) ^CTrrfjlGuj GiJjjigj) ^uj^jiDn^i; 
2_GT3Tl_ IT GO GIT SL_6U(£) GJ(lgli) ££>17 QpGutq 
Q5>rr6OTTi_rTgir)C375j A637r(^lQ«,n6iraTL_C3r>coT 

fjbu^CiD. 

O Heart, now you too have seen the 
lord. He swallowed the seven worlds, and 
measured them in three steps. See, our 
actions have now borne fruit instantly, 
without a mediating thought! (5) 

jSicub 2>ng)jii> ^ijj Gidsu 

lDIT)Ga)fT(7 

ClE,fTLL|li) 0fT<TOtf,rTL_nC5T ClfTj(CT, 3 G 1I>! 

Cl & it gttG 6U7 ott j 
5 >n-lLjli> £>£,CT>g,lLjli) 2 _CU^Q<mj9«0 

GTJ ITU) LO rr<5CST, LD&JdflsiJCT37<^njT63T, CTff-)fccn£F>C LLJ . 

O Heart, the gem-hued lord protects 
all the worlds like father and mother. 
When you and I stand before him 
thus, he shall not let sickness enter us 
anymore, just see! (6) 

CTli>GDy2)ClU CTOTTrpjli) CTli) Qu(fFjLDfTG37; 

CT(3IT 0n i) 

C37GUUUCTT, GtffTGUgyjQMSfT 

urrcfilCujCTT 

CTfb«T>£)! CTli) QlJ(fT)Lr>fTOTT! 6TCTTJJI QHTGSTQlIT 

.jflrbcin^iLjciT cjnoj^jgjj & GsrrcOcyiii) 

Cl 0 GO GU 67D CTlO Li J . 

O, The sinner that I am! I dare to make 
love to the lord, — and speak of him as 
my father, — whom celestials contemplate 
upon and are fortune-favoured to call 
their father and their lord! (7) 

Gsgugu rr>rTrjCT«rTG3T CTOTTrr) G^itgo GalLl jjyjii) 
lf)«U 0 lb AG 1 T 37 LJGiifl; 2 jn(^lGUG 3 T ID fTU iGlO! 
^CUgJjLD rF,CTT UAgyjiD ggjh i|0 ^CaT^l 
fbCu^l CTGjn«3-i«rr cfili itott iTjLbiSl fbiiiSlGiD- 

Even as I hear the name “Sri Narayana". 
tears well in my eyes, and I aski 
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“Where?”. What a wonder! Relentlessly 
by day and night, he stays on with 
me as my faithful friend. 

<btiiSI«nuj Cbbsit 

OffiOurrCdT £UliSU> $© cpfra^^uj 

ffi_lDUfT CUfTfiUTCTH'i c}^ t»5fT^lcT>aJ 

eni tSIdiTCT-OT Cla-isoc5l ujjDUuCam. 

The resplendent lord is the cause of the 
celestials above. He resides in Southern 
Kurungudi, as an icon shining subtly 
like molten gold. Oh, With what words 
can I forget him? 

rniDumi) (gjn«JT(!pii S)"® 1 f?®’© 1 

g> COTTlTITxilQcXJggf; 

u>tDa,®ib Claiftiruicnoa ftnfnClfflOTiiQ 

mpuM <SH!D. eT ® r a - ciTG,s,T 

Oj G5T 6IT) tfJT 

wdOuCott, ■undi loamflcnu.Cw? 

I know not what is remembering or 
forgetting. And, lest T forget, he has 
entered my heart. My lord of gem hue 
and lotus eyes, — now how can I ever 
forget him? (^) 

lDGmsfW>UJ , CUrTC3TiaJIT5»€WT6y5T€ir)C3T 0,C37«JTg)j 

^sraflcmu a^OT©©®'-"® «>-Canu<* 

Qjitgu - 

U6*jfl Q^iu ^uSla^gjicn @«><SU u4>5UI_C5T 

^OTiflsfilcun a.jiLjG(l6u acusfil eumnCio. 

This decad of the thousand songs 
rendered in service by Kurugur 
Satakopan addresses the gem-hued lord, 
one without a peer. Those who master 

it will attain pure knowledge. (11) 

2.1 / The girl: The First 
Separation 

Vayum \ Subhapantuvarali \ Adi 

a^u, ™ 

dciMUD aiu>fr si-<w©ii> $ 

gtftgjSimiireu; 


CrbrtuMii) UUJOTSUSJUDHIUI i6g,j asto 

CTlbGloGurTGU 

^l^iDfTCoaco QrF>0<5O) Garni 

UL-L_frClLJ? 

O White egret, flapping over brackish 
waters! Even if my mother and the 
godly world sleep, you do not go to 
sleep. Are you too, like me, forsaken 
by the lord, — spouse of Lakshmi, — 
and left to pale and sicken? (1) 

G&nil ul.l_ ^jb^g^wuimLja aft-Wumu 
^eirr^Gco! 

Gail ulLl_ G^a^gii 

^gr^n^j^iurTCu; 

ui1l_ ctujGldGurgu §iqib d€T| 

<5^ CJDC33TUJ n 65T 

0ITU ULe fijSOT glliP'UUS’ 0' ,UHO 

a(Lp IT) IT> fTG ILJ V 

O Poor stork! Are you too, like me, 
caught in the lord’s net? Keeping awake 
through lean hours and calling 
piercingly, did you too seek the cool 
Tulasi garland, from the feet of the lord 
reclining on the serpent couch? (2) 

£ (ipibiDa. o,«ng>|ijSWii); On,©* a-©* 

sjr^j^^lujrnyu; 

S (LP/D1D4) a#™ S™*™* ^fTCTT 

tr>ujn-)5) 

ujitu) S-PP& a-pS)nGujn? sumpl; 

a,i_G<w! 

O Sister, Roaring sea! Have you no 
sleep? You lament night and day in a 
heart-rending roll. 1 desired the lord s 
feet who consigned the Southern 
Lanka to flames; is your plight the 
same as mine? (• 1 


cojib iD«r»6uiMii) Gflaibqib gjjipmu 

CT lilG LJ fTffO 

n CWcn (gicjrruuacb ftUcSanuirreu &&& 
cunL-fTiii! 

^ucu Oa,n6ir 1 j65M— SM? 

OjfTGlfiJU HTOTT f 1 ^ 

52_l_ cuib CfF>ruu a-iptonGu^f ass^Gair^i 

s>sl i£l G uj ? 
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O Cold wind blowing through oceans, 
over mountains, and in the sky! 
Through bright days and nights, like 
me, you have no rest. Do you too wait 
age after age and sicken with grief to 
see the fierce discus-bearing lord? (4) 

a ®if* Gg,mru s—aiio^s,^ jgiiClaraEnig) 

ujiT(ipib Guiteu, i^rirriu 

Qj)<D yii£l dr© 

Gvrnpuj QjrarCu)! jgiqib u>gd(&,g,rar 
uuiflrannuSlcu uilQ ^ojraraarer unag^ircu 
ClDff,GunCuJ 9 

O Blessed clouds, bringing water to the 
world! Age after age, like me and my 
sisters, you melt. Were you too caught 
in the lord Madhusudana’s vice and 
made to suffer the pangs of love? (5) 

c^fbcunuj GTLbCiDCunGij rpjfren id^IGuj! 

2>freTi 

GTilD CUriSOT «5M<5>£|JT)niu; i0iTipm£>g)J 

Cg)if>Lj$ turret); 
S3 < ^ JfTL ^ J c^6?D6iraTClD6U 

Qu0a>nff5rrriT 

Cliniij Qjfftftfjij) SL_<sb t Qaiujff>r^iTCiDjji 

C^nfbfDfTCuj 9 

O Crescent Moon! Today you do not 
dispel darkness. Like hapless me, you 
too are waning, day by day. Did you 
believe as true the words of promise 
made by the discus lord, sleeping on a 
serpent couch? (&) 

^^fhGronii) G*ir,0aii> ffrib Ou(iTjiDfTOTr 

fbmj€roTnj(^); crib 

r^bforrennu) QarrcOoS) c^^GcunQDU) jS fb(^GciJ 
G«j»T)CrT)rTii gu©D'?j ) u5)gu O0>fTiq.g)fTuj G\CG\GSi 

2>g*T i^| 

tDnfbfDfTQnn^in fQfbcSlCujn^? curri^l; than on 

©©Gerr' 

O Engulfing darkness! Having lost 
my frail heart to my lord, I weep and 
lament my unbearable lot. Alas, you 
are more cruel than my worst enemy; 
how long will you confront me? 
May you win! (7) 


^( 3 «iflcjr 4J)ajtifl Gucrairamb intr jgirs, atflGuj! 

CufTUJ 

LD0l6TT,fbp @fIfTUU<5>€U &](g^)gyjlb $ 

g)J (00 fTUJ fTGU; 

2_0^LD 0<5>l_U) &—&!)£££ Qu0lDfTC3TfTIT 

«^j0CTfl63T Q U 0 f£>6D<5UJfTC0 ^.LpITfbgjJ 

Qi£,rTfb J 5 ) rrGuj9 

O Salty stream, flowing like molten 
darkness! Even if night and day find 
their ends, you do not rest. Are you 
too forlorn through the pain of 
separation? Did you seek the grace 
of the lord who smote the cart? (8) 

<£F,fTg,GU Glbniu QuiCU ^4,6^1 
SL-CTT a_€vjn^>^j 

r£>n><5>rT ^Crfluj^^fTlO! 

O0»b<S>rTiD6infj<5> 5 ,gtot Q<sr^«3,«jfl tjumij 

CTli) Qu0LDfTQ1 
2>rTLDib #j6OTT gjiprruj r^cmdjujfTCu 

GojQjrrGtu9 

O, Lamp eternal, My poor dear! Your 
soul dries and your body burns, suffering 
unbearable grief through love-sickness. 
Did you too seek the cool Tulasi garland 
adorning the lord of large lotus 
eyes and coral lips? (9) 

Cgu«h ^rpr CojGcma G^nG Cl.ncG ^sfil 
S-OT 2._£UITg>2> 

GgGuirgj ^rrrruu&cb a_«jr u nCsu sSgjftg,, 

S’if* 5>#itiu > 

LDn tSIsnrbgi u>®£l«>i_ Gurnij insssi 

c2NGTT0i>g> 

Cyjoirt ^ip^gusuit! gj«3fl<mi)OTnna CarrCgGcu. 

O Youthful lord! You ripped the horse’s 
jaws, pierced many trees and measured 
the Earth! With the raging fire of love¬ 
sickness, incessantly, you have scorched 
my frail soul within, by day and by 
night, and made me drop at your feet. 
I pray you, evade me no more! (10) 

Gaining, stu Cluryfy'.^iijl UjrTLD 

AngjcO 00*1 ha o\ C^rruCTr 
ejaniruSlrjih O0frOTT<3jT ^ciifr>g)jcn ^}cr»cu ug>giJi£ 
''pGnijnft, djlunri AGraruair Gincu0rj)0,U) 

C3TTT C»iT3T (mJT G C1J ■ 
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This decad of the thousand songs by 
Kurugur Satakopan with insatiable love 
addresses the great lord, the radiant 
first-cause of all. Those who master it 
will never depart from Vaikunta.(l 1) 

2.2 / Svapadesam : The lord’s 
transcendence (Paratva) 

Tinnan | Bilahari \ Adi 

$CJJTCS3T«T «S0 (ipgiCU yp(Lpg)|li 

crib Ou0LDFTGi[T 

LDCWT ggTlI Lb gfilcTgT Cstnu xi CTCUCVIITIB 2—l_C3T 

&_fac'd IL. JTjLD 

ftGJ5TOT7TC5T ^GVJGUgJ ^COCIDCU ££>IT 

5,675t0g3\TT . 

My lord, — bestower of heaven and 
all else, — swallowed the Earth and 
sky. He is beyond comprehension. He 
is my Krishna, dear as my eyes. Other 
than him, there is no doer, this is 
certain. (1) 

gj umajiijluciGio! 6jy> a_cu(®,ib 

it- uirsuib ^(TtjGimcu c £>)CiflLj<jrrrr [ j^ri 

ioit umaitb fifili— <5i0jb(«)ij iSlscns Cluiu 

Cauuitcu G®<tCTTrflsjT)) ^arrSlGuj? 

The great lion of the cowherd clan, he 
ended the woes of Siva who came 
pleading. Who else can rid the misery 
of the seven worlds, and protect them 
too? Alas, must I answer this? (2) 

simrasrar. y,6u<RT’ffl t 

s&sot Gls>"ipa> 

GT>GU£hQ j) . 

GuisO 4WCM iftgC 'I** 1 

idtcu &B,&b &*> S-sriGs.? 

The bull-rider Siva, the lotus-born 
Brahma and the lotus-dame Lakshmi 
reside on his person inseperably. l he 
gods worship him. Rising over the 
skv. he took the Earth and all. Can 

there be a god greater than him. ( ' 


G^ojib siu Cluir0(gF)ib uauaau 
UjCSIcu 5,(r«r(ip5>snaiu usjh_®® 

GgjCUOT GTlb Ou0l0ITGp®0 <^1 GVIV1TGU , 

l^oiib y,sfir>cna|ib g,(g,Gu>? 

My lord created Brahma on his lotus 
navel, who in turn created the gods and 
beings of the worlds. Other than my 
Krishna, is there any lord worthy of 
worship with flowers? (4) 


,5(2,10 Sna, S>«r a>afl (Tp^oSlgHcirCcrt 

ifil(2>ib Co,«UU) 6iu QuiryTjtsjii) ucnufl,®® 
20 ii> G*fTcog, ®tnDcr>ci® *«» !Tsirar ® r ’ 

CTlblDrTOTT 


i£l0ii Gan^l Gineb ai^OJiiiT crcuGrr? 

My lord of befitting wealth and lotus 
eyes by his own cause did create the 
exalted gods and all things and 
beings. Who can praise a lord of 
ereater glory? ( 5 ) 


srcu0ib ujncnsuaiii ctcusuitu Clur0<si5ii> 
uffljir ©hot QoiebCTS ®i-* OP"®* 1 

snb ^ cSMib uCTTCifluicrGg. 

All things, all beings and all the worlds, 

_he contains them within him 

easily- He is an icon of eternal 
effulgence reclining in the ocean. 
He alone is my lord! ( 6 ) 

uOTtffl 2U*> 

<?U6TT6TTGU CTJ60 SlJuSljbSil'.J I^LI0lOniJ3T 
2_6T12_<STT 

ACTTCTT UlfTUJ ; 

My lord has a great strong belly. He 
ate the seven worlds and slept on a lig 
leaf. Wo can understand the mysteries 
of his dark unfathomable will? (7) 


eicoco itu ClLiit0igniLb 

<m 0 ® 41 ®® lonuju iSIoitot tunGn 

$0®4>® ® 0,ew CP®)*'®* au'ep"’ 

ff.rro,0ib <,\i«filK>tCo? 
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By his will, he made the gods and al 
things. He contains the three worlds 
and protects them, and lends them his 
permanance. Who but our wonder- 
lord can do this? (8) 

ftfTft(0)lb jjguJCudalOTTGOT ftOTJTCOTT Ou0l£>rTG3T 

GftlTftCDft G(5lUgjl &)dn 2_rr>^)lL|CTTCCTT 
QJfTLU2><5, ^IcntfQpftGaT ,@fb^(JS3T OjrTCJTCUIT 
r ££0>£\GnrTdrr, Gg>tuaj 2_cu0ftGciT. 

He mingled and merged himself into the 
Universe. He made Brahma the creator 
on his lotus-navel. He made Indra and 
the gods, and all the w'orlds. He is 
Krishna, our lord, protector of all. (9) 

£>CT7(SDIt! GTti)CDLD Gjip 2>_CU(£)lb r^G3T 
S^sttGctt G^,rrrr)f^uj ^'cditjcu! crcargjj 

Qsucrr 6JfT)S3T Jg}rt>£\(JG& CUfTCUTGUIT 

qeir assiT^ ftipco ucrafljr,^ 6jg>£iGi)Gg. 

Even the bull-rider Siva, the four¬ 
faced Brahma, Indra, and all the gods 
look up to the bird-riding lord, worship 
his feet, and call “Prankster lord! You 
made the seven worlds and all of us 
appear in you!” (10) 

GJ2>e> sjjp 2_su0ii> Cl a reran. Cancua 

<rffL^,^,ey>OTa its 0i_CafTuG3T Oen&j 

eurrdj&a, .©yjSI Jaguar ,@«r>o> ug,gji bt 

ffucucuojra0 ^cubtcu ££>it asncnCui. 

This decad of the thousand songs, in 
praise of the dancer lord who took the 
Earth, appears in the words of Kurugur 
Satakopan. Those who recite it with 
devotion shall have no want. (11) 

2.3 / Svapadesant: The lord’s 
accessibility 

Uni/ | Kapi | Adi 

asiicjflcu gu nip s2_ uS)Cg! rF>cOcDcvj Gun! 

a_OTT6y)CJTU Qupgj 
CIlfTcjlffi_CnmT Qu(0)U)fT63T, ffTC3T 


cTcOcumi) ifj)gjt gj i cttGctt 
ftcvrbQg,rn£) jbC^mi); 
^5>@jld un^jii Otuu_j ld ftssTarrgyjLb 

^(^pgjJLD tf^^GjZ). 

Good for you, O Life residing in this 
° d / ! Through your grace my lord 
Madhusudana and I have mingled into 
one inseparably, as sweetly as milk and 
oney, sugarcane juice and Ghee. (1) 

&’&2>nrT liila&rTeinij ^cncnujrruj ldit uifttur! 
eru CluryjjC^ui, jluSIit 

CTtfSTCDCJTU Qurb/P 
5)^ c^uj Ojf&GnQgyju t ^r^lajn^CJT 

^SSn! £ Oow SOT ^rglGiuGcr. 

O Great svonder-lord without a peer or 
superior! Close to all things and all beings, 
you are my life, you are my mother, my 
ather, my friend, teaching me all that 
do not know. I will never know 
how much you have done for me. (2) 

c^!&Ujna, Aircug^cTTGcTT ^H^fiy,u)*^,crar 

sStBtq Qsdjdilg>0) 
u* ionuj^ war,or 

cncu^jjjaiurTcO; 

gjpjh ^ rg^a, ^ neua 51 

(npCUlf^ CT63T<pi 

^sSluifianix, «j(g ) <ng, a , rTU - J ccjrgj ^sfiluicir 

8iQjC&G>0). 

My years of innocence were steeped in 
the Maya of delusion. You crept into 
my heart and planted the love for 
evotion. Like an innocent child you 
came and asked, “Three steps of Earth, 
O Great Bali”, and deceived him! (3) 

S7OT ® 1 rSM.'G'UOT ftSUSg, Q U(5 2,* E.jS.sfil* 
on ft ib ld n- fry 

<™"3i @etfl 

crejrugjj s2_c3VrCi- *? 

& ^cfilu^ib £, Qunipcu gj(i£ib 

2— 63ijTt_ CTffjSjfTUJ! 

CT “ ,a ^ ""*? wrurar ^ $ 

ft a«nyri_ na cjn oitG uj • 
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In exchange for your great favour of 
mingling with me, I gave you my 
heart; now how can I ever retrieve 
O Lord who swallowed the seven 
worlds! You are the soul in my heart. 
Who am I? What is mine? You gave 
and took what is yours. (4) 

ujrrn 6 T(p 0 > 5 >co cti pn&> 

CT<b 2 >nxu! 

^Gjflcurm g^l.^1 ^cttuCld! ctcst ai_cu Ul_fT 

^(LpC^>! 

5>®flCajcjr ciimp (ip 5 >Ccu! Gurn^cO 6 j(i£i£ 
cjcmi) cpdnpmu 

gjjsif) C&mliqGu «n 6 ug>g>mij! 2_63T ung>ib 
G^irn^G^bGcn - . 

Lord beyond the ken of intellect, Sweet 
liberation, Ambrosia, — untouched by 
the ocean, — for compassionate souls! 
You came as a boar and lifted the 
Universe on your tusk teeth. (5) 

CsirrTjg^iT ^6fi1cDC3T5>Ll0 

5jii) iocjT< 5 jgiiu iSlrflujngjj ^cuit a_uSlcnrj <9 
GsrriTjjjC^ GurT5»6uG<5>m_fT<3 *i_ang 

^rjtfxi&Gmu Qp«5>0 
^Ib&rT^uj ^i^Gujear ^ot>l_5>C5>s3t, (yw&cu 
(^PC3TC3 tGlD. 

O, Rare antidote for Karmas! O 
^ledicine for devotion, inseparable 
‘ r om the hearts of seers! O The glow 
w hich lights their souls! I have attained 
l he lord long ago. He cut the nose of 
Surpanakha. (6) 

(ip€3r uuSIcu r^jTcO 2 >fjtr>iS) 6 ST (ip^n 

^r«r>«iGuj! 

JbcurriT uuSlcyiib u<jC«it! uGf)l£>$fjC<SJT! 

^wronCcxj! eSH^ipGgj! 5»fTiT(^5^C6vj! crcii AdreTcimn! 
©car ^cvjnGu ^ GgucgTg»fT 6 WT; 6TciiT6!r»63T {S 
0 tf)\ Si O A fT enC 6 TT . 

P Sweet timbre of the well-tuned 
harp-string! O Pure joy attained by 
l he many sages! O Sugarcane juice, 
^mbrosia, dark-hued lord, my Krishna! 
Without you, I too am not; I pray 
y ° u take heed of me. (7) 


0^1<9)ClftfT6n 0rTGJTf^JJjCTTfTcO GTCID63T 2 gvti£) 

G<9lij gjCUQpib 

£Wj]dj>0<9>fT637T(^ lS)rpuCu <£lc\J ITjfTGlfleu 

CTUJ$65rC3T UjrtOTT 

2L_rf)l<5>OAiT6ir3Tc_ QciiCTTiClOTrmj urocu 

g-ggTT CTTH LD ^Lbll5fT63T l9c 5T 
Qff>f5^5>Cl5>fTGnni_ QnFj03<arrrriuu 

§il lu n - & iq rbC< 5 >. 

What is attained by the penance of many 
ages through the control of senses, I have 
attained here in a few days, as mere 
child’s play. Crossing the pain of 
existence, I have become a lover of the 
lord who stole milk and butter from pots 
on the rope-shelf. (8) 

$,iq currrT <s>czr3T ^ib j&iipnujSi &OT3TOTJT63T 

cfil foifoTbJoI €11 17 G LI (TTj ID fT<73T, 

uiq. eurramb ,@iD 2 > 5 > urjiDcar u6$g>$[I63T £n 
Q 514 ^(T CjT, fflij &> 6TT QftLU >- J lq.lT>g>J 

0 «ni_ibgi) S *>*4 

^Iq.CuJOTTGUmijLO^j^lU U0^1<5> ASTfl^G^jCcTT. 

The peerless lord of celestials, great and 
pure, is my lord, Krishna, who wears 
the cool nectared Tulasi. Immersing 
myself deep in the ocean of his 
goodness, I drank from it and rejoiced, 
ending my weed-like miseries. (9) 

Acrflunib <9>cuiTcuib cHjDfpj > iSlfDLJMu iSIcrafl 

GPUq group <^iDSU 
Q< 3 >norim_ Gan^ligiDmu g i_tfzrr<ggi(hi qj gii 
CTcarp QAnGcvjrr 
Guncar, t @ir > fglcuii) «SM_n 

^»^J0 67.1£$ 

^Iffifl^^OTTiT) tnrTuju iSl gndn ^iq.ujmTj> 6 TT 
0 ip it fhi a> cn 6 TT G uj ? 

He is a radiant body of light; the Earth 
and sky are his. He bears the radiant 
conch and discus, and protects us all. 
Pleasure, pain and the fourfold vices 
departing, when, O, When will I join 
his band of devotees! (10) 
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(fljjpmb Glansir Cuit (a,coii> cfiuj 

(y)aflg>®«nsr)«iT 

0gimb Gaircrt Ograr (& ) (rh ) Oto_ni <fi_Ganu«3r 

Q^rfl a_«r>rjff,£S 

(gijpirih Cl«,irsit ^uSlg^gjcn ,@ansu u^gjib 

&_l_C3T UfTI^ 

(Jjtpmsiasmriij, ^u^uSn! sa_i_«ra«i.^.^)i!57gi 
<£j,0i£)Can. 

This decad of the well-arranged 
thousand songs spoken with feeling 
by Kurugur Satakopan addresses the 
lord who, angrily destroyed Lanka. 
Devotees, come and join the band, and 
sing and dance with us! (11) 


She melts for you like wax in a fire. 
Lord who destroyed Lanka’s demon¬ 
haunt! You do not let your compassion 

rise. Alas! What can I do? (3) 

gJCVjr^JGDS. QsrbpffuCcST! CTCTTgni li); 61<T3T@|bD 
GUGUlb O&rTGTT LjCTT S^—LUrf^^rTlu! tfTCTTglJlij 

*) grrgmi) 

lB6Umi£F> ClciJSiJ a_uSlrf«5)(5)li); {&&&> 

i£)OTTrpj gJeuGcn- 

Her breath is hot, her heart is troubled, 
with beseeching hands and tears in her 
eyes, she calls, “O Destroyer of Lanka! , 
then, “O Rider of the bird!” softly.(4) 


2.4 / The mother introduced: 
Lamenting her girl’s condition 

Adiyadi | Sourasbtram \ Misra 
Chapu 

&s>\b s>anijjj,g 1 | Jgsns 
uruq.tj urriq.<g> <9>OTvCT6Wfn crrnhj^LD 

]T)fTt4 5>ntq. rpjg^n^jftrr! cTssrgji 
^fTlq. SUfT@Lb gJCU €DfTGfl l£j BpdQo. 

Singing and dancing endlessly, this 
bright-forehead girl calls, ‘Narasimha!’, 
and looks everywhere. Then tears 
welling, she swoons. (1) 

GllfTCTT Hjlgjtu g»lb LDl_CUgrT6U a_li>CiDU>* 
>g>tr ^T)| ii) cyif^^lCTTrrjnGTT; <s£l q)gu 

QjfTOToTGST ^uSlljLD C^ntfh 

a_ ii)«nu>« 

arrom, j^rr ^gSCq. 

Desirous of seeing you, this bright maiden 
faints. Lord who destroyed Bana’s 
arms! Oh, You are heartless indeed. (2) 

Lr)QST(h(.*{h n (ij\ cnfl 

CTipn; g^rr)^ err tin QffiijG&drT 
1^ G.>fhicr-D^i OJtfrilrfvrH.'j-G-S. Y 


^GlJGTT g]fjnuu«,GU €umu Cl Cliffy 

(<£r)GU€y>GTT 6£6OTT OyCfSlOPSl &>n O <5>rT GOTTI-fT6H *, 

CllGOTT® 

^QJtGT^lD £>COTT ^tii gjjipnuj 0<S>rruElT CT^ 
«9 )GU(jTT (sUGOTTGOTTIT £Pj &> SL) &> GGTT? 

She raves madly night and day, her 
beautiful eyes brim with tears. Alas, 
you do not give her your Tulasi. Such 
is your compassion, O Great one!(5) 


Qjfh&H 2—ot> i_ uj qjGott! cncargji ld ; tSI^^ 11 ^ 
i£l<9> «fil(iT)ibqib i9grrGfrr! CTCTT gari LD; &£&§$ 
2_uSlrrdj,0 ^(ipGjs! 


a fh 2 _(TP)«^lf^OTr^D a^efrg). Ggtt. 

“O Compassionate one!”, she call s ’ 
then “Most loving lord”, softly- h'f) 
soul’s ambrosia!”, she sighs, the n 
stands and melts into tears. 


2 _cha_en a„6oiTri- ) g,| <u cuafogil t 

6ucrTcnGc\j! £bGOTTcnraiC<>5T! crr<jjrr^jih); 

Clsiisncn igiia, £\ { n^uad «TOTigyiU> e ' cs ' 
s>snQSl s,nar i iC 1 ciJ(CT,a6y>Gja^ai' 

Herheart is diy, her soul isparched. P 1- ' j 
as-my-eyes Lord!”, she calls, then, 
reclining in the ocean!” Oh, the & 1 -. 
that my clever one has fallen prey rcl ' 
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GU(ci)0G63T cTCTTgniifl: cn^Q^rr^LD; £>gjt 
C liTj0'ffii) Cgugu Orbtq-g>j sl-uSI^^ld cfil/Tjcu 
0>(Q3Gncn GUIQ)&GS)G3 T G^lLlJjITla-fbCDlfl£> 
2>00li> CTC3T£)J ^GlJtffT UlLL-OTGqj! 

“O, Deceiver!”, she calls and joins her 
hands. She sighs hotly. With a heavy 
heart she cries, “O Destroyer of the 
powerful Kamsa!”. Alas, the suffering 
she takes to see you! (8) 

Ui1l_ Gungj CT{Lg CufTgjj ^ffilujrTSTT; cfilcmg 
tDiLQ ^corr 5>C3Tf £jtj>mu cTCTf^jib <em_«t 
cuilu eurriu gjf^l GfbhSluS’rr! r^jii^gjj 
<§}ui_ih CTcjTCl&rTCo < @cii G7GTHptf>C<3>? 

Night or day, — she knows not when, 
— “Dew-blossom Tulasi!”, she says. 
O Lord with a powerful radiant discus, 
pray what have you in store for her? (9) 

Guct\<9j ^gnuuftcu 

Csup ^6U T 5sC55TC53T l^nO#>n'6jijri_fT6rr; ^CTTli 
ClJfTi^GiDGU GeilCU Gdnpf/)/?! 

u>rt€intp Crf>rT<3>(2) 6^63Tir)jLb fiUfulCi_63K5lC6Jr. 

This poor girl stands by night and 
day with tears welling in her eyes. 
O Lord who destroyed Lanka’s 
fabulous wealth, pray spare her 
innocent looks at least! (10) 

T L_ t_ lD g\Qo 6fl (TLD63TGD63T 

Utij. GuG&T O I C<5»fTl JC7T Cl<5fTGLl ^ICiDLD 
ljrT ‘-(^ uS>&>r\GV <g>Hq. 

L.corr^ib ^rTioGiD. 

This decad of the poetic thousand songs 
s ung by benevolent Satakopan 
addressing the eternal lord Vamana is 
a worthy garland at his feet. (11) 

2.5 / Svapadesam : The Second 
Union 

^ n damatlu | Sabana | Khanda Chapu 

&rnog ) g 1 | «^€3U j CWu'ig>l rTGjr ^,e£l 

^ ib iX>ng)J<9)0 

*bmD cufTU) ^ipu* g>n^ 


O^fb^rTLDC^IJgj^l-Lb <5>OT7T; 0<fFmj<5>G3fl 6UJTUJ 

Q o r£i (h id cu ld ; 
Cl0(bS>nu>ey>fJ ^i^Acrt; CUibClurTG*! $0 
SL_ t_ LdGu . 

My lord bears a garland, crown, conch 
and discus, thread and necklace. In a 
beautiful spot he made love to me, and 
blended with my soul. His big eyes are 
like lotus petals, his coral lips are like 
lotus flowers, his feet are like red lotus, 
his body glows like red gold. (1) 

^ i ini | surrejr <5ri_rr; Otfjj^bnujcmrj acsyr; 

ena auie uio; 

^ 1(5 icrriTaui; <£uurai @u.CtD 

Qa> rruy,^i; 

S’©®! ,@i_(Lpcb fj>a>2i C'u0 ) U)rrj)(g 

^cjGcn; «? 

{?©®t ,(§)Lii @<otj 5' crargjiOT 

He made love to me, no place untouched. 
His body has a great lustre, the lotus- 
dame Lakshnu sits on his chest. Brahma 
sits on his lotus navel and Siva in a comer, 
too. His eyes are like red lotuses, his 
hands are like lotus flowers. (2) 

CTCgT gT) |Crr SjGU j)£>SU65T ClIfTlU 

0<J7f^J<?>LO£ud); 

l_fflgffT gg)l l-b <5»l_n LD6iDi>'V)<^>0‘9> UfHTjlD 

5>in€0ib; 

ldcttoti €j}p 2_cu(5)ih cuu51rr>f5^63T fi— ctt; 

jg)6jTgHCTT ^GUGlJrTgjgjJ CTU 0 LJ IT0tGW,Lb &tTGT 

ggertGoCuj. 

The lord who made love to me has a 
frame like a lustrous mountain. His coral 
lips and red eyes, his hands and his feet 
are like lotuses. All the seven worlds 
are contained in his frame; not a thing 
lies outside him. (-) 

<ZTU Oufl0<£TI)lI) crHjlLi, LOQ.^Ai: 

063?rr)lb 6p><&0lX>> 
<bfTLD«ir»ULi^<5) Ltn#>io; 

&?)&] Aincuib; 

CTuCiufTOpgjIlb IT,IT6*7! ,^OT5T(Jl 

2i2ii£IQg>rTrnjib 

,^|uOuiHiDCtDfi»«>0 ^uGurr^^j gtgv t ^yjrr 

,^(ipg)Gio. 
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The lord is himself all, his frame is like 
a huge dark gem. His eyes and feet and 
hands are like freshly opened lotus 
flowers. Every moment, every day, 
every month, every year, every age, 
age after age, my insatiable ambrosia 
flows like fresh juice, just made. (4) 

c=H(ip5> LDfT W <^CU<^,65llL|GTT 
*n-(T ^ri <9>(3(ip<fft<?u CuncO gtcst ^ibujrresr 

&> GSZ T CT3T gTjl &> (0 

Crbgu sijnuj CWbucuCTnb a,Gisi una>ib on s> aidguid; 
^rnb (§srr (ipu* t&ncm ifil gjrgni ib 

ucoGcu. 

My Krishna of dark gem hue, my 
tail-garland ambrosia, has a high radiant 
crown, the sacred thread and many 
befitting ornaments on him. He made 
love to such an insignificant thing as me. 
Red corals cannot match his lips, nor lotus 
steal over his eyes, hands or feet. (5) 

ucuuguGqj ^urjcraTibj Cu0ih ugvjuguCqj; 
UGOI IGYjCgu G<m<£l QJUpCLj; UGMTl j 

UCOUGVJ <ft€WT0 2_CTOT0, CftL.0 2_fT)£U 
CiDfrj,^ gJesTuii); 

ucvugvjGgu i0nG5T(LpLO; umi>n 

Gl 0 6VJfTfbG£bGlUfr! 

My lord reclines on a serpent, let me 
count his ways. His ornaments are 
many, his names are many, his lustrous 
forms are many, their sensations too 
are many. Through seeing, eating, 
touching, hearing and smelling, 
he give me pleasure. (6) 

umiiL) «5 m«)CTiitGldgvj nnrbtf>i_cyj6TT LJ6TT<sif) 

<3jrUOL| ^CJTGTOT Gg,fT€TT 6)OTT6F>6BT5,0 ^UJ 
cj|pj a_Ldt 6jij> Q^ibro^ienii) 
Gg>ib i lesncijjnuj G«rror»€\j iDtjrTLDQib cjip 

y,di l5«T)653tuj &,&m gjjipnuju QurtGcrr (tpu*. 

r^ih Gi irnr gjCit). 


The cool-blossomed Tulasi-garland lord, 
— that angry bull, — wears a crown. 
He reclines in the Milk Ocean on a 
hooded serpent couch. He killed seven 
bulls to win the bamboo-like-arms- 
Nappinnai. He pierced seven dense 
dew-dripping trees for Sita’s love. (7) 

OurTcir (^314 ^ii Curm ejipcmfr) cnbtfirTGineaT 
{E>rrcu CgidGtt 

ypuvQj gisingj gjtvsuna, gem gjjipaiij 

ID (T€<D GO UJ <mT>C3T , 

GTG5T (Lpiq.Gq SjfTGTOrnG^) GTgTTgyigTT «5>GUfT)g>CTGnG3T, 
Q#rT60(Lpi4GL| <5jfTG6TOTGaT {T>fT63T; 0<S(TGU|y|Gilgj) 
GTG3T? Q^fTGOoS’Cfl- 

My lord, — that angry bull, — wears 
a Tulasi wreath over his golden 
crown. He has four beautiful arms 
and infinite virtues. Heedless of 
my lowliness, he made love to me. 
I have no words to describe him; 
what shall I say, tell me? (8) 

OarrcyaJiT GTchr ^ihmfTCjnscT; CT63T 

GTGOGiDGU ^60 -fftl CTG5T aj0u> nGsSfhfhd 

fbGOGO ^(y)Ojib Qurr)rT)0 ^ffluj d?0ti> 
c^GOcSl ID GO it 6fi)c!DfJ ^6T3T ^GU©^'* 

ClUGIST ^GOCoGg^* 

My lord of infinite goodness, nty g? oC * 
ambrosia, is the rare bliss of liberation' 
sweet as the fragrant lotus flower. M 
lord of black gem lustre, my s° u 5 
keeper, is neither male nor ferm' le ' 
Oh, How shall I speak of him? I 9 ' 

r^GJrai ^IGOGUGST; Clucw ^GuGV)G5T 

<9>fTGireT^)li) c^t'hrrGTT; S2_€aGCT < ^6UGVJGjr;^) 6 ^^ 

GueErjifbi^rrcu, Cu grev ii) sa _0 . . 

^GU6\>g)|LD 

Gthnoncftn Qurflgj 22_c<r>»_6Tii> 

Quii>UDrTGD6JTA 
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My lord is neither male nor female 
nor eunuch. My lord cannot be seen; 
he is not, nor non-existent. He takes 
the form by which you wish to see 
him, but he is not it. Describing my 
lord is a veritable riddle indeed. (10) 

6£<S3Tnjj ***-5>$b 

LD LD n 63T C3T & 

<5SLg}J2)G€U CtD6$<5> 00<S6Y IT0 <5l_G5>nU63T 
&n-<&GST ^IT^uSIrj^gtfGTT^U 

GUCUCUfTIT a_(*nCfJ6\J, ^Fffl0l€IIIT 

6tDSlJ(g)fb5>ClO. 

This decad of the perfect thousand 
Andadi-songs by Kurugur Satakopan, 
sung for the lord Gopala, — the lord 
indescribable as one, the lord who 
danced with pots, — secures Vaikunta 
for those who master it. (11) 

2.6 / Svapadesam : Communion 
with the lord 

Vaikunta \ Kalyani \ Rupakam 

ffTCST^IunGuGun^, 
CT6 ^ T ^I 6 ^ T LDG3T«jfl 
GnCTJ^LD G^fTpli) ^(Lpgjl c^UJ 

6UrT63T CjCfT)! 

QflUJ <S>10lb ^CDLD 2_63T ^iq Ujnn{h(&y$) 

<$>GT>U3<!&GTT 

^<91L) (^) 2 ?^b n ’! Jb n ^ 3 T iS)Iq 5 jCg>€ 3 T; 

0<9>n6TT ^"IaO^SCUtGoj . 

Gem-hued Lord Vaikunta, my 
■wickedly beautiful manikin! Lord 
eternal residing in me sweetly, at all 
times and forever! O Kunda blossom 
giving relief to devotees and woe to 
the Asuras! Know that I have you 
firmly held in me! (1) 

<fla>Os,CT!S iWilgrf SpA ®Ly>i» L|n)uui_iTg, 
^jCargycnGcrr n 

^O^hQeu cSl^fhl^lu U|(£F)(jj<5,^,fbtSl«5T 

[C»,frs(ji QcusnfiTts 0<i n s6l6nA(55^,tugi 
gimaja, ^l(iP2>u> ^,iu, cirb)(g)ii) 

'JftAlii Cg,fT5,(^j ^ffjlujfTCar CTOT 

OTii jj|,^,nLDeo5<ft ^sGTrerGra^csr. 


My lord of lotus eyes, swallower 
all within a trice, container of all the 
worlds in himself, has entered me. An 
unquivering flame of effulgent 
knowledge, he is my ambrosia 
bottled inside me! (2) 

2)fTLDfcif)(J Si fh (,0,31 feiD63T fifiltuLJlCfoOOIITfT U(JGL|<3) 
2,C1 DCDlD5jGDGJT gJIpfTlU cfilcTJfju 
ID064 ftgyaicrafl iSIrjrTCincrr ClufTQT 

ID6336VJGTHU 

njC3T0 2—GTTcrfl cuemnnii^l fbmb 

IDdQlj?lbg>l elH, 1 —) fbfTGL) ^CVJIT 
urr iD 0 «fil f£l«b< 5 ) 2 ) g> 2 > 3 > u nearer idGuj! 

cucruniGco! 

My lord of lotus eyes, who wears a 
garland of sweet fragrant Tulasi flowers, 
is a mountain of gold, praised even by 
the celestials. He lets us approach him 
with praise and worship him through 
song. He lets us think of him and dance 
in joy. How generous of him! (3) 

GUCTTGTiGgu! IDgJ 00)631 ll! 6163TLD1J^«J lD 6 T)GV>Clu! 

&_«r>GfT l^lciDGSTlj)^) 

ctctt&gu <rrrT><2>rni-i! a_63T«<n63T cmiPiiemo 

6fil0G^«3T? 

GqjcttgttCid q€33ii rQcarr Lj<3up ^CDcrV^j ^iqu 
UfTl4<% 0>6Tfl2>g l J 2 -^ibgJ J&-«9><b§aJ 

S._ 6 TTCTT GfbfHUSjGVT CTCUCOfTlb gkiajijgjl 2>_ 

GufT«b^ 0 fbG 2 >! 

O My generous Lord and Father, 
O My emarald mountain! You gave 
me yourself to think on, and sing 
and dance in joy. Your effulgent 
glory has cured me of my sickness. 
Now that I am saved, how can I ever 
let you go? (4) 

Cl cncffT a_ cuuq <@601*2) Qqjid 

^G063T63TA«D6rr ITjn^lh Qaiijgd 2L_631gj| 
^fb2>LD <@6U c ^lq.CT-»LB ^CjDL-fbG^)^; 

crfil (^Ggu Geaifr? 
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gjbgil oiujasnaj ^,0 general 

Cujcfilu umb&Lfiu Cujrr& rglsj^lcnij 
iljjcji® Gaeijg, cij>gnuj! 2_sitcn«!T« ifljjang, 
Glswgji ClsiiCg,! 

My Lord reclining on the hooded 
snake in the Milk Ocean, engaging in 
Yogic thought! Constantly I thought 
of you; destroying my ageless Karmas, 

I have saved myself. Now that I am in 
your service, will I ever let you go? (5) 

2_637€D6iJT^ GUlijgj QaujgJ 2_63TQfb0 

LDfT CliDfTip urTl4_ gtgct 

(tpGTTCDOTT^ ^sSleDQT&GTT (ip^Lg CciJlT 

ujfT€5T; 

a_S3Tcr>«rr^ ^(^©n^i^caTfTeu 

^gGjaflujcsr ^<3,c0 lornrojib ^6OTri _ ^rcsi 

(ip63TCD6(JT<3‘> G.£hrTGTTff)Guj !(Lpl£j. UJ fTffs <g>| ff763T 

CT63T&G5»? 

O My springing man-lion who tore 
apart the hefty chest of the evil¬ 
thinking Hiranya! Thinking of you 
constantly, I have sung and danced my 
great exalted songs in praise of you. 
Now my age-old Karmas are destroyed 
by the root. What can I not do? (6) 

(lplq.UJfTj^g)) 6TG3T GTOTT<5)G(5 jG 0 GJ\p 

a_cu0iii 2_OT3n_rr<arT a_0>jbg*) cufbgii 
oHigGujCffr a_ilL_j(^jjTjg)n63T; tgH&eijQjrTcyiiif} 
^sogucst 

^4jfT GrfjflUJ^CTT CTCVjCUITlb gjQJbgil CTtfjr <£ip 
GldgO i5g)ui_jih 
dfli^ujrT Qguld r^g5»5jg,i GTCjrnrjitb C&fiQeo 

lArufjlcarGg. 

What is beyond me now, when the 
lord who swallowed the seven 
worlds has happily entered my lowly 
heart and does not leave? All my 
kin through seven generations before 
and after have been saved from 
the torment of endless hell. (7) 


iDnr^l LDfTT^Iu UGU iSlfDULJlb lSlfD{E)giJ < ^lq.6T > UJ 
, 2_ciT6Tub Gd&r$ 
nrnjj ^eu (©ciru^gjJ OcueiTCTTib uiftcrji 

Qp tp .£) gjt gst ; 

urrrfjlu unrf)) <^£F»rjnr &,i b ucu (5)ipiTr£j5iSTr 
f£rpj CT iP» urruj urpcnGu c^gsti^j 
6Jf§) G^lpr^^rTjgjfTUj! 2_63Ttf*nCyT GTGSTGpjGn 
fe&C&GU CTff>g>rTlu! 

O Lord who rides the Garuda bird 
raising clouds of dust, chasing out 
the Asura clans! Through countless 
cycles of birth and death I have found 
your feet. My heart is consoled and 
bathed in a flood of endless joy. Pray 
do not part from me. (8) 

CTtg^mij! g,c35T ^l^f>)Gcufbj0,u^>gjlctt 20cSr!D ni u! 

Gsrprpnuj! u>(jmD0ib 
GnuJb2>rT6TT GJip 2_(^GU G^»(TFj CUfTflfl G* 

cfilcUCUfT- 

O&rTiTjgjj gjGTJT ^tb gjjLprru^GSTniij! 

c^CipGff,! 2_«ST6W>GTT ClgjTCWiIcbGGTT l&jGS)lpO>§> CX{D 
GJUDrVj^rr! Guncjr 6]Crp! gttlj^u 

GufT«^l63Trr)G^ ? 

My Lord standing on the cool 
Venkatam hill, Destroyer of Lanka! 
My Lord who shot a mighty shah 
uprooting seven trees! My Lord of 
celestials, Ambrosia, Lord wearing 
cool Tulasi flowers! My Prince, >'° u 
have mingled into me, now whithc r 
can you go? (9) 

Cijit<£ 1 sst 0) airsufbj^gTT Gumu 

n> . u 9 ^ 

v*UfT0 5>fT6Df^i^,cn ^rruj, &>&>&&&* ^ 

^dDCTTrrjfTUJ 1 S*_G5TcriGJT fTjrTgjr jb^* 

s gl0C«.Go" ,? 

Ljtl&QSTtTj Gs>rT€U (’Tp6L|6U(#)#»(. , ^> l * ) 

Ir> n G got * ugiDn' 

Gio^lOTTfDaujIjgjQraT Sjjiprruj efilcng ^ 

ACS3T€srfl* 1 - , ^ tfST ' , 

My Lord of eternal glory. Great 1 ° f , 
°f the three w'orlds! My Lord 
fragrant Tulasi flowers, King °f 1 
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cool Venkatam hill! Through 
past, present and future, my Father, 
nay Mother, iny Life! Now that 
I have found you, will I ever let 
you go? (10) 

a.CTSTsrrflj, gjKnsr (Lpu*a> aiocu^j 

<9jL_lb 5>€5r5T6JJ7TCr>63TU 

'bCTJTsnjfl^, Q^,63T 00<9ffl_IT<9 5i_Ca>mjcaT 

iDCrrT)C5r Q<?rrtf3TSJT 

serine Mj Cormeu gpJ 

^CmcULLlib ££>(T Ujg>giJl b ggGMFQlUfrQlb 
LJGrarcraflcu UfTL QJCVJCUfTIT e^CUlT C&&CU&T 

g>u>Cg. 

This decad of the thoughtful 
thousand songs by Southern city 
Kurugur’s Maran Satakopan, is for 
the lord of lotus eyes, Krishna who 
wears a fragrant Tulasi wreath. 
Those who can sing it will be 
devotees of Kesava. (11) 

2.7 / Svapadesam : The Y oga of 
remembering the Twelve Names 


Kesavan I Des | Matyam 


Q 


ear g/incr GiocOctidit cjipcT|ip 

i51n)ui_iii); 

t0,T a^lir Oufbp cufTipcn 

<nj rr ill A ^ 63TfD - 

IT-a 6Tr, CTG3T 5, (TFj LD fT<5> ,5> LO CTCT! 

O 8 nil G 5> fT CO 

^feOTTSTTTcrr cfil CTJTCcjjrrrn 
^UJ^CffT, GTLD iSlgrTOTT C7 li) ID fT £?3T 

jjj rT (i fT u_i carfTffiJT itG c\>. 

Through chanting “Kesava. My lord 
dn d master. Lord of celestials. My lotus- 
eyed Krishna, My black-gem lord, 
^arayana!", my kin through seven 
generations before and after me, have 
become devotees; Lo, what a wonder, 
w hat fulfil mcnt! (o 


jTjngc:raT63T; Qp(}p sjip 2_6u(g)<s>(0)ib h-jIt^cSt; 

Ceng, IOUJ63T; 

<5>rTTJ6iy3Tlb «j0LDl£> §}GT>6V (ipgjGVJOJOTT; 

CTITjCJD^b J 

<|rr ^icgir lSI/dit uco^ii) Ggjn^gjj 

gj§>§ b fQ ^TT (ni 

GU(TIJGtt;8)Gn&) LD(fT)UL| C£><£lg>g> iSlgiTCST; CT65T 
LDrTgjCbGcTT. 

‘Narayana’ is the master of all 
the worlds, extolled by the Vedas. 
He is the cause, effect, and the act of 
all, my master. He is worshipped by 
Lakshmi and all the celestials. He is 
Madhava, my lord, who broke the 
tusk of the elephant. (2) 

lDirg,€U«3T CTOTTITjCff) Q0>nGfiJl® CTG3T63SCJT 

^UUtTCVJ UllL.gjJ 

UjfTgjl C£nOa>fTCl_G5T CTC3Tj^J 

CTC3TgycTT @0£>§l» 

$$) &nnb dl(ipaa>; 

Q5jb^>fUD6yrg* 8>gfst 063Tfr)ib; 

G<9>fTgil c^lCOLD^GO CTC5T 3 jC 3TC3TCU Atllq. | 

CTli>lDfTC3TJ GTC3T C^fTcfil (TjgjCcaT. 

For merely saying ‘Madhava’, he 
entered into me, saying, “Henceforth 
and forever, I shall stay and protect 
you”. My lotus - eyed mountain-hued 
ambrosia, my perfect sugar candy, 
my master, my Govinda is the 
destroyer of our endless Karnias. (3) 

Cff>msSlj,g,ai <$!-* sa.s> 2 >ebt, Gansucurai 

CTCSTfry GTCTrGfn 

Gg)CLJlb g)GjT6T>63TU^lb llfTiq. <^4,1 £> 

(.TCjrcyxSSTA 0<9>IT€«r3T^ CTC3T 
l JfTCLIlb rTiojlGJTCTTlLlli) UHTTJA GS)&t&>§# (HID IT <TJ}jp 

cr^ tSImuL^ii) 

GtDGLjlD 2>C5T6iJ'nDllJLb C3TrT63T; CUCUGUCST 

ffuijtSlgfTtfaT cfiltl^Ccu. 

For dancing, singing ‘Govinda’, Gopak 
and many such names, he made me 
pure and took me into his serv ice. My 
clever lord Vishnu rid me of my past 
misdeeds. Then he made me love 
him, now and through seven lives.(4) 
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^<ff0C<5rr^)i, gjfTLOcjDrj 
urr^ib ey>a>5>GTT, <5>OT3 t<s>6tt; 

sfflu0 gjeuiiig, S 00 SLS uiansoCuj ^ 

2_l_lDL|; 

S ^ 1 -© ,@Gur£i0 id^Iujld £h 5fb)0; a&t&rjib 

uifyjl; 

s ® 1 -0 ^suajg, (ipiq. aiiiumra ingj^otoi 
g)€ST5>G5j. 

My Lord Vishnu’ wears a radiant 
crown. My Madhu-foe has red lotus 
feet, radiant hands and eyes. His frame 
is dark and radiant like a beautiful 
mountain. His conch and discus bear 
the radiance of the Moon and Sun. (5) 

^angl @CcoeiT ctAqj 

GT^gjrrgyjib <5j0udld ^otttSI, 
<&IP£>2> unucbash urut <E>y_ 

asni^i asii^QgiiT^jih 
CT^lir (£,y>a, 4*0 CTanssraCsniT a p Omb 
ffTsiraCa ^0shadr Claim 
cfl^l (g^jbasfrGij; CTroraCasO aiiincrrai 

rfl cSl a g ui cs> G5iC uj. 

I said ‘Madhusudana’ is my sole 
refuge, then ceased acting, and only 
worshipped him through song and 
dance. Through many lives in every 
age he came Defore me and showered 
his grace. This has been my blessing, 
through Trivikrama, my master. (6) 

^irflsfit&fklrjiDOTi Oarb^moenri^ <5>otst subiDfTOTT, 
STOTT 0<5nil<9)Gijf1 CUfTlLI 

2_0Gfi)€(j Ql_HTG'51(T)5> OsilCTTOTTSTTu l.lCTflf^J^ 
J&£Dg>£>OTTOTT STOTTSTOTTrpj 2_ (TTTGTfl Lj 
ugcfilu uorafliTjgj usu asiifl asrrip rglcar un^ 
U T& &, UJ G10 

tf>0Gfjl0> Qg,rr^ib idottGld £>rbg>rruj; 

eucuOT)6o<T,rrcOTT, stott suttioottGott! 

Chanting ‘Trivikrama’ and other 
names, I thought of my lord with 
red lotus eyes, coral lips, and bright 
crystal-hue. O Lord who came as a 
manikin, through countless ages 
you made my heart serve you and 
worship your lotus feet. (7) 


eu(Tu)aiiOTi! gtA uigag, ojOTTGra'®'; ib nu> lSr)!, ' ? 

aoraT«n>f'« 3,6 ’ T ' 

SbfTlOOTTOTTU UlDjT)g>rTlu! STOTTSTOTT©) 2 —^ 
<5>Lpsu umq.GuJ UOTsfljb^ 1 
gjl lOOTff,g,G5t«3imULJ iSIrDcSlg) gsJiP^ 

e ,drGn&’0 

£ iDssnb Qs,0g,g,iuu; e_ffisr.3>© stgsi 

ClaiCarar? ctot £)£g,O S0T ' 
Singing ‘Vamana’, “O My gem-hued 
lord of lotus eyes, O Father of ^■ ania > 
and many such names, I worshipP eC j 
you. You made my heart pure, and i 1L 
me of my birth pains. O My Sridhara* 
what can I do for you? ' ' 

Qfltlijuj g,fTlDOT)rj<9> ^OTJTOTJIT^ 
CTOTTlT)J STOTT^J, ( g)ljrTULJ<9>G0 < aJfTU ' 1 
Qswif^, c^OTJLDfTjgj 5>OT5T^)STT T > 

QcusuCT|uSliTg,gjj 


D(T£glD ^sfalOTTOTT LDHSTT, ^lOTTULD 
OTTSTJ^SJ 




ottgd 


£h<V 


, S_G3T€5DOTT CTOTT OT)! CTT 

OTOTT ( @0lC^ ,ih,£F ^ <ryT ' 

I chanted ‘Sridhara’, “My Lotus-e>’ e ^ 
lord” and many other names night an 
day, prating madly, depressed, wlt 
tears in my eyes and breathing hoW’ 
You rid me of my store of K<*rm a!i ’ 
and gave me yourself. Then y°|j 
planted yourself in my heart for * 
times. My Hrishikesa! ' 

^©IfiGajacifT, 671D iSlgfTOTT ^CU(b)ST)5> 

<2> wj> 

(iP0® iSlgfTOTT 6TLDIDfTOTT 

Quii>lD(TSifT GTOTT©) CT<? ^ 
Q^0ltVU.ia^lGO Clffj^Gs! STJSOTTf^J0» 
-f^OTJTGTOTlb ^rf)l J 

10 0iq.Giu^jib fffilGuisu 5>SOTTi_ruLl? 

urbtifbfTUOTn 655 ^ 11 ^ 

Have good sense, O Heart! Learn a^ 
worship him well, chant Hrishik cS , 5 
“My Lord who burnt the dem 0 * 1 
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Lanka, “O My Lord and Master, 
Lord of celestials, Padmanabha”, and 
such. Not even through oversight 
must you stop chanting. (10) 

UIT)urF>rtU63T, 2_UJ(TCL| <£i 2— 

£) CGUrt 63T; 

STn)urr6yi ffTffjfTCDisrr 

s>rbu&ib; ctot &*t»t Qp<$so Cungyii) 

Ccufri)5)l_ r*,GO 

Clcurou^jr; dSl.f&ibGun'iT iSlurrsyr; GTj>6y><5> 

&) jtG ld (TO) rjGcsr . 

'Padmanabha’ is the mighty one, 
higher than the highest. He is my 
Kalpa tree, he made me his and himself 
mine. He is my ambrosia, dark as 
the rain cloud, in Venkatam. My 
lord Damodara is the lord of high 
celestials too. (H) 

anCiDruSjGnast, yp^aisuenaiT, 0ncuib 

fi_OTTl_CU6^^T 

^.Gidit 2,rrii) aijSliu «^(5«u<r*(g)? sr«jiC!D 

QgjfT^LD ^QJIT^CTT 

^nCiDa^rrsin s_(3 lu -jflGurb^ib 

^Giorr 0>rjib GTtbiDrrisncjT <ttott 

GLISTOT OTJT €if) OTiG UJ ? 

Can even those who worship 
‘Damodara*, know his greatness? 
He is the first-cause, and the swallower 
of the Universe. Can even Brahma or 
Siva performing steady contemplation 
fathom his greatness, when they are 
hut a part ol him? (12) 

GfJorur ottit mrr LnGJrafl<9 C<9n^j1<«<r>uj ^lOdii 

g>6IT)GUL0<5>«nC7T , 

Qfgf^lujncDcu^) 

if?L G^ITU637 

1 '673T6zmf| U J 5,l5lip LDITOTfiVJ 

i jctfrcofla-swi ^ ii> 

uemewfleu g>mou um_® ^ghtotwcu 

^rroT 


This bouquet of songs bearing the 
twelve names of the lord, from the 
thousand songs by Kurugur Satakopan 
is for Krishna, gem-hued lord of 
celestials. Those who can sing it 
will attain the lord’s feet. (13) 


2.8 / Svapadesam : The Vyuha or 
Cosmogony described 

Anaivadit \ Yadukulakamboji \ 

Tisram 

^cniOTGugii <S1!W <si«nOT]Ci£i«u; uybuircnGa 
qssmGug,) ; £§)©«!" ai™" uP&a’!U’.«>''G« T ; 

^OTiSiOTQJOT <^yi «TU OuiryijL-g^b; 

(y>g,cu ^t,ib 

qcn<MT©J«i iSIrDsfilaaucii |gj!,giieutrna,Ca. 

My lord pervading all things reclines 
on a serpent couch, with the pertectlv 
matching lotus-dame. The lord who 
made Brahma, Siva and all else is 
the life-buoy for the drowning. (1) 

ig*,gjlLb gjtumJ s_ilui_ to©©) <acu 

CT€incinqib 

rgjjgiiL b; gjuufr g}Gi)Gvrr (ipgjcu 

qarrev; QumuciDA turret cst <@*- 1 * 

LJjj, S,eSlT gjILpmil «TOT g)ITUJB>®t 

q6iRjnTuCu. 

My lord who wears cool Tulasi flowers, 
is the saviour of the elephant in distress! 
Blending with him alone is liberation, 
from birth and all other miseries.(2) 


sott*@u> iliudr ^gix>: ,S4ipa>©ii> ait* 

<SN>i 

sraiitg,® v>" 1 ’ sfi 's0 jbireir Caii 

Efirmuusir Qu®ib q<MrrruL| cn€j©ib 


From the lotus that grew on his 
navel arose Brahma the creator, then 
Siva the destroyer, with Lakshmi 
gracefully sitting on his chest. He lies 
in the cosmic Milk-Ocean. (3) 
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HGU 63 T GlDlLllil Quar^l gjlijgjli) 

2 >«uib <^ 2 >givi) gcusug^ sj>rr gptrQ qgdjrr! 
^euu5]|)g>i diuj t &0trjGr>rj0 GefrrjfQngicT 
ucuiii (ipjigii ^fflcu uiq.iflcsi cpeurrGg,. 

If you wish to go beyond the five senses 
and enter the world of endless good, 
learn to sing the glories of the lord who 
destroys the Asuras by the score. ( 4 ) 


«P>cufT 0 > &|i±JiTu lSIrpdii 2 _lLul_ iDfT>rpj otgu 
GTcmsuiLjii) 

(VpGUfT^j gjGsfl (LpgGoniLJ (\p61)CO(£jLD 

<3>fTCoCcOfT63T, 

^>n- <^<£1 ^ernu c^jiu, lScctt ,^<£1, 

LDfTGjfl |_LD 

G^cun^l GgjClJ Qu0lf)ITQT CTC5T ^ITg^CcCT. 

The lord of gods, my holy one beyond 
the cycles of miserable birth, came 
as a turtle, fish and men. He shall come 
as Kalki too! ( 5 ) 

2 _cu 0 ^crrG^oj^Gmcu 

Ljjfb5>fTLDlb 

&iar>GuGlLI dflcilC3T (LpiqCLDGVj <5>rT63T 
ftbJdl 

ufTl ^5>5)63T giTHj fhgilLprtUjrTcjT 

Ou06ff>lD 

Gun^gjjii. ^.0Cl)gfTGO Gu5* Gj£? 

When Arjuna strewed flowers at the 
lord’s feet, he saw them being borne 
by Siva on his head. Now must I speak 
of the glories of my lord, the Earth¬ 
measuring-one? ( 6 ) 


@® 2 )gil ifilOTrpj Catpii <$yb, 

<£l£u U| 0>0 

® l 5>«T|pcrT thrjfrfQib; s_ifi)<igib; 

Oji ib Ou02> C^jrrcn £>(i£6lju>; unii 

CTfeifl CJ)| LD 

i/m jbCiTi^syiuj ld neb 0<5uj«£laTfr) mrreo ^it 

Oj fT&fiJTl J nGfJ ? 

Lying, sitting, standing lord, — 
he came as a boar. Diving deep he 
lifted Dame Earth safely on his 
shoulders. He swallows the Universe 
then brings it out again. Who can 
fathom all these deeds? (71 


ftrTGnjTUfTfT ^fT CTlb PT-0C3T 3,6ff3T6ffiJT6iT>C3T? (TfCJI 
ftn^JlDfTp? 

2GH6OTT Guilcu, GTCUGUfT 2_GU0lb CpfT £})£)£] 

«£»£>/ W’ 

Gscwjt urrcu cffCi_rT, 2 _nSlGgrr, lO^rr}) ctu 
O urT0Ll0ib 

CJC53T UfTCyjlb C^nrjncaT ugjjgiJ 2L-CTTC3T ^.d) 
CTfbJ0ClXl. 

Who can fathom my Krishna-lord, and 
by what means? He swallowed the 
Universe whole, all in one gulp. In all 
things and beings and in the eight 
Quarters, he pervades all, even the 
high Heaven. ( 8 ) 


CTfbJ0LD £>_GTTCiin S> ta : iHfe30f gjT CTC5T0 lD£F,CT)CiTf'9> 

o,ndj£>@}\ 

@ihj(5) ^cueir>evjuj ncu cTOTTfry 
^uQurr^Gg, ^cus^T 

GgjfTgjrf^UJ &&& 
^r*j<9>u iS)fjfTOT T Ou0Cir>iD £rr«r>LD£>G<b •' 

When the young lad said Krishna is 
everywhere, the Father swore, 
“Not here!”, and smote a pillar. Then 
instantly my lord appeared, — what 
a wonder!, — as a fierce man-lion 
and destroyed the king. ( 9 ) 


ld Q^nen £F. 6 urr,g,s,ii> 5 ,rj(^> &P) 11 ’ 
tr-fr&nw Clinch C&Gvii fb(^lsijfT, ui{btpi < * TLJ 
0urt(5^@a> 

Gsiiii (ipg,eij ^uj, efilftai UdlbgiJ ^ 

£>ci'’2 


*nii (tp^lsoGi jn6u ciiGOTTCffpre^, ctott 0 >sA Ifi? * ,te 




FFynCTT 




-- 

The root and cause of all is he, filling 
Heaven, Hell and Earth. He pervades 
the high seat, the gods, the demon 
and all mortals. (I®' 


&> «3<5d 1 5)cuf^j<£h<rn Gatinu &,0 Gld<5^ 

■® |li>LD " a ' e & 

OJC53T0 dicoihijib CflfT«ncu euig$ ^ ,cn 
' j c?nyi 5>CDCuuSk\; G<jrTC5T6in 

£}U U5.giJLb 6V& 60 

c^lcrar 5>c<ncuu5lGL> G-ffrr^Vr^Jbgil ^ 

LDf 1 ^ * 
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This decad of the thousand songs by 
Valudian of bee-humming groves is for 
Krishna, lord with lotus eyes. Those 
who can sing it will rule over Heaven 

and Earth. O 1 ) 

2.9 / Svapadesam : Vibhava or 
Avataras 

Emmavidu \ Madbyam.ava.ti \ Adi 

loft CWuuii); 

£Wli> ujrr unGj UFT)C|g> gjCTiGV Goag>§il't 

^■SjLDLDfT gjj«rTULD 3>u*.fb2> IJfKlcJT! 

My Lord, you ended Gajendra s woes! 
I seek no heaven for myself. Grant me 
your lotus-red feet to wear on my 
head, quick! 0) 

^Gg, UJfTgjr 2_6iD63T3> Q<£fefT6TT6UgiJ 

C x 00 r T63 T pit); 

onio Gg^rnu C^rt^ft o)CJ3fl6>.jcyiyT63«n' rr ! ^rjE^iruj! 

^UjgjfT rftgjr ajfTCTT CTUJg) (&T,rTC3Td77 

g,rr; 0,ncu<5> OffiuGiuGcu. 

O My dark effulgent Lord, here is 
a ll I ask for at all times, grant 

ni e the hands of knowledge, that I may 
grasp your precious lotus feet. (2) 

^sujGujcu err sin try 

Q<f lUiqii) 6T63T 
ftOiJTCTTT iSlrfrTGGjr! 

§3 ^4,n «,G3TITL_li) ^6IM-a>^gjiv> 'S'® 1 
Vujiuitgu GJg,g, ^^drClsiij gt£5T0>C*. 

O Krishna, Lord wielding the discus, 
guarding me against evil deeds! Grant 
that 1 may praise your feet forever, even 
when phlegm chokes my lungs. (3) 

nsw «C«i WCladj era *rTGug)gi)ii) eratigi siot 
u> ® rt *Ga l iDfisrcrfl 

61G81GSI& QftFTGTHffFhli) n’-G^jJ 
AGKU633TG51G3T IlirTGST Qft/TGfl JWjuGl 


My lord resides in my heart forever 
saying, “Serve me alone at all times”. 
He has taken me as his own. This is 
indeed a blessing for us. (4) 

^lrpuiSIcO <5»<njiT<s><s>ib /b{Tftib 

^TJUlSIcU CTlL)gJ<9> £TtL)g>r0<5> J Ujrr g^ ILD 
lStn)UH ^CV) UCU iSl/odjIu Qu(IT)LDrTGir>g3T 
lOfDUl_| gp>CTT 01 ^CTTf^l, 6TgST0|lj) LDifftipQjCGtfT. 

Whether or not I find liberation, 
whether I go to heaven or to hell on 
dying, I will joyously remember my 
birthless lord who came in his many 
forms on Earth. (5) 

Cl<3>fTCn OgjOJCULD, 2 _GcurT 0 ,li) 

^Ggu fTSjlb 

LD^ip CWcir Csrr^l iocumj>g> ^MibiDnCcrsT! 
U)£)t£ QsifTCTT Qsnco CWtuena 

Q*fTCT3T0 adTQjlb 

ID eft ij> 614 / 00 ) 2i_63T<sr)63T cuanrreiA curTgnGuj. 

O Lord, blossom of radiant joy pervading 
celestials, mortals and things! Come 
that we may worship you joyously wit h 
sweet thoughts, words and deeds. (6) 

ourgmu! sl-Gst urc$b iDcuira^ipu 

CugnC® lunfiji eug>gd ^ienua|ibiji%; 

g,(TgrT 0 (Tuj! 2 _GjTSnSIT CTFGTTgJjGt! GinGUUlSlGV) 

cTTcrrmu ii> 

^grr^iTiu! ct63t< 9>@ tfrcargjjib 6T<5>0>frGcu. 

My Lord, you are sweet to my heart; 
you do not give enough of yourself to 
me. Come that I may firmly be bound 

to the soles of your lotus-feet. (7) 
cw,*ircuS>#>l CTb«r>g.ujmii ctotojigti lodrerfleu. 

LO«T> g)| 

stA airsua^lg!)to lunGt^irdrirjub CaiaraiGe sir; 
,0®,&nii Gai® sfiliDGUii errat 

^taangi, araftGiu! 2_63TsnG3r u.ifiGan. 

O Sweet fruit enjoyed by Vedic seers! 
If you would only be my master and 
blend with me at all times, 1 shall seek 
nothing else from you. (8) 
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UJ (tCg^T CTOTTCDOTT ^rfttU^CUfrGg) 

UjnGOTT GTOTT ^OTlCg, 6T€CT£JJ ,@05>G£OTT; 

ujitGott ctott 2 _OT)t_OTHDU4ib i^Giu; 

sunGcsT sjgjgjjib crih currOTrsu it ejGrr)! 

Not knowing my true self, I thought 
I was my own. O, Radiant lord 
worshipped by the celestials! Me and 
what is mine are yours! (9) 

sjCjdgu Gj(igib Clsueirnjj cjtt Cls>neTT 

@6urbjens.snuj 

^Crrj ClsiuB, <5.l_IT5 Gsirifj) 

GgsGrpcu ffT6jrsr>Gffr; s_sir Guttott 

Gsn^aj c^guotsu; 

GcuGro Guira 6@i_Gcu. 

O Lord who killed the seven bulls, and 
destroyed the beautiful Lanka! Bind me 
quickly to your golden feet, and 
permanently, or else I shall not live.(10) 

g8i_co ,§Jcu sehihV0>£i ^KrarsOTcnsu CidojgO 
sSlt_«u gjcu susott (£)(TtjS<ri.iTa ai_Go>rTuOTT 

Gorrsu 

Ga>i_su ,§)gu ^t,uSlrig,gacii gjcncu ua,&!ii> 
Ga,i_su jgjaj diQ GbluiuiL <ElsmTcumia>Ca>. 

This decad of the everlasting 
thousand songs by eager Satakopan of 
Kurugur city addressing the invincible 
discus lord will secure liberation for 
those who sing it. (11) 

2.10 / Svapadesam : On 
Malirumsolai 

Kilaroli 1 Hamsanandi | Ekam 

/SAenn cfcrfl ^sttothd Go>(5lsug,OTT (yJOTcmi, 
qjgttit Spjctfl LonGiunOTT id0g£Iuj C&rruSlcO, 

6U6TT1T ^sriVD ClLjm^lcO IDfrcSlfn-j^GtffTOTiCU 

5)GTTfTCT4 g)6UIT ^4,^6U 0IWQj$| 5^1 Gq. 

Ere the radiance of youth fades, it is 
wise to go without tiring, to 
Malirumsolai, the temple of the radiant 
lord amid fertile groves. (1) 


3$IT @ctt LDi_cun«T anipsilsnuj lO^lujrtg^ 

0 ij«u s(bi8,g>gij g,rb G&iruSlsu 

LD^l £dSUUJ> LDrr©S)(T>)(CT,C<9nGncUU 

u^lajgj si^aigj uujGgji. 

Ignoring the sweet calls of young 
maidens, it is wise to rise and worship 
the thundering discus-lord of 
Malirumsolai, in his temple kissed 
by the Moon. (2) 

UIU63T <^I6UGU GsiUgJ tJUJCIT ^ GUSH GO, 

Gjb0Ga! 

L|UJGU '-OOTIlp CUGTCTGfiniT l_lff)jT,aj 2_GTUT) GlSnuSIcO 

IDUjGU L0(B) QuOl^lcg l£>n65l(fT)<6TjGanOTlGU 

.^lUJGVUSGinGU .^lOTTUGUgJ B>(TT)lDGlI>. 

Futile are these Karmas too, O Heart! 
Go by the temple of Malirumsolai 
hill where the cloud-hued lord 
resides in grace surrounded by 
enchanting groves. (3) 

0>0,lD CUOTT urTtflb AL^2>5jJ S_LpOTTQj 

2 _ UJUjGgTJ , 

Qu0O)GJr>G\J CT^gjdJjrTOTT l50l £_OTTfT) GahuSUv) 

CU(fTj IDOT1LJ) lDn&Sl0^GarTCiDCu4) 

^01DCDCVJ c^lgjlGsiJ, <^OTn_€TJgjl ^fuGlD. 

The lord who lifted the mountain lives 
gracefully in Malirumsolai, where rain 
clouds pass knealing low. He breaks 
the cords of Karmas, so join him. (4) 

^IjDih 2 -OT>l «ijcus,®i«u ^sSlemissr 

Glu(Ttj.5ia1gjI 

aiffllD (yiUJtU -syflu UCJ1L.UJCUG3T GftiruSlsv 

IDp^lSU CUOTTB.cnOT (Bjlj) IDnc5l0(CT,GBTTCI'CUU 
HjOincincu atrgu Guircugj iQrfJCuj. 

The lord of discus in Malirumsolai amid 
groves and sweet-water lakes destroys 
evil by the power of his will. Reaching 
that hill is our only Karma. (5) 

4ilr5l STOTT J0OTTOTT 1.61 OTT 1 G 5li<UJnG^S 

cHlDS GsuOTTIoIotITUJ a_655TL.SU6ir 

CabinS* 1 

lorSlQujitQ iSIottgmt Gan ToncvSl0(CT,CanOT'« u 
Gre^rf)) ul ^igiGcu, ^lanOTTsug^ j,«uGib. 
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THE 


Think! Do not stoop to lowly acts. 
The lord who stole butter lives in 
Malirumsolai in groves amid sporting 

itnes ar >d f awns - Contemplating his 

Worship is the only good. ( 6 ) 

ff.cuih « T « JT pit© ■SHtS'bSrrCa,, 

yisoii> y>ani) gJi-JBsncw e_ra>(D 

G&fiuSleu 

jjsuii l 0 ,,s S'( 5 (g)Gsriar>cu, 

£-jSOli> (iP® 0 © STlij $ 1O(2 j 61|06U CucuClB. 

Think well and do not sink into Hell. 
The lord who lifted the Earth from 
water lives in the temple of Malirumsolai 
in peace. Worshipping him is the 
only good. (7) 

a ,ajig>& 3 ' b &) « nsu5 ’ sC ‘ ° jeu ' i > 

^gu^Claiumio miriueudi C&nuSlei, 

cu cu(g) < ^ a ^ Ji n^ > su, k'‘ :5 "" i ai'teS^tpCaneincu, 
^^Qsiugd <&"©>“> GvipaG*. 

Rather than roam and waste one’s 
life, it is best to stay and worship the 
i or d who roamed after the grazing 
rows and lives in Malirumsolai, 

worshipped by celestials. (8) 

6-'ip*(f) <r ' es ' f' cr ’ OTL ® Gil ’ GacusSlanejT 

Gpipa.dg,,; 

^ilL-nOT ^umt Qu^GamiSlGu 
Gali ^"'SffilSjCaticncu 
C\%mps, a>c9& !euGs ’ (&Cft. 

Think what is fit and do not sink into 
evil. The lord who dried Putana’s breasts 
lives in Malirumsolai amid groves with 
youthful elephants. Offering worship 
to him there is the only good. ( 9 ) 

j CTC3TfT)j &CTT 614 LD QsujujrrCg,. 

Cg u0ii> (y)63T efilrflg>£>rTG3T cS1(TF)U)i9uj 

C*fTuS)cO 

iDlTgiJ 2 £i) IDuSleo CflIT IDfTGSl^^GfffTGDCUu 

GufTgj] idcdcuGuj Clurr^Gcn. 

Seek the good, give up knavery and 
falsehood. The lord who revealed the 
Vedas lives in Malirumsolai amid fresh 
blossoms and peacock pairs. Entering 
into his worship is the only good.(lO) 


Qun(d,eit cTeaTg) gj&j a.cua.ii ucnL.g, 3 ,Gu 63 T 

L)*lj>ClO«U 

lD( 5 )Sh g)su eucrat 00 ®surr sucjin Sl_Cs,rTUOT 
Qg>0cn Clanriisrts Qsirejisst egii ^yjSIrjggjGii 

>J»g» 

<»©©«»L-iuniOT Ojitsii ^|Gnoroicfila 0 ii) 

(SputaC®. 

This decad, words of advice by a pure 
heart, in the thousand songs of Kurugur 
Satakopan addressing the willful creator 
of the Universe will secure the lord’s 
feet when the end comes. ( 11 ) 

3.1 / Svapadesam : Speaking to the 
Archa Lord, Alagar 

Mudicchodi \ Anandabhairavi \ 
Misra Chapu 

(ipu^a Cair^lujiTiLi a_CTg,j ypa,a Gon^l 

id eu 115 , 2 , glC&MT? 

duq-s tg r£)cjrrr) 2>iriD«nrnumij 

^ no rrnjSjgjCoj it? 

LH 45 G^rr^l ^t,cni_Clujn0ib ucO aGucmruj, 
i£1g3t cmuib CluD63T 
Coital aoij^gjGcim? $0ioirC«u! 

0> L_ fp 63T cGuj. 

Did the radiance of your face blossom 
into a radiant crown over you? Did the 
radiance of your lotus feet blossom into a 
lotus pedestal below you? Did the 
radiance of your golden frame transform 
itself into the robes and ornaments 
all over you? O Tell me, Lord! ( 1 ) 

5>tl(5l6ing<9>e£1«0 5>n-u>cng ifDcar s^ght, urrg>ib 
cn<5> £f>GL>Qjrr; 

SuGng&dr, fbCJtT QufTCTT S_63T ^0GlDGijfl 
(^Clfl e^suCLirrgii; 

2_ODgg,gjj ^cil a_CU0 2_ 6tfT<ST)615TU 
CTGDO.>rrib Clu0ibt ingyjib 
uu.(^cr>giLi(TiL, L_|fT>0 gt6ctG»t) aml^iorrcO; 

The lotus flower is no match to your 
eyes, hands and feet. Burnished 
gold is no match to your radiant face. 
All the praise of all the worlds 
heaped on you do but naught to 
compliment your grace. ( 2 ) 
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uiJigjCaiT^l £ ugiDiri b, jglrai iSIcst 

UJjb^J G£>IT 

urjlb G<5fT$ ^CSTCniDuSlOTT, uiq^cfil 

rQ&tp^Gjnr) 

urj(0C<5fT$ i£lCTTgycTrGQT ul_it a_cu*ih 

UCDL5)5) CTli) 

urr^CfffT^l C^fTcfill^^fT! UOT3TLJ 2_cnrr*5> 
U3 fTllC L. CgST. 

Effulgent Lord most high! You made 
the Universe! Another effulgent lord 
as you, I do not see. So with nothing 
to compare you by, I fall back mute. 
O, Govinda my Lord! ( 3 ) 

loitui_itG«, ,at,^g[]u> @ii> loeoiT £«nsu urn 
(C^rrcua) fe>l ctt 

lOmlQ IDGUIT HC33(JU4l£) (fP,€Vj(Tfj(SU ti) 

LDC5TLD C&)G)J&>8> 

IflmlufTg, UGVJ 5LDUJ O&rrglg^fTiij; lD6\J(Tg> 

gj^ipniu 

iDfTllGu $ U5C3TLD eDGUg,g,fTUj; LDfT ^fTCUlb 

<»u C5 ih itG^j *? 

This world does not see the radiance 
of your frame. You distracted men 
with thoughts and let them roam, while 
yourself enjoying the thought of cool 
Tulasi. O Lord, does not the world 
stand to lose by this? ( 4 ) 

cu^jj^ng, a,eu&g, uwun a^iflrar ai_ii 

a_i_ii>L| 

®i©jiSi"® (CT,n65iii) «ugii)L| 

CiPtig^iJ JgujaTIDITlij! 

si)(0f)ih attajLO i£l«,jp ancuib ajfl ansuib <9yu 

sl_ even#, 

e^GlfluuiTlij! drr CTt%l(9) SL-CVJ«,5> 
6p>gx)GuGc5T? 

O, Lord of natural radiance, through 
past, present and future! Exceeding 
the radiance obtained by the hardest 
penance, you stand above, guarding 
the Universe. How can I ever praise 
you fully? ( 5 ) 


£p>gjjcumT cTcucumi) ctgu 2_cu&£>£J < * tC1J 

■SfTgjGurTuj i_|&i£)63t &>cr>{h ^cucurrcb 

iSlrfjlgj] ^CUCDC^r 

Gurrgjj CUfTjp i_j€3Tli) gjJipfTLU (ipiQ.uSlsTTfrW ■ 

L^efilCFTClDCU 

IQfTgll Qjrnp lDfTITl5c5TfTLU! CTG2T QtffTCUoSl 

CijrripgjgilOjGcJ 1 ? 

Even the scriptures and whatever 
else the world reads, do but speak 
of your glory only in part. Lord of 
Tulasi crown and lotus chest! O How 
can I praise you enough? ( 6 ) 

clJfT jj? 5 >giJCii nrr ucuit <^< 9 ,; rflggTcnigTTCgn - 

rh,nctiQp&>er>esi 

QPy?5>5> 2_cu(^j tfTcucvjrnh ucm_ cretin)) 

(ip 5 ,c 0 uesu-dj&n^ 
Gaip^S) ^( 7 GST (tpg>curr«, ^Igttit 

Gg>UjQJLDfTUJ«, ^CTTITjjgjJ 
(£>L£5>g»i ^lDa«T gjl^5)5,fTCU, S> CTT Q^fTCU 
M<5>ip LDn^GSSTfrC^ ? 

O Lord who willed Brahma the 
maker and Siva too! What though 
your praise-singers be many? Even if 
they and the hordes of gods come 
and sing, your effulgent glory cannot 
come to an end. (7) 

lOn^ernn^ iflcurjiTgjj 

lOn^cnjTfT (G^rTOTUO c^l,aj (ip^g^LD 

(Lpl^gi <@wG5Trr).-TUJ- 
tDfT^GTinn cun«rr C<g>rrcvjgj g 1 | ^ lq^it 

GUt^illjUl^U-f TtfU 

iDrT^GTsm 2_CIT ufT^tDGvjfrg G<?n^1 

LD^fbJftfrC^ • 

O Constant lord with a frame ^ 
pure radiance! O Lord of perfe ct . 
knowledge, O Whole Being! Even i* 
the king of celestials were to sing 
your praise, the radiance of your lou* s 
feet will never dimmish. ( 8 ) 
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cnej£> b &>8> g r^co 

Qjffj^jcn^ujfTiL 

O^n^tglb ftfTa>e{j «5,6lflgJJ ^ClfluurTCTT LJCTT 
£>ctt (rrr-.gjj C^jfTgjTr^lcnejTCuj ; 

iD^r^j^rr^, ^acjTGiD ucm_ <^4 ,& idcuit 

2_gu<£1cO 

QfijfT^lDLjnilJfTIT&^j ^erfl^gjfTCU 2_C3T <SrL_IT<5 
G<grr^1 LDGnn^ujnC^,? 

O Lord, you came riding on the 
Garuda bird and saved the devotee- 
elephant with your discus. What if 
all your devotees became illumined, 
would that exhaust your glory? (9) 

iDGnrr) ^,uj r^ncO Gcug^jgjjeTT r^£3Trr) ldcuits 

A(_Cgf 

(ip6T>(T)UJfTcO 2_«U(£) CTcOcufTib 

uct>l <2>gjj @L_rj>$i £_arar@ a__iflij>fbgj 

<^CTTfT)5,rTUj! 

iSlcyjrr) cjfpj scnnurrcpjLb fbfrgihYipg>€niiD 

®®|n >§l£6>!b«ii gtss 

@gj cfilujuGu? 

O, Radiant lotus-lord extolled by the 
Vedas! You ate, made, remade, lifted, 
and strode the Earth! Even if Siva, 
Brahma and Indra stand and worship, 
would your wonder ever stand 
exhausted? (10) 

d]lujlj(_l eSHjUJ cvfilujun ^JCUGUfT lo)lDtij(«T> (0rTGJT 
Cgb^liuGnGjT^ 

5ujlj i_|5>iprTiT uGurr eun^ib 2>uib (B)^B6^nS 
8 U. Ce S, fT u 43T 

,@63T£$g> 2_Cy>fJg,g, 

S^iSlo&gjcn §\Cj uagjjii) 

a_uj*Qo,rrCTiT( 5 ' lSIidLim ^9js,(£ ) io «gc\Sl 

CiPtbiSn igncugGg,. 

This decad of the perfect thousand 
songs by Satakopan of Kurugur, — 
where godly men reside, — addresses 
the wonder-lord extolled by the Vedas. 
Those who can sing it will break the 
cords of rebirth and secure heaven. (11) 


3.2 / Svapadesam : The Second 
Seperation 

Munnir \ Kannada \ Adi 

(tpiT,$>(T (CTjTTCUlb UGni6TIi> (ip^lcu 

Gli CJ3T€3UtG GUT! 

<^ 5 , jb^CTT § 2 > 5 > 5 , ^Ac^ftiiSlsarcuiP 

2_y)G0GciJC5T, 

QeuibfbfTcrrQbmu d?uj , 6filCT»63T*ey)CTTG6UiT^n)u 

umlifbgj 

ffTTT) 5>frCTT UjrT63T 2_63TCn63T GUrT)ig l | 

<5ffX.(^€llGsiT? 

O Cloud-hued Lord, you made the Earth 
and Ocean! This body you gave me 
then drags on painfully. O, When will 
I cut my Karmas by the root, when end 
this wretched life and join you? (1) 

GU63T LDfT cnsuujfb ^CTTITjg, Cnh CUfTlDCaTn! r^CTT 
UCU LDfT tornuu UftJ lS)<T)6d1u9gU UU^UsTfl) UJIT63T. 
OgjfTCU LDfT CUeUGfilcnsaT^) Q2,fTl_ffft6y)6rr 

(ipg)CO 

f^SCT LDfT gjfTCTT Gff fTITigil fQfDLJgil 

CT (£f) fT 65T Q * ff G CU fT ? 

O Vamana who measured the wide 
Earth! I am fallen in Maya, suffering 
countless rebirths. Cutting the endless 
Karmas that follow me doggedly, when 
will I find your lovely lotus-feet? (2) 

O&fTGUCUfT iDrr*G*fTcu G*»fTGr>cu Gsaj^ 
ufifjgju Currn 

6TcucofT5 C^cy>e3TiL|tb f9cu2,5)j 

ffT<h5>fri£j! 

OurrcOcufT ^^cn^uSlcjr t_jGraTiTc£)cr>c3T 

^frjrr; 

QtffTeucumu ujrTcar 2_car«r>e<n<9 drriTQjgjj cpn 
(*,ipi^lGuj. 

O Lord who steered the chariot in the 
battlefield, smiting death to the wicked 
in the Bharata war! Pray tell me 
how I may join your feet, cutting 
asunder my bodily connexions. (3) 
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0fT«rT5 5ri_rr Spxsrfl <^y£), crdn^jii) 

GJlpSdfl C<5>0 <@631^ SlfbJg ^g)l lb f£l63)ff)j|)£> 

CTjT>5>rriu! 

mpp 5,sfi)»T(bgiJ r^car Ojwzn 

^CnCTST&^lp 

€UfTtj)<9<£) turrCIFT G^0li)GlJffn& c^(fT)CTTfTLU 

gu fT)G<2>* 

O Lord of infinite illumination, 
pervading all with no loss or gain! Pray 
come and tell me how 1 may cut my 
lowly ways and find your lotus feet. ( 4 ) 

dJff>g>fTi£j GunGcu <su(bgiiib ctcJt 

^fbj&macu Cl^iijujrTujj ^gjjCcu 
Q^rnfj^jl (^jIT <5>fTUincfil63T IDCOITg, 

&*>$>& 

CTIT,£F>mij! LUrTCOT 2_G3tCT)C5T CTf^l(£j GlJJVjgtf 

^ Ogjl lflfhuGciIT? 

My Lord of Kaya-blossom hue! 
You seem to come, my radiant Lord, 
but never stay! O, How now can 
I join you, if you do not stay and 
give me strength? (5) 

<£)fT)UG3T, i$cOCg\JG 3T CTCgTfT)! j^j CliSU (^pdTTU) 

r^rTfiTTfreij; 

<^0)u 5 rrgrbj*<jrr ^cncij < 3 »«r>cug,g>| 

^ fh 63*0 IT) fTLp (j>G2>63T j 

uft)uffu ^uSlrjih s»_uSln CUujg, urjiaiT! rglcCT 
ff>jb OulT68T Ctfn^^gjITGTT jb^y )l fgjdJg)l 

^ ^ 6^1 Gjd? 

Then I had no power to discriminate, 
and lost myself in trivial pleasures. 
O Lord you made these countless 
thousand souls! O When will I reach 
your golden feet? (6) 


Qir>(CT>Go! 

Omuj(g,(eT,nc3Tti> cfilesicst jgiujeO 

‘SlfDULi 

<£ | ct>©!E>S)I rglssTrr) 

QiotuiCT) p>rrs5is Cartes. o,OTH633Tor>iai 

taU>6L|g^)Gifj, 


O Heart of mine, bereft of true 
knowledge, you suffer endless Kamic 
birth. O When will we join our 
knowledge-lord, the radiant Krishna 
who lives in all forever? (7) 

GiDGIJ gjJOTTU Q < jlCJ>OTlfliOT'iCITT 

J@ratr 51 a_rar a,jpcu 

GlJ C55T Oil 4 i 1 ft) rf)l G Gu 651 j 

uitgui Gs>itco S'ne-, AGOTCRmr! gtgst 

UfftGJSil-GlJ 

tftn.Gn^l63iC©63T ArTOTijTurrGifT; c-rrhi^ GTUjg>a* 

B€\ Q_|G1.iGcj3T? 

O Lord Krishna, my eternal glory- 
flood! Alas, I have not ceased my lowly 
Karmas nor relentlessly worshipped 
your lotus feet. “Krishna”, I call. 
O Where can I see you? (8) 


sex efitd, An-Gfil* Q*n(^lcfilcriGjra, 

I0S31ED 

uftcfilGuiGar ugu ftncviib cuip ^iGrxfh&Qi 

^CUIDITilGiTCo)®*' 

Gujisfit ^rarp <st, rglcjnri Arr-jjgjiajGjT ssoS’^ 

ctgCigvj^ 111 

gjfrcfiluj ^liinncriGsi enii^ g)6sflgi 

g, GiTi CU U Q U UJ 6V C 52 T "i* 


I stand and call from deep inside in m)' 
Karmic tomb and flounder through 
many dismal paths. Then my lord did 
grace the cows and walk the Earth- ( ~ 
Where can I find him now? (^' 


2jOT1GV>uQljUJ ftfTGUlb n^LDOTTgjlOrr I 
^PTHUUy,®!! SL- CifaT CTO)i Lb ^Gll ^CVJ 6V,G ° 

crcvjcurub St** 00 ] 
ACftCUU ucu (tiot 5.c^eJ3 T<?r><? ^ 

a.inrergtGI* 1 " 5 *'^ 

fQcfflCUuQujTjay C 163 T Qf^^dJLD Ql ifb&fP 

The pall of affliction so strong oveI ^ 
as if the god of death had come thro^^ £ 
his snare, is over now, for 1 . f( j 
my Krishna in my heart. He is jq) 
of knowledge and eternal life- 
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2__uSln0>GTT filffUGUn 2_€Vlft(ipib a_G3>|_uj<njG3)G3T 
0uS)cO Q<3>rTGTT G<3fT6iT>6VJ§> Q^,63T 00<3«\_ITO 

<5 i_G<?> riu cjr 

GWuSIfr $}gv CWcu $vr>8 iDdsncu ^uS1fjg)giiCTT 

®U U2>gj)U3 

a_uSIrflcirCuiCU 

This decad of the perfect thousand 
songs by Satakopan of Kurugur where 
sweet cuckoos haunt, addresses the 
lord who contains all the worlds and 
souls. Those who can sing it will rid 
the soul of its envelopes of flesh. (11) 

3.3 / Svapadesam : On Venkatam, 
The Third Union 

Olivil | Danyasi | Rupaka 

Gl) <9>rTCULD CTCUCUfTlI) l_ 6JTfTi{j 

inCTTGjfl 

Qjiuiu Cffucirei^lLb fFjmh 
G1g,if) (gjijcu «^0^;S> ^)0Cour^5,i_jg)g)i 

cti^1c?u G/jrr^9 

5i ffr> €73 &) (h G fh 

At all times and forever by his side, we 
must perform stintless service, to the 
radiant lord of Venkatam, the hill with 
streams. He is my father’s father.(l) 

^JbGngj £F>{b on 5> Op^b^fb 

(1P5)<hD 5) GU fTGJTGU IT 6 )jrTCJT 61 )lT G<S> nQ 63TIT0 LD 
■^!bg)i y, u>£l(igib <$0C<aj<£j5,i_5>5ii 

®GV i_|ff>ipA *"IT ^HSTOOTiCftJ. 

The lord of Venkatam hill, lord of 
cloud-hue and eternal glory, is 
worshipped with flowers, by India 
and all the celestials. (-) 

-riM 6fr3T633T6\i if)fill (633, 0«9>fTGh 

^l52,5>IUD6JD(r^ 
^«y5T633TG5I ^5fb<A6afl ffUfTliJ*^ &0tOnGTilfl5>5»U) 
ii)lfa5irr) Abincsi f£n<3> 

<P (5) G fib fb) 5» t &) &l 

«^«wr ^ llA) Q a(T6 y ojnuuTajii tr-eCrtT. 


The cool-springs Venkatam lord of 
countless glories has beautiful lotus-eyes, 
a black gem-hue and coral lips. (3) 

rT-563T GlirTCiJTGUIT5>0 6T63TU65T; GTGDTrrjrTCVJ 
G^j^GlDrr <^l0G6UfbJg>l— 5)chIT gru 5>0? 

(g^CcsTcSr; fQcnn)Gn G^carrpiib ^Gcucar 

GT 63T fh Wool 

UfT5lO 6y>GlJ5>5) UfJCD 5rl. IT5 G<9IT<£)5>G<£I>. 

Does it behove his glory’ to be praised 
by me, — lowly and meritless? Yet 
I have his love! (4) 

Carrel ctcucun a_cu(g,ii> C 1 a,n(igii 

ctsjrroncu ^)<nr«t| ^(gjCtDiT ? 
C<aj$uiit (y><i£ G«vag,§i ^l(ip ibib^gi 
^Jgj] ,@cu ^l^rtjGojmja.i-5>ibrc3scinCuj? 

The glorious Venkatam lord is the 
nectar of the Vedas, first-cause of all. 
Can he be praised? (5) 

Gsuib, 5)L-ffc)5>CTT QlDUjGlDCG GDCST 

(y> & {D ; 

5,nr^j5»6TT 5,r^i5»L.0 (TjCu^ugutCgu OffiucumT 
C6Uni)5)l_5,^iJ J2_633fr)CUfTfT5,0 plD GT63T6DTG0 
^ib At_ ey)iOr^ig)i ^-LDjij^fTiTAilCA. 

Those who serve him even by lip alone 
are rid of past Karmas and relieved of 
future ones. (6) 

•JMDfbgjJ IDfT ID6VJIT J^IT <3rL.IT gjflUlb OAfTSWT^ 
fSMlDrttb&l QJffG3TQJfT QJ (463)6)1 IT CftnClGSTIT^lb 
|T)U)63Tj^J GTyjJID 4?0G<aWilAl lb r^rhlAU 0 
5LD63T O^ncrr 5 > 0 ib 51 nj 0 c»T.iT)Gin. 

The dark Venkatam lord worshipped 
by Indra and all the celestials with 
(lowers, incense, lamp and water, gives 
us tranquil liberation. (7) 

0OTJD10 0Gtflrt uxsmp 5ifT5,5)6UGW, 

-CijfifrfDI r?H6TTlT^5, L^rjfTGai UfTt.jt 

'I) 5 GjnffU ^5^ ^l0Gciifbj5.L inn iDcmcu 
bp»G9Tg)|GlB IbLO GfitaiDGn *iO. 
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The wonder-lord who stopped 
the rains, and measured the Earth 
has come to stay in Venkatam. 
Worshipping him destroys our 
Karmas. (8) 

(npui_|u i51rt)ui-| ^n>uq; iSlcffufl 

djujujrrQj ClsiusurTsir $0GGurti0,i_0,gj 
c^lJJCTT ff,rT6TT tDCUIT <jy,lb <£Hlq0,0,m0Cjr>fJ 

6DfTlL|CTT(Cffjlfl lDGn0,0^GTl(GtT,lb 63)6UUljnrr0>L-G0,. 

Those who remember the lotus feet of 
the cowherd lord of Venkatam in 
every act and word shall end their 
four-fold miseries. (9) 

aneugjdT) [bncrr ojcng 6i6u6incu 0fpj«£)£ Q^cytn)j 
.g'e^cnuu^OTt (^pcjncTTLD 

c S>^C^^L_lfilGcJTfT , 

umhn c^GDGaUTUjrTOTT ^0G€Uf^Jftl_lb 
QiDaiu4>5) GfFfTGDGu OiorTuj £F>i_fT> 

^nrpGbGrj. 

Before your numbered days are spent, 
before old age saps your strength, reach 
for the lotus feet of Venkatam, the lord 
on hooded serpent bed. (10) 

2 >ncrr uffutSI idotst gnsfiluj <t 0 ot>ot 

!?,OT ClulTlfleu 000ffi IT0 01 C01ITU63T Q0D6U 
<»0,y> .gjsu ^t,uSlrrs>gjj @ U QJGUCuGIMT 

GllfTlj)6ljri GUfTlpCl.| ffTUJ^l (0ITGOO) U|AipC6)l. 

Singing this decad of the thousand 
songs by peerless Kurugur Satakopan 
on the lord who strode the Earth, wins 
a life of praise from all. (11) 

3.4 / Svapadesam : Addressing an 
epistle to the lord 

Pukalunal | Darbarikanada, | 
Kbandct Chaptt 

1£>©.» ^06uar (rTGwG^hrT 1 ? 

OurT0 L4,lft ffTOTiGdfcfT? 

4.i«»MQLb gjtaryi i <nc3TG^n? 

CICTrG«9,n9 &il ft 11 j GTC«TG^»rT'? 


CT63TG*fT? 

§cn £hi_rr £§)a6Tcrr(^lii) 6i«uG^n? 
,@<hipsi4 C @G\J ^611 ^CT>CTTg,gjjib ctottGiSi rr? 
dhtiOOlfeOOl CD GUT (h CL| LD t£H,G(T) . 

O, How shall I address my Krishna, - 
- as one worthy of worship? As peerless 
good Earth, or as the wide cool ocean? 
Or as Fire, or Wind or expansive 
Space? Or as the Sun, the Moon or 
the Universe prevading all? (1) 

0<n_ci|!b ^J.3) ,si!51ujioitl_Gug!t; 

0OTnr)lii0OT ST«3lG0,n? 

Cidclj §h inrtrfl 0 t 6 jtC 0 >n? 

s5l«nnii0 £,ng«r>a0,srT «TOTG0,rr? 
rTjD ^UJ6V 0,Gn6VJ0,cir CTC3 tG0>0? 

I0ITOT 5,6V, ^t,«Sl STG5lG0,n? 

U0«u Shdi 0,C53T6OTT63T CTIDLD0G3T 

umj0.UI0, 0,€WI6WICiri63TGu-J. 

O, How shall 1 address my Krishna? 
I do not know; as the many mountains, 
or as the good rains, as the bright stars, 
or as the art of poetry'? As the sentiest 
soul, or as the lord of lotus eyes? (2) 

UfidMUA 3>Cff<n6OTT6iT C763TG-£F>fT? 

i jgu cn o QcfjGiiQinujGin 6T63rC<5>fT? 

^ub ^uniJOTi ffTcjrCftfT? 

c^0i96iJT 6116tf<JT(TuiJTG£fT GT^G^fT? 

Q^fhJSi^Qn (iptq UJ63T 6T63lG«9>rr'? 

$0 (Dp LDrTITu€5T G1OTTG.9>n? 

5fhJ0 OfhfhqibQy&X 6763tG^CT? 

»rr^) LDn<aRjfl4„£h5,6n55Guj. 

Or shall I call him flawless gem-lord of 
lotus eyes?, or coral lips?, or lord with 
radiant feet?, or dark hued lord of red 
radiant crown?, or bearer of discus and 
conch?, or the one with Lakshmi-mole 
on his chest? (3) 

UXTGraflftttLb CTSarC^fT? 

<9«fil U^not Gi ,riCTT ^tp5>a>to guziCm' ■ 

&n $ Jbcu tHuSlgib ffTQrGarT? 

£>dl)6LJ 6fil6n^„!J,iXi GTCTCnO«f>»<T f 

e^lb GstT^I 6-T65lGfl»IT? 

«$*U) 

@GU fl.ffClj&gjj (pfyClUfh 

e=H«9*9fg>63T ^HiD€V.i6ffl65rGui • 
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My faultless lord was there, when all 
else was naught. Shall I call him my 
flawless gem, or dazzling gold and 
pearls? or a brilliant diamond?, or a lamp 
of eternal glory?, or radiant first-cause, 
the good first-person? (4) 

lDCUOTT CUtG a rr 9 

^tqUJGUIT g61cD 63T Ga»(^0>(g)lb 
1555.10 iX)rr CTOTrC^n? 

jTjCUf^i 5 >i_gu ^(Lp^ib GiGirCehn? 
^5 5. Cm 605. 5.L.U} CTOTlCain? 

5»CmCD <^14^1 gu CTOTrCairT? 
Qn^ihS &gt>g v$) G«2)iT)cO CTcjrrGftrT? 

A€sfl CTcjnC^fT? unco crdfrG^GcrrfT? 

Shall I call him my blameless 
Achyuta, great lord?, or the ocean 
ambrosia, medicine for devotees’ 
ills?, or a candy sweet as that, or the 
food of six tastes? or sweet, or honey, 
or butter, or fruit, or milk? (5) 

Ljnffu JJ,tT63T(^ 

UIU631 SIBUJ 

l^/jCU G TCTtG^^? G«5>GTTefil 

cncjrC^rT? fTjGucvi 

GlDCU CTG3TG5>n? G&)CD£3TuS)63T l61<9>5. 

uujfijrr crcjKjwSin? 5 >c53T£35ts3t CTsarGAtT? 

LOfTCU GlGirC^n? ID*TUJC3T CTCIT»G5>rt? 

surTcmcuir t^^lcmujCuj. 

Shall I call my Krishna, lord of celestials 
or wonder-lord?, or milk or the substance 
of the Vedas-four?, or the truth of the 
scriptures?, or music of the Upanishads?, 
or the fruit of great Karinas?, or 
more than any of these? (6) 

CUfT(2*Tffun GT6SlC&>n‘? 

cvifTCSTCun Og>ujCiii£j CTC5rGo.fr? 

cufTcyroj it GufTOsih <rre»TCo>n? 

cij(TC3TCVJ ff (ipjfrjpiii) crcjrGftr? 
gijir c5tld jgcb GocOdJib CTCirG^rT ? 

gen iHJTlb 5fGlJlT5>5>lb CTCjTGojfT? 

afiEuaTtb ^,'co Ct0*»A5>ib cr©nC 5 . 1 T ? 

ojOCT^I iD«afl Qid^rcfrarciDcarGu i. 


Shall I call him my gem-hued radiant 
lord?, the lord of celestials or their 
ecstatic enjoyments?, or their ends?, or 
endless wealth?, or the eternal 
heavens?, or timeless liberation? (7) 

C£>crfl LDcrafl 6UOT3TGroTG3T CTCarGdhfT? 

Cp>0<SUC3T CT63Tp GJjJb'S) liUTTT) 
n>6Tfln ld^Io ocni_ujC3T crcinGoifT? 

f5fTG3T(ip5>5s 5>L_Cl|6TT CTC3rGo>fT? 
^icrfl L0^1g)rr>0jj 2_cu5>ib CTcoconib 

u«m_2>g)j ^cmeji Gjibfb rQcinr) 

o>crfl iDcuiTfli, gjjcn«ajcar ffubiDneSr 

0» COTT C5UT 6D C3T LDITuJC7)C7l(s»UJ. 

Shall I call my Krishna a rare gem of 
radiance?, or crescent bearing Siva?, or 
four-faced creator Brahma?, or the lord 
worshipped by them?, or the lord who 
made them? My lord of gladness and grace 
wears the nectaredTulasi garland. (8) 

5s <Tf5T £55TCm CUT tD ITUJ C37 <2) £31C3"> C*3T <3. 

5>t_-G0 OsGDL-JbOxl ^(LpOjlbQoifTGiTJTl 

c^lGOTTGOTTCDCu ^5<9f5>CDCyT 

faTSTIT)O)CITtCUT G3Tljs5sGil Oj CUT G LOCO 

fjjOTjrcRjfl fbG5T(Oj 2_cmiT)^lGarra)rT6tnciiT, 

^CTjiiGoib 22 _cinn(^ a_i61tpjb^ lorrcmco, 

gT655T Cni)l l£> UJ L0nGCl_G3T 

ujrrcmGoiLjtjb 6 tgu0id 5,(tGctt. 

My lord is in .ill things and all beings, and 
he is beyond understanding. He is 
Krishna, lord who swallowed all and 
remade all in sport. He churned ambrosia 
from the ocean and gave it to the gods. 
He is Achyuta, Ananta, Govinda, 
reclining on a serpent couch. (9) 

ujfT©n6im_|iii crcu0ii ^ncsimu, 

c£f<njijcun du)ujib CftiTipiib 
G5.fTu.iClj ^Jcocar; HGU63T «£>n-sg,j 5 >( 5 )lb 

Q^ncoLJLJt_nC3T; 2L.C53TITcfi)c3T ; 

jHjGfil G5(T .-9 uSlfflcarr a cncnncO 

C^IT l i/PjT)| t^COfT5, 

• HT6UCmC3T ,-5^5,CiTGUT5, iqcu 

r^cti cm cut 11 jin 5<n i cv»rrGio. 
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He is beyond the senses, a body of 
consciousness. He is the form in all the 
things and life in all the beings present 
at all times and all places yet apart from 
them all. If you can attain detachment, 
you too can reach him. (10) 

ojsot(J! ^lennriujii) gsrar 
GsjITGOTLGU GuITgO GVGOTGTOlG5T 
c^Gun Quirip 6 u 

GUG83 T 0L_G<5>rrUG7T OeiTGaTGGT 

U'L(» sjiii ^uSIga.gjsrr 

«j>ii us,gjib «ijcuGuriii 
sfi® ^GO Cunaii) GTlij^l 

«fil(2>ii)L|Giin ^LOijn Qinmii^Ga,. 

This decad of the sweet thousand songs 
by flower-groved Kurugur’s Satakopan 
addressing the lord of Tulasi garland 
provides liberation and the company 
of celestials to all who master it. (11) 

3.5 / Svapadcsam : The Yoga of 
Singing and Dancing 

Moymmam \ Vasanta | Adi 

Qidihuld mirth uyi) QurripGu Qurrujffirxj, 

(Lpg>GDC^lcDfT)Ui Jil 0 r^€ 3 T(T) 
€J3i9iLblDfTCl^&^ ^(T^SiT QtfUjgj 

<5>rTIT (tp»£]cvj GufT€VJ GD675T653163T, 

S> Go o IOT3T G3T 

CTli)LDfTGiDG3Ti? O# fTGU 6 $LJ LJITI 4 . 

UfDfbgjJLD gjIGTTCrtfTGjfTIT 
g>LblDfT 6 U a>0U)lb GT63T? CWcbctflT 

a>l_ 6 D G>Jl_LO,^j 2 _encrtfGrj! 

Pray tell, O People of the ocean-girdled 
Earth! What good are they svho 
cannot sing and dance in joy, the 
glories of the dark hued lord who saved 
the elephant from the jaws of the 
crocodile in the lotus tank? ( 1 ) 


ajOTIT ff>l —6U 2__<nT6T7rTCmrjgj 

fb U 3&0 ^smrfujfT^) g>—ssarcgnub 

5>LpGb arreo 

@GT>lI)<5,0lb $(TF,LDf7€ir>6D 
U(j*iJJT<5)GTT g)6i7)G\J<5,0 £, rT€TT£TTU un’lij.U 

u 'D!bg)ifi 063?l5)gjJ 2_ip 6\> it g> it it 

LOCyin 0<9i(TGTT 2_6U«£i<?U 6lfT>UUrTIT 

CU GU G)Sl CD GJT GlDfT<3; LDGiT»GU^>Gg>. 

Praising the lord w r ho gives woe to the 
mighty Asuras, — fiends svho mince 
and eat mortals on Earth,—those who 
cannot sing on top throat and dance 
in ecstacy must forever suffer the 
throes of Karmic birth. (2) 

LDGmcoGinuj 6T0£bg)j dy>G<j iDrrrfl 

U^rlglGiniT £)G3TCiD<J3T£> 
Q^>fTCT3GuO.| gjGfillT ££,£) iSlrjrTODG3T^ 

0<ffrreuG\SteQ<«mGU6iSl r^CTTinj cm* iGung)|0> 
5)«D6uuS)CGinTT0 «5H ) g)€3rii> g,L_i_g> 

iDrTiLiu 1 jfp sortin 'it 

^l«DGO QdhrTGTT 

’^l-'bgjl 2-67lip<5>^lfa-3TfT) cmbuGrr- 

Those who do not dance and touch 
the Earth with their heads, repeatedly 
uttering the praises of the lord, — 
w’ho stopped a hailstorm with a 
mountain, — must forever suffer 
stormy hell as their only retreat. (3) 

6UL01.I G^rTCiD^OurT^ili rr, 

UMTCO €filci7)l_ GJ(L£ti) ^1 IT£>g> 

Q«£f lX>LJG)J6ng, ^1 IJ(JTT GUITUJG3T 

•'Dr^gear Clinch i umq. 
0ibiS10 f&ui.ib @110 

G<5>a0 a_5>il06traT0 2_ LpGvif T 5 ,rTfI 
giib *Slrr>i m ifTCu uui63T gtottCgiJT 

< 5 OTUbJ<5,Grf1 €331 ClU? 

Sing the praise of Sridhara °* 
coral lips who killed seven bulls h’ 1 
the love of Nappinnai. Dane c ” 
w ‘th hands over your heads, 
dignny be blown, — or else what fS 
is this birth amid saintly men? ^ 
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•SfTgd 5iC>SlLL|li> 

«5fT^luu^jfb0 
^ih C^rr^ a_(f -^aneu 

cuDGug>gJ ^PJbiS 

Cgu^j (Lp^)€O^U€7>e3TU Uff«4 

C^rTJULD gjjGTTGTTn^fTIT 
2_OTtn*T!i)5>G>JlT (IpOTGST 17 

<TffcTT <5^filuun'n LDGsftaCfl ? 

The Lord of the Vedas left his radiant 
Vaikunta and came as a mortal to protect 
the innocent from Kamsa's tyranny. 
Other than singing and dancing his 
praise through every street, what is there 
for scholars to learn, are they men? (5) 

l0C3fl<£F0li> IDrbgtfli) (ipjblPJlD 

LDauju iSljDcfil i5ln)fb^ 

2>GufluJ63T lSlrr)lJl9G$ TGDGJT, 

2>l_rbJ <9 jI_CU G^TITrr>^ lSl(JfTCDG3JT 
<5>trjfl€y>UJ^> 0>0Lbl9£5T ^FfTn)€T>n[), 

AU-l4^ir>lLl4) Cg>GiF>63T (Lp6iT)g> 

(LpCdflci) 

(Lp^ffti j^fWJiouStafrfTCfj. 

The birthless lord who took birth 
reclines in the ocean. Sweet as fruit 
and nectar, sweet as sugar and honey 
and our ambrosia. He is the living, the 
non-living and all else. Those who praise 
him, with song and dance, attain total 
knowledge. (6) 

£iTGT>in jgcu ryirbjpaiii cSuj, 

eg6UITdj-(<5> ^(O^STlOfflijgd 

uniTioGug, C^onsa <$\eS\g>g> 

I I(I(0,(5-1 €s*n tQenGsrtb&i c&pq. 

Sirincvug, ftCOTsraflosrn ^dfil 

Qrr,i0ditii 0-sntpjbgi) ©niriiufTC^, 
SsncBTixi^ai^l Gioir{p u0uuuii 

-a A/kinffAl' 0 6TC5T Q(?tij6UfTC(>0 ? 

The radiant lord unleashed a terrible 
army over the unfair hundred and 
granted victory' to the five. Of what use 
are men in this good world who build 
u p their biceps if they do not melt their 
hearts, dance and sing and tn ioy? (?) 


61JfTITl_|iSJTGVJ &>GHT ^0^51 

<SU I_ d/j^0)G6fJ f fii‘££>l—5>^?J CTlj>€T>^ 

Cljitugu OsrTGuoSlu iSl«?,rbr61u 

iS)g}§)iT ercirGn) lS^ fr >it 5 ts\.rr) 

222ITUGU t_)A0lD LjftfTgillB 

a_GcotT 0 >rr rfjlsarrpj ^u*. 

^fTtruii) Qu 0 dfl«j 0 snf)uurrn 

^LDfjn Q^jfripuuglQjrTGri. 

Our lord resides in Venkatam of cool 
water springs. Rave liis name incessantly', 
be called a mad man, roam through 
towns and hamlets, let the world 
mock at you. J ump and dance in ecstacy, 
be worshipped by' the celestials. (8) 

^tnrjiT Q^fripuu^CLjn-cnGffr, 

^GtTXJJT^gjJ 2_CO0<9>0LD iSlrjrjOTlGUT, 
taggtGtun0 HCT3TI7JTjg)| 

^CUffilT £>(?3TCc3Tn0 G^C3T|^J ^,<3> 
gjjOTtjftlU GDGOGUfTITAGTT 

^GUGUlTgjQlri GTGUGUmi) 

^ LDfj r^GmtTTfbg,) 6 T|i§fb^J 

^HGUfbgJIGuC^i 5>0 LdCiD. 

The lord, worshipped by celestials, is 
lord of all creation. Those who reach 
him through yogic penance, find 
him in their hearts always. For all 
others, dancing and singing his praise 
is the only Karma. (9) 

* 0 iD(ipii b> 0 ib ueagliii) 

j-^-Qn - 5,(T(Jd33T6ST g>67TCtf>6itf, 

^|0 msrafl ajfflinasisnisna Clffi£i*ei»r 
iruTsSlancarg, G^suiSlcnffitiast 
gi 0 CJuo id«st 0 $SP s ' t 

-- GrTcirtiO 0 Gtfiipibgil -SH,**! 

Qij0<5ncDimi) ff-n ^ggii ib g, 6 filrni>gjl 
i5Io,it)©ji6163t Cu 6 m,<g> 6 imD 

My Lord of gem hue and lotus eyes, 
the lord of celestials, is the Karmas, 
their fruit and their cause. Dance and 
sing with oneness of heart, melting 
inside you. Lose your pride and shame 
and rave his praise like mad. (10) 
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&(0)§>2)u uraaflClauGTrsti sususy 
M&g) ^36t3)GDSST 

.^UDrjiT 6)grrcnciT ctloloitciDott 

GUfTlUlbg, QJST7 GUUJGVJ (*,l£ 

GUGrrrii 00^.^ tfLC&rTU€3T 
-pfbirrbg> ^iT^uSlrr^ u^j 

■5t0s£)ansjr igoy Qai^Gio. 

This decad of the thousand songs on 
Achyuta, lord who corrects devotees and 
accepts them, is by Satakopan of fertile 
Kurugur fields. Those who master it 
will win over their strong Karma.?. (11) 

3.6 / Svapadesam : Krishna - 
Avatara 

Seyyatamarai \ Yamankalyani \ 
Misra Chapu 

Glaiuj gmcanua, ftcnrcOTrar a_GU 0 

«Ji^ib a^isisiu planar asrorien! 
«na,uji sumarih, mafia*, 

IDjbgjlb IBibgjUl mjbgjlb (JprbjTjjib^Jj , 
Claujuj Ig.jp an.IT gjnwnb <s>yL, Qeuaf>u 

ul ~G l pencil u6Tiug5>n€3T; tSlCTTgjftuh 

Qiomi, CW Can£ICum@ ^uSIsjmor g, 0 
(Jpajii (ynr£$Guj. 

Hear ye all about the lord of lotus 
eyes, the swallower of the Universe! 
He became the effulgent knowledge, 
through which he made the Earth 
the sky, men, gods, and all else. Then 
he also became the effulgent lord- 
of-three-faces. fit 


So praise the lord of lotus eyes, 
redeemer of Karmas. He lies * n “ ie 
deep ocean, worshipped by the 
celestials. He is the lord of Brahma, 
Siva and Indra, he destroys our 
Karmas. He wielded a mighty bow and 
burnt Lanka to dust. v-1 


urjsfil GurTcarcufT 6j£>g> 

U01D6DG3T urj(g)C«SrT$6r>UJ 
0fJGDQJ CftfTg,®, 0ip5,€3^63T lDGJ^ 
GUGOTT€oUTG<r>G3T (5)Uft G* 

«5Ha<SUli> ^«T>GU df>l_6U 
c^iD0ib gjiuSlffii 

^geijii) fF>«T u*^ju> 6fi)\_rTgjj 

GJ8>g) $>GO LDG3TLD GST Gllli) l# ^ ^ - 

Set your heart on praising him 
relentlessly night and day, the gem-hued 
lord reclines on a serpent couch in the 
deep ocean. He is the effulgent lore 
worshipped by the celestials, he is the 
beautiful pot dancer who played 
Rasa with the Gopis! H' 


cjncuiDtSlgaT r^jib tDgrr<?) g)i crcjrrjiJ ^ n ^ T 
2_ cm g <gi<^l ear rp iDmuffuea 1 

£n<zniDG r,uJ 

GTli) L£>CQTTT1T5>GT7 2_cnrjvjugij GTG7T? 

ff^fTGrrQ^fr^iib GurTcrroj n 
gibcmD ^Gugriib 2 > (tg&(}P & ’W !U) 

5G5ni_(ipiq ^ GTOTCT3Tg?J LD 
G<9li)OTUDUjrTGVJ ^GUG^T UfT^, ijfbJ<5>UJ^ 

GJg>$£> flsuCg- 

When the great Indra himself, Brahma 
and Siva too, roam about contempla tul S 
his radiant lotus feet, what can 
person of my nature say about tm 
grace of the lord? So let it be. w * 


CvpG) j n ,^y£ltu ppn^1 ot>uj (Lp&Gu 

npGuil <5>0li) ^pg,60«U63T 0>GV TGJ1OTT 

<jrTGUli.l 2 — €TTGITGJT &> 10 GU fT£ 2 T)GTT } 

5 )i_r^j <g»i_ 6 u <£\ i_#; 63 Tc*r>Gy! 

C^GlICJOOT, Qg)C3T fjjfiQolhICPtfh 
cufl cup6 Q«n>rp sfilcucfilonu; 

i.MTGij n > n»ctnest ! Ljfhi&ujG} 0>t_rhj 

4fc©jffT«raT€y>OTT,j t j76mbJCs3jrrT. 


rfl u_|l_D ^ITJT)CfT)fr(^l ^<9>GVJ I • 

IDGG5T, fbg> 

GTfflu^ib ^Cujnf^ ^0 n Q^jujGulD 

iD/Djjjii) iDfDQjii) (pff>rpjii> <3*> lL> 
arrflu.1 CmGsflujGF Qstuui 

^,G3TFCTJ5TOTT *6y3T655T63T 

P 

c iG\t &,(&)&) (&)(&)& Cirbifh# 1 r 

dM .n (pit| ^gottgottgu 
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My Lord Krishna of dark hue, lotus 
eyes, dark locks and radiant crown is 
the blowing wind, the sky and hard 
Earth. He is the rolling ocean, the 
burning fire, the orbs and the gods. 
Mortals and the things everywhere 
are also him, the lord of gods. (5) 

C S mb<Dii>Cffi6' 2_ar.uu.rrCT; 

(jprr^ujnuj 
IDQurffirDCVcir 

i£jpu i_| 5 » Q«rai*6Wiionco; 

JbfTffjCDib CtfjfTfrjfDii) Sr£TiGv 2_JD6m 

^, /Cl fg)cSTfD STlD €UfTC3T6U(T 

€jn)6inrT)Giu 

UJ1TC3T CTltg67UD<9>(£)Gli). 

Through seven lives I have none but my 
Krishna. He is my smell and form and 
taste and sound and touch. The birthless, 
deathless, lord with lotus eyes came as a 
big man-lion and gave refuge to 
Prahlada, the child-devotee at his feet. (6) 

CTlLgSDLDA^U) CTT63Tgj jg«IT 

ffTCiJTgjj s^n 2_u9it 
Q« 5>y£i£)iu C^fT^lcyuu insrafl 

gl)675TGOTT^63T (£>l <5> <3fiT 0,8>GT>GS1, 

mob (tpeafloJiT 

qSI ^ fbl (£) lD <5jtrjTCTTGVl ^b63flu9sr>63T 
gj/Tuj wGStg>$bn <5^^ i 
^>CiTl(T)li-|U) fft 6UCVJ H gd U JIJ f*a> tfs C GTT. 

Through seven lives my heart s nectar, 
my soul’s companion, my radiant 
lamp, my black gem, my pot-dancer, 
he is the fruit enjoyed by the good 
celestials and sages. Worship him 
with a pure heart, your woes will 
instantly disappear. (7) 

^jjukjGu) g>(3 ggaru 

«fi)6D63T5>6n gup j ^cr><n i ^cocucar » 

S2~ujg |£>n Gstt/Q <^lu . 2 _ «u0 

67(^0) 

<^fujg QjfTrbJ(5)ib fbio<^T 

^(gjiUrnsn <^5*g>6$T anesr 

§>u-iij{b<rn& ) ld^gct g>carcjiiar ^63Tff)l 

iDfnn^i ^jGcu6?i . 


He is the wicked Karmas of pain and 
pleasure, he is beyond them too. He 
stands above as the effulgent lord, he 
makes and swallows all the worlds. He 
is potent medicine against the agents of 
death. He came as Dasaratha’s son. 
Other than him 1 have no refuge.(8) 

0(g>3U> ^4,iiluj g,r|>cr>0 ^nClujiT^ 

0t.g)jib .gyi., 5l®“ ^aicusir ; 
CT(g,3GU @6U c^rDIjn 0Cuy.0CO 

Qpcurr ^ibypSTrigJUT ,^y9«nuj 

(^<1 2_6U5.3,0J < ’' 1C1 ^* >C * T ' 

^sijsjr (jgeusi 1 CTOTtpj 3suGipcin£lCT; 
Qt^^^lCTUCU 4 JIgT.CTUU.TG 3T STRUCT ^CUCT 
i^erT &ucu guCTJtgctCct. 

The lord of radiant gods worshipped 
by Indra, Brahma and Siva is Father, 
Mother and Self, yet apart from all. 
O People, do not fall into fear and 
confusion calling to this or that 
godhng. My dark hued lord takes the 
form that the heart seeks. (9) 

5,l_GU GUGTOTOTaTOTT 5>637l<nnJTC31 c£)COTTCiTOTGUIT 

^0LDfT(OTfl^<9tLb era Tgtf £$* 2_uSl»T 
LJ |_ fjC7T JT<5>d£)|_ Jb£b 

ug0 4L* U«fST0 Q^T<T)p6lin 
<^L_61l0lb U€1T>1— LD^J5> 

^,<0 Oguld 3u)0f,i C ® IT 

5)1 cfi^LU Qu0lfifT^ «S)63‘>6'3T 3>l£Cb 

3.ITCOTU0I tTS3TguOo>Ttej aCTnaCci! 

The ocean-hued Krishna, the black 
gem of the celestials, my very' own soul, 
is the radiant lord reclining on a 
hooded serpent. He drove the chariot 
in war for the five against the hundred. 
O, When will these eyes of mine see 
his victorious feet! (10) 

£>€^n<9>6TT 5>fT6TOTl (T)0 ^|HujC3T c>J,UJ5> 

rbfijn-pib ciGiflujcar ^yi-i 

IOCT3T QeMTfiTt 0ffGU5>g»l a_uS1rT5)0 STCUGumb 
c ^i l fTy6Ti 0#iuiLjib G5inOTT<n»n rr5C3r>GUi 


479 


























the sacred book / Divya Prabandham 


UGm Cl 5 >(T 6 TT CtflTGDCU fFjfTLOT 

(gK^cnaaCairdr ai_C«,mjOT Ctarreu 
u “ CWcir @Oussncu uft S n 

uuSlg yi l 61 Ccjt 

This decad of the Pann-based 
thousand songs by sweet-bowered 
Valudi-land’s Kurugur Satakopan 
extol the invisible lord. He is sweet 
to the heart. O, People, learn it and 
become his devotees! fin 


3.7 / Svapadesam : Saluting the 
Devotees of the lord 

Payilum | Punnagavarali \ Kbanda 
| Ekam 

uuSlgyu) *i_it e^cifl (jpnailcnuj uisjauj* 
& 6 OTTCTOTCD< 5 JT 

LJuS1 « J fluj £l D umbs^cu Csirj,® 

urjLDcneijT 

uuSlguii) 2_sni_ujrm CTsuCggyii) ^suit 

it 

uuSlsyjih iSljujiSlanuCg,™}, cni>cr>u> 

uijidCij. 

The lord of lotus eyes and effulgent 
form, who is sweet to the heart, 
reclines in the Ocean of milk. Those 
who worship him, — whoever they 
may be, — are my masters, through 
seven lives, just see! (j) 

<$1,(65111 ugiDSDOT, arajTOTSTcnesT, ^ipu 

iSl fjfrsaT g,eires,ai 

Csjnis^ui gjir jbiTOTjj, a.anL^ gn.ijsrafl 

QjcsjTfijyrcjr 6Tii»tnnc5T ^caTcnGST 

&iT(cn,i a m, uiSlu usntiu^ii 

< 5 HCun «,6OTTtc»T 

‘9©0.‘J«n L c 2)n&J 

2,n«,Cs. 

The discus-bearing lord, my gem-hued 
radiance lord and master, has four 
mighty arms. I hose who worship him 
with hands and feet are my masters 
forever, just see! ( 2 ) 


Ib^CDCJT t0rTCU(ipi£> CUrTGJT(lpli> Gj£)gilL0 

CungencsT Qurrcsr Orb(^U 3 

GTr^cng, lSI g rre^r 

u^ib ucwfluj gucucuitcdiju ucraflu-i 1 ^ 

5,CJ5TlC«T 

«£gi)ti> LSIrTjuiSlcDLG^fT^j GTti)«rUD 

CD L_ UJ fT <T5» C CH • 

My lord of fragrant Tulasi wreath 
and golden discus is lord of the 
celestials and mortals. Those who sen e 
his devotees are my masters, through 
every blessed life, just see! (3) 

2_cni_ ^rrr^s, ^cduiuot, AOTJUq.CDAUJtfT 
p mi f^rrcnflcJT 537 " 

Quncjr ^ns^cjTear Qun«r (tptq.uJ^ 
ID/bpi LD U60&CU 637 

jr>caot— Lurr 2_cru_g, 5>l(5'b fT '7Sffir6jr Qg>rrc^ Tl -' ,T 
Qg»rrCT3Ti_^ 

,@CDL ^(T t5lfDu61«Dl C^rTJiJ €TU)<5>(£} 

My lord wears a necklace, waist belt 
and yellow robes, a splendid golde* 1 
thread a golden crown and man) 
ornaments. Those who serve the 
servants of his devotees are my masted 
through every life, just see! (^) 


sa_€TTcncuiT Qu(5^ rftfff> ^ sT 

^ LD fj n <9> U- (5* 

^(fPjCntD £>1^1 ^fT^ipg,! S2Sn-^ a 


Oli^cthd Qicoc\ rrcnrj0 

s#Gun &>** 7 

GiJ(»V ) CDlDU4Lb ^‘IDCDLDiqiii rT,li)CDlD 


Mv lord came to the aid of the celesti-J* - 
He gave them ambrosia from 1 h l 


Ocean of Milk. Those who praise ih c,!,t " 
" ho praise him, are my masters ihr< )l ‘£ 

this and all my lives, just see! (■* 
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<5.^)0) urjLDC^CTT ^,C^JTCnTTGnC3T ^l£lu 
6lafTOT 5,C3TCnC5T, 
gjjC»fl«9>(£)U> f^fT^jLD 0>GHTGnfi\g> £11 

CUCTjT 633TC3T CTli)lDft63T £i63TGT>£3T, 

CpxrrflA Q«>frQ7TL_ Ctfir^cnuj 2_OTCTTg,gi)s» 
ClArTCTT^iL^ciin 5>6J3Tu»rr 
0©S1 ulj @«tj f§l crubcniDS 

0«rirmrbg>»jib AfTuuCg. 

My effulgent lord of gem hue and 
nectared Tulasi has a discus in hand 
and protects all. Those who bear him 
in their hearts are my masters through 
ever}' life, just see! (6) 

£«Ttr> flfi3TiDrm>g)gib dM'q iijrri75>Gj36Yifl> 

Cl&rTCtf3T(^CulTiij , 

2>€jrcniO Clu^Jjgj^lg) g><3T £ITCtflc7>C33T5>£tj)«?, 
Q^fTGTT^li) ^lUUOTCT, 
Qg,rrcjrrcy>io iS)g>o){D cueucun-cnrju 

iSl^fb^JLDc^CtMT ft«RJTu»IT 
2)WTCr>lD ClujU^giJ ffTlbcnil) ffjfTCTT 

2_iIiajftQa,rrGTT^S3TTr) n-jibuGg. 

He comes to devotees’ aid through 
life after life. He gives them his nature 
and takes them unto his feet. Those 
who praise those who praise his 
eternal glory shall be my trusted 
masters forever, just see! (7) 

fbibuc^C3f,(CT,rrcuib uGDi_g,2>6ucir>6aT, $0 

lomTuoncBT 

2_ihuiT a-Cu^lcuflcO ujfriT^,0ii) a^crameij 

^lflujfT63T g>«T«r>CJT 

(g)ii>6) tt ejgjgjj^Crjgyjib <£icuit £hafsr^ri 

cni) i jgl> iSIrfjuiQcni G^rm^ trab Qg>a^0coti> 
5>rTrbJ^,C<m. 

The trusted lord who bears Lakshmi and 
the maker-of-the-worlds Brahma on his 
person is incomprehensible even to the 
great celestials. Whoever praises him, 
even from the lowest Kumbi hell, is my 
master through every' life, just see! (8) 

0cuii> £,rrr>4f0j ff>irc5)6yia> 

Ibcuib 5jfT65T jSjcuftg, ^crorufTGTT 0<afinL-fTCiTi7&6ii 


CUCUlb 5,fTfbJ0 GfhihlJ&gil ^CWT6J3TCU u>crafl 
CVlGT3TCJTTrT)0 c^GTT CTC3TQJ 2_6TT 

AcujjgjaiT ^u^ujrTfT 2 >ib ^tqujrnT <rrib 

^lq.5>Ccn. 

What though a person be of lowely 
birth, — even a Chandala of the lowly 
Chandalas, — if he is a devotee of my 
discus-bearing gem-lord, his servant’s 
servant shall be my master, just see!(9) 

rawvuJtD 2 _cot0 <s^cu gjenco 
^ car «jt 6i i o ib O o uj uj id 
uiq. Ujrrgjjlb ^CU 0L^)GfiluUt4 CljjCDg) lS)fJfTG3T 

<5> (aJT Sh 

tq UJ ITIT ^iq-lUfTIT g>lb ^Uj.UJfTIT ^iq.UJfTIT 
g)Ln5i»(£j 

e smq.ujmT t: ^iqujmT g,ib«^i%ujmT^iq.CujtTi^]&Gcn. 

My lord swallowed the Earth and 
slept as a child floating on a fig leaf 
in the deluge waters. The servant of 
his servant is my master. (10) 

<^uv £?rsi0 <®u, <^sinrjj «goiir,50 

^0€ilQ«5tIjg) 

QrFjiq.CtufT<*n£3T^ C)g>63T 00<5 syit5 

0L C&fTU63T 0»T)ClT)6iJCb<5>Cn 

£*p&9> <%uSI gcneu u&g} 

^evcsr QgincwTL-irGiDcu 
(ipiq.6i< <9>fb«^)rT)^cb acanoib Qsujujncna) 

(jpuf U^ClD. 

This decad of the thousand songs 
on devotees of the lord who aided the 
five against the hundred, by Kurugur 
city’s Satakopan. — those who can sing 
it will end Karmic life. (H) 

3.8 / Svapadesam: Yearning for 
the lord 

Mudiyane | Indolain \ Adi 

(tpuMunCrar! ppsucu^ii) CJ^gslU) rf" 

^iq.u.in^'cn!^i^> A»_<in«v>AA«DL_jf<g)nuj? qcfrafitn 
Cl 5>rn4UJfTCteyr!d^.rT«raTi_6U cucjjtct!itjt! 

cSMCWTL g,^ g> ihi nflcb 
QfHlAU»nC€3T! G^gJJ *£ll_A0lb C1CSTQrb(€ify^CtO. 
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O Lord higher than the celestials, you 
churned the ocean! Lord of mountain 
hue, you bear the Garuda banner. Your 
feet are worshipped in the three worlds. 
O My heart lies yearning for you.(l) 


5>S37T<!J,€TTrTfU 0,rTCTCT CU 0, thi Cl A fT &J ? 

£^€^0 ujn’eu 

UDCTOT Q<5,n6TJH_ SLifTlDCSTCyr crjtT) 

UGnjT QftrTOTijTu i_|cncrfl 63 T <flrr>(g) ££>€$ urrcfi^^ 

QftfTCTTCTT g}IT5>(£jLb 67 ^ 


Qfb&aQw i,eh 5 , 3,5 ^ 

StgaCOT! gicuni.Gns.A^ 

Qeprr) 

IbiQaCm! 0 ITCUU 5 Qancircimsii (g^sTr ^y£) UJ 

«J|g,aC«jr! tTOTgjjO) sruCungju trot sviis&Cu. 

O My refuge, living in the citadel of 
my heart! Lord who killed the Lanka 
King, Lord who came as a manikin 
and took the Earth! My tongue 
incessantly praises you. (?) 

euwaCu) cjSfi, ^otQsuj^u, amsTCuii a,u> 
2,™^! *,„* Smii C^rii 

«fi10g,g^ 

Csuoj <SH 3 ,ii urrct, 

a -** rt - ^UJIT 

SitujsuCot! CTOTg, susyib ctot ane^Cm. 
O Lord of celestials blessing this tongue 
with words! Protector of the cowherd- 
clan! You ate butter by stealth in the 
hamlets of the Gopis, then flashed a 
crescent-moon smile! My hands 
forever yearn to feel you. (3) 


sn&Acnrtoj Qg>"ty)gil Ogjniiggj 

2_63T6^OTT 

OTsuasynh ibits^Iotiju Cuirg,nb «jht gSQ 

g)«jtrfS1 

onu Qairsrr umi,, sjrg) a^n) ugCor! 

a_OT€«r><arT 

Q.oiiiQandtOTa airarar 600^,^ 

<9> OT5T 0i Cm cm. 

O Lord who lies reclining on a serpent 
couch! I worship you with both hands, 
l irelessly. My eyes crave to see your form 
and keep you in their gaze forever.(4) 


Vying with my craving eyes, my ears 
perk up in attention, yearning to hear 
the sweet rustle of the wings ot 
Garuda; would that he brings the 
Earth - Master Vamana here. (5) 




GlGSTGQ}'# 

AcfiltfaCcn dJjfTCUu UGJiTt 2_C7)f T)\iU->3> 

&&&’ 

HgSIu51ottCu56(j OuIT63T oih&Qib&t 

ca gsTCjflgjrGu- 1 

C^ffilcnj ^iGSTf^l GTCTTgd 

O Lord who wields a golden discus! 
W hile my ears feed on songs of y oUI 
praise with fruit-like words dipped in 
the seasoned honey of music, my sou 
tirelessly craves for your companydm 


^gSGuj! rSH^Cs,! eranancr 
gjisfil ^ii l|«tt a_cisi_ujauj! aLii C3>^ UJ,nU 
uncfilGujOTT Qrr,0aii) ncudjuu 
3si_dittuu) 5,fTCff3TuCluGn?6gr a_63r 

O My Master, Ambrosia for my soul- 
I call you forever with grief in nl ) 
heart. O Lord of radiant discus, cob> e 
riding to me on your Garuda bird- 
Alas, wicked me! You do not sho^ 
your beautiful form! (7) 


GansuCm! OjirioancrA ihemewg^ 

i£suCin! ^Icjigu CTraig,! sfitenu > tr-n^^P 

AuGiXj 1 OaCTfru (ol3eucung>631 (tpOTT 

ancuGio! a_«jt«inCT crj, 5,11511 

«>«Bi0t,la,reh6ijG5i|i • 

O My Lord of beautiful lotus eyes, and 
a hue dark as collyrium, O Good ^ n ‘ 
breaking my heart! O Bearer of l *?£ 
past, present and future! When, 
When will I see you to my (ill? (^' 
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CjWrTGTTQJGjr fTjfTcjr iDfTSDoSl ££<5111% $b n CTfiBTJD 
ftcncuGeffr! 6u(gjil£E><giJ 

<SU IT 63UT €3D <j3T 

22 _err ojarTcmo ^g, ^.n ^uSlgib C^rrcrT 

L^CTT 6UCUOJfTUJ ! 2_65TCinC3T GT(CT)(CTjITG3Trpj 

Cl u G G3T ? 

O Wicked Lord who begged three steps 
and took the Earth! O Lord who 
destroyed Kamsa, and rides the Garuda 
bird! O Lord who cut asunder the 
thousand arms of Bana! When, O 
When, will I join you? 

(9) 

Gluir^jj^lui urn id(2)^Iot gwL Cuituj enb 
C1u(52>2>'5' it 'u- tt-ot oapw a,rr«refVi Cug,i 2 )gi 

[>, (TCEfT GU IT Q O) LD D G3H GU 0 4h ft G35T 

2_ 63TCJD«3tGiU 
er^^KncijT c&itguld 

L) 6U ID l_| GV G G3T ? 

O Lord who entered between the 
two dense Marudu trees! Singing your 
praise with my songs, I weep to see 
your lotus feet alone. Alas, how 
long must I remain here? (10) 

HGULCH | £Hu L4,l6) &IGn<bgl Glu(R)U)nG31G3T 
tr>6uib Q5>riGTT ffjOTi CH_Ga,rTu6irr 

Clsnco 

GUCUlD OfliGGnll- <|H,uSlfT0,gyCTl ^6DGUlC|li) gill 
<$!Gu<hi(&) 6un«* T ujitGU(rt,ib sjipjGijn 

ClflncjTGrnrGGU. 

This decad of the well-made thousand 
songs by wealthy Kurugur city’s 
Satakopan addresses the lord who 
measured the Earth. Those who sing 
it will ascend Heaven. (11) 


3.9 / Svapadesam : A Dedication 
for the Work 

Sotinal Virodam | Gindu 

Cl^rrcjfTCTrrrcu djlCgrTg,ib ggotf 

Q O rTGO GU QT; G<5)€OTTl6IG<!OTfT! 

GTgjr r£,rTdi)lGU ftcfil UJfTCTT 6p>(TT-}6U 

Q 0> rr @ 5> <£) G CD G3T 

Qg>CTT6JrrT Q^cyrn CTcaTfrjj cucror^l (iprjcu 
^1 G GD f^J & l_ ^ 

CTG7T GTGffT ^UUG3T CTLD Clu^LDIT<S3T 

22 _CTT GUT fT2E (_o GV . 

‘Tis hard to say this but say it I must, so 
listen. Since the lord of bee-humming 
Venkatam hill is my lord, my father 
and my mother, I refuse to dedicate 
my sweet songs to anyone else. (1) 

2_€rrCJTn<3>GQl GTGOTTGTijfh £>GifT£ir)GtJT GpjGJTTT) 

^OTCUsuGugjtang) 

CUGTTGfTfT Lfl£l«g>(£)lb <@0) L£»ITCiaflL_4b5 >gS 1 
urtlq GTG3T? 

(£E)CTT£3T 2J>l£63f) <3ifo'Jol(.oatG3T (6f) QT)i nij(g)lq. 

Qu>iuibc<mDCiu 

g) CTTgjmu i <rrrb6iD<5>£ir>iu CTij>cir>g> CIljldld itgdgjt 
C£>i£1ujGgu. 

What use singing the praise of these 
mortals who hold themselves and 
their wealth in great esteem, when the 
lord of celestials, Krishna, my father, 
resides in Kurungudi surrounded by 
fertile fields? (2) 

Gp>lflGLJ G£>63Tfr)j JSjcOCUfT^ LJGU SSIIlfl Cg,fTg)| 
e>6* tfil ifJlcufrGUuGLimb 
§)(rc>ih fb^i< 5 >cn QjiTGiTCijrr erjodott 
r£)n)<9>u CLirrdi 

■5>lpUJ t£l<«fc ff)CUCO GUrTGST O<9>fT63isT0 

l_)GLlG^ir*rTGTl! 

^l^luj<9, ^>it tDCT63fll_U) IJITI_€U GTfifT 

^cuGgj? 

O Poets of sweet heavenly excellence! 

hen the lord of the celestials, our 
lord is theie to show the way for all 
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times, you stoop to sing a mortal’s 
praise! Of what use is it? ( 3 ) 

ctott 6 T£$e»fisr fj>rr€!ncTra, 0 u Gungju 

L|OJ6i5fTtf>fT6Tr! 

LDC^STGSTfr LDGafl^OTjgu UfTiqU U6JDU5>01X) 

Qu(ff)ii) Qurr^dr? 

l^)s3T ^(T IDGftfl (ipiq. CTTJT Cfifl 61) IT 

^)fTsy>^ey)iuu LHTtq.c3rrTcO 
^dTCTrfTACoj Cl&rrGcjijr^) «7G5Tioii) 

GtfLUUJf7<tf)lD U _| L b Q^frdT^ClD. 

O Poets who sing the glories of 
ephemeral man! How much do you get, 
and how long does it last? Praise the lord 
of radiant crown. Making you his own, 
he will provide you for all times. ( 4 )' 

Qa,neh(ci^ii) utucir ^cucoeu 0 uffir>u 

4.1 £rTsjrg 3 T Qd?cueii 4 »cn^, 
cuotcttcu g>JL6 sijnu'jsjou) 

i-|«osfirt<!,rtcTt 

Glftnerrcrra, 0 cnfD«t gJcuraT Cni«raiiq.n 3 j)| 

CTcOeumb g, 0 ib G&irgj ^cu creir 
cusrrcncb, meraflajcrjtarera, garancma, /he& 
Glflircucu cuibiflCrariT. 
O Poets with mastery over words! 
You waste it in praising vile useless 
trash as great fortune! Come and 
praise the benevolent lord-most- 
perfect. He shall provide for your 

needs without diminishing. (5) 

cuioifilOT L|<MsSfr! ^Jih Qiniii «U(2,0$* 

ffin/fcQt?tijgji 2_iuii>t£tCc3Tn; 
§]w men SLCvefclsifkO ClaeOcuii @ljGuit^ 
.fgjcuffincu Cii,na,i 0 G®nmb; 
n,nb gjOT ftcfii ClaraiinQ !j,iih gy, „ 
O&UJGwib 5J<3,i£)c3Tn<gu 
cifluj tSeji n,,_n (ipu, cron S)in ) mne^,o, l / f) a 
C^^Gto. 

Conte, Poets! Exercise your body 
and hands and live. Nobody is rich 
in this wide Earth, we have seen. 
Let each praise his chosen god. It 
will all reach my Tirumal finally, 
the lord of radiant crown. ( 6 ) 


Gs(rtjlb O&ITGrjL- H&ip CTGUffiJSCU 

«JIT ^uSIlJlb 

Gu(njih a_om.iu iStgircincsT ^6vi6v)rcu,a3tb©l 

HJIT65I iDGwJ 1 ^ 

ifinifl ^caajtnj ffints, utncu cuffing Cp>0>0U) 
^Iffirar G^ncb 

uniflsu tfjjix ujianoDGnuju uocciau uaii 

CluiTLU&ciT CoflGeu. 

The limitless lord of great munificence 
bears a thousand names. He alone is 
worthy of my praise. I cannot uttei 
blatant lies over mortals, such as, “Your 
arms are like mountains!”, “Your hands 
are like rain clouds!". (7) 

Ccuifilrar inc61t.|6T>g G^ncrfl L StdrsncgrA0 

U)63tfTITCTT£SP6tf 

c^UJ Qu(JT)lb CTGVJCtncv.' ^C\JfT£63T 

urfmuCu^u 

■^fTtuib / gcy)OTfr«9»'^ii )lJ 

q( 2 )ii> Atra,c\^ 

ionuj in suffering ctctt CWcucvj gyiguCcu^- ^ 
QjrTlLCl«f»jrT6ir5T^L- • 

The great lord of limitless glories is the* 
spouse of Nappinnai with bamboo- 
slender arms. My heart longs to cast 
this body and reach his feet. So hots' 
can I sing about a mortal man? ( 8 ) 

dinujGttnannQ id rrcafl i _id ljiti eu&tb 

*Gfi)Cuj6ji ^coCcu 6 * 1 ' 
c^4,ujQfl>fTcffjnL fn 6)j€TTencu 11 

sa_c TTfc '* 1 ' 

<9fTiIj C.lftnsffari ^}ib«mDu.|ib #n/b\{b £d 

CD fT G5T <#u n fHfTu GiP l U-| 

£> ^cftnC^lCl^rTGTT 67070}] 

fb ib r£l 651 ry i f& ^ ^ P ' 

I was not born to sing in praise of morn^ 
man. The generous discus-lord of g'' e;lf 
virtues is my subject. He provides me f° r 
my life here and hereafter, and even g' vt ' s 
me charge ol Indra’s kingdom. 
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rQriTn^jrQsjjTrQj ljgu f^nstT 2_iij5>0ib 2 _l.c0 

£n»i«£lu Cornu 

Q^QTiTjjQ^t^TQj «3>Gyjr® ^riTiDih 

t£l u u near crrcfffreaafl, 

G^GaTr^G^OTTf^t 2_CvJ<£felD U«nL_2>5,fT6ai tfidil 

^tjuSIGcsrn)^ 

gTgjTfrjitbGTgyr rgi Lb ^Gafl LDnjOfrjrT^rTjCuiT £>cfjl 

yJ/b(£)CiD? 

Considering the needs of all beings 
that spend long days of journey in 
this body, the lord made many stations 
for sweet rest. Being his poet forever, 
can I sing for any one else? (10) 

6jfT)0ib Ou0ii> GurreBTcun rr-^eji 

ft^HJTfiiJlITfijT dh b'JI ft 

<*7'D(5>'i> Glu(Tf>ib qo>jp gugmt 00«£&n.n<3 

ai G*m jctt Q^ncu 

C7jr>(2)ii> ^u^a^gjictr ,ig«n<»TJu.iih 

*j?IT LJ^^J 

CJIT)0lb Qt »("jlb LJ0>ip OtffTCUClJ £UCUCV>rTIT0>0 
$ CUCDGV) «7CTUdGlD . 

This decad of the perfect thousand 
songs by famous Kurugur city’s 
Satakopan addressing Krishna, 
glorious lord of the celestials, gives 
freedom from rebirth to those who 
can sing it. (11) 

3.10 / Svapadesani: The auspicious 
end to the Prologue 

Canmampala | Surati \ Ekam 

flcaTiOlb LI6UUGU ClffUJgJ QGUCrfluuilQi 

t^>4JJTCT>lD UJ £> 6£>fcTl tfyjrTCTT, 

£>feMT® CtaflGTOT® t |CTT SGTTfTljjgjj 

2- CV)<jQcu 

cjjbjiTontD 2_ uj 

iDrtCTIU l «CiT»l_ QufT^g, 
rf,63T«nu> s^cmi IUGU63T uacuu Qufbrr) 
fb n ^ (g)CT>fDfiM @cv?Gcn. 

The Garuda-riding lord with conch, 
discus, bow, mace and dagger, took 


many Avataras in this fair world, 
to rid the world of the clannish 
Asuras. I am fortune-favoured to 
praise him and lack nothing. (1) 

0€S>«D6^ ^gO j2>i_fhj &i_ct> G^rrcrr ^gcij 

CJf/)! £,£37 C«)fTCU5 Cl^lT,^,rTLDCr)g«,5,<PRlT 
a_6ffifr)u«JGaT Cuitcug^it CajfT0 qcannrTrjjffj 

cpsrfl axsrafLcucOTTcraTesT, 0 jGtjtg33tqt 

OidDO) (\pdh0 2_GT>l_U l_|GTTGffiGTT& 

<M_frsfi) cngA AiTujiTjg, ^uhoiigst 
rQes)rr) i_|< 5 >tp uai^u^ib ^19.0^10 

UJn63T G£>0 ^ipil® ^guGctt. 

The lord of radiant gem hue, my 
Krishna, performs Yoga on a serpent 
bed in the deep ocean with half-closed 
lotus eyes. Riding the red-beaked 
Garuda, he came and destroyed many 
foes. Singing and dancing his praise, 
I am freed from want. (2) 

CP 11 ® ljcu Ci >rrA£$| ffiofl ffjmuffvGar 
<np<TL|C\j0.5>0 22_ffluj 

&iliq.cr>u.i Gg,6iricirr ^(ipcng, unesneu, 

Afeuflcnuj A0lbt.j S>G3T«nG3T 
LH^® < 2 ,gmt gjjipfTiij (tpi^umancsr 

t nil l9c3TOT3OTT ^GiDfDUin^^jii) luncar GT63T 

uxan^gjju urflcij ^cuCott. 

The lord of the three worlds is sweet as 
a sugarcube, milk, fruit, honey, 
sugarcane, and ambrosia. He enjoys his 
creation endlessly at all times. Becoming 
his devotee, I have not a care left. (3) 

l J if) £14 6VfT< ( HraT«r>6'i5T<4> d>fl£>g|jlb CTfc$Tn)| 

uGJn_Qujn®ib ng,#, 

£l»fU|rj-ib Q«ri)0Q,^jLb iDAgpib iSlcSrgpjih 
^f^j^iqii) Gufirr Q^rrenciiUi , 

ClurT0 ^IgTHTju LjGTTGJTOT* Al_ncfiuj IHfTUJCr>«T, 
i^ujgdcot, Qurrcsi 

«£4lflufl«T>GFT ^4^5,5,£T)65TU l_j£)jf)l ujfTfiST 
,@<anpCujg,iu) gun @cuCrar. 
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The lord who rides the Garuda bird 
wields a golden discus. He fought 
many wars against the mighty Bana, 
to protect the good Siva, Kumara and 
Agni. Praising him, “O Achyuta, Hari, 
Gopalal”, I have no despair. (4) 


Through his many tricks of Maya he 
made the Karmas, — of pleasure and 
pain, — the worlds and the countless 
souls, the lowely Hell and the sweet 
Heaven. All this is his cosmic Lila-play, 
so I end despair and praise him. (7) 


g)uiT ^JgrarrfilGuj ep 0 Cump^cu 

CTRjsuiT a_ 6 o 0 iii aiJJluj 
UI_ITl_|S,lj>u UITITgig>griHtJ CPCUi£lfl.Cnni> 

a_i_ 6 ir ejp, ^leisi Gg>rr s>i_sS 
Siuit cpcrflujrruj rQarnr> g,OTg>jcr>i_a Gsra£liiSlcu 
iSstrsnsnasnsn 

2 _L. 0 cu/r(^lii> QancraT^ G 0 >fr 0 g,g,ajcir>c 3 Tu 
ujBjSi sgcirrrjjib gjuj/r gjaiGsjr. 

With ease on the same day in the same 
moment he drove the chariot with 
Arjuna and the Brahmin, beyond all 
this and entered his glorious world, 
and gave the Brahmin his son. So 
I end despair and praise him. (5) 

gJlLHT @60 «9r|_rT6£6Tf] £,OTTg)J 6 tf>L_ 0 CsfT^ 
fQcarn) QjCTijTcraTii) rfJlfpd&Gsij 
gdujrfleO idc 6 )u 4 LD Loesfldff iSlirjcfiluSlco 
G^nearrf))#, aom a>fT6S3T ajir>gij 
gdUJfjrbl«, 6 TT Clsujgd T Q^jLUQjf^l 6 nC\J g> CM/CIqi 

U|«3> 2--OJ5,0d) ^LDlDfTGIFT, 
gjjujgib @gO S'nih , LDfTujfijr 

gdfbfD ujrTGifT g>rr gjjgjTuib @ 6 \jGgtt. 

Without the slightest blemish on his 
natural radiance the lord appeared in a 
mortal form on this wretched Earth, 
performed many a mighty task, and 
established his divinity. Praising 
Krishna, the mountain of glory, I am 
freed of despair. * (6) 

glCTTUlipii) g)OTU(ipii) Claisfil 6iT>C37 

.SHjLU , SL lOTF)li) r^lij 

gjGiiuth gjei Claji h vyQ | u 

I fb«U CurrcJT 

ffrGllft&iShnil&ilpTjLt) tSHjd] , 

■ndiucu s.u'ilnaiOT,^ ucuuGu 

(DfTu .1 mujA^^^crrrrGu 
^(OTi^rrjiLb @cij G 6 ) 6 <nGTTujrTiL(T^ 
a_«ni„iufTC<n 6 unlj Qujj) ?ji ^ebsu© i @coG< 5 jt. 


®CU g)(*u.b aisnaj Jgnjjj.g, stolid 

<SMLp0 ^Lorr 0,ip c^crflujcsr 

^IGUC^l IDCuli LDAGTT CufTD, LDUja^aaCTT 

e^,4Dmib i^lrr)0iD ^uiuDfTG3T 
ctcucdcu Jgcu (QirerT0,0,eij (Cjncsnb ^lAGg, 
CWrain0 crcucurrs, a0u>rsja. l jTr ) ib Gail 
ctcucdcu ,@cu idciujcdcjit, acKiTcsarcncjTg, ^ndi 
uprgl njriOT cgii J^Ggst. 

Krishna the doer of all, delights in the 
glances of Lakshmi. Pure delight 
beyond measure, a spread of beautiful 
radiance, lord of boundless knowledge, 
he is self-illumined. Praising his feet, 
I am freed of despair. (8) 

gjo>*ib @cu (Sjncne 5,1 h gasrf) (y>irg,4>l 

gjipiT.il ^cunij&su Ou0lDITcjT 
iSaa, ucu iDiruiniiftsTTrTcu sMrTgjiD Qaiiigxl 

Gsusrerglib a_0«i4 CWcirr® 

2>®® 6)onG«i!TTT(^l ^ujcst (ipgeurrg, srcucun0U) 
6T<5D60U4lb #,63T 6<r)l 6TT 

S'*® «?®^a efi>|igriia, aicucunancnu 

Ou.T)n)j rpjib gjarncn ^cuCgt- 

The lord of Tulasi garland, a radiant 
form of total knowledge, by his 
wondrous glory appears in many 
famous spots, and sports on Earth, 
then swallows Siva, Brahma, and all 
else in a trice. Praising his feet, I have 
overcome despair. (9) 


g,6TTrr<rn @63Tfr>)Guj CTWTfQjLb srni](0jlh u(J!£>& 

(GT>rTGTTli) 6p)63TfT>fTlij 
^ STTQ-j 2L_ 6?T> U gLD l_| 6\J 67T &t 6TT 

JfT«j^mtuTCu ^(^61* P 
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ojctit cgcfl its cncsr Qpna,^l«r>uju Lyjraj&sfr 
gijcng, @(5 *i_aog 

^iGnirg^cifl oifTiucncsT, & > GsnesinGT>£si&3 ^rrcn un)rf)l 
ujirsii CTejigjui) Cafjl ,@guGc 3 t. 

The first-cause lord of effulgent 
knowledge, pervader of all, stands as a 
formless being unknown to the five 
senses. He is the radiant Krishna, 
effulgent icon, the orbs and the 
elements. I have attained him, and 
overcome my pall. (10) 

G&0 ^cu G<5><5C)J63T£3T 

005ff5_IT<9 (JFl—GsjfTUGJfT Q^rTQTOTT 
Ufll_GU £p)IT ^uSIfJgjgJCTT ,@67)01 6£>0 

uuSIrbjD cucucufTiift^j ^cucar 
ibr^^ib nj<3>rj(ipib f£)6aT(g)L-ear cftncror, 
fFjGVJSsflcTH_ 

d30lD OuiT}]5,$g> g>63T Qp6XjCO(g)&0lb 

5,0115 6^0 £)ITUJ.3>ClD. 

This decad of the thousand songs by 
Kurugur Satakopan on the perfect 
Kesava, praised by town and country, 
gives his glory and grants liberation 
and world- soverignty forever. (11) 

4.1/ Svapadesam : Invocation to 
Tirunarayana 

Orunayakam | Natakurinji | 
Rupakam 

6jC>0 rF,fTUJ*l£HTUJ 6jDl_ a_eu0 S_l_65T 

c^HjGTSTL-QJ it , 

<5>0 ff,rruj 0>fT6UIT, ^6355>^UJ 

L)fT67»63TUJIT 

Ql j0 23^0 «SjfT€«J3T, @ibGDiDuSlCco iS)<s6iT>5 5>rrib 
Q&natSiJiT 

^l02 > nrjeiro T 63 T ftfTSTT <9>rr6\Jii) Quids 

P tiJ LDt_6)GgJTfT. 

Contemplate, quick, the feet of 
Tirunarayana and arise! For, 
monarchs who rule the world as one 
empire, do one day go begging. 


leg bitten by a black bitch, bowl 
broken, shamed and scorned by the 
world. (1) 

2—ILILDlSlfiET ^lcnnoQ«(TOTli2)g ) l CTCJip 2_CO(2) 
^GfjTl-QMT ^ICKIMaGuJ 
5>ld { ^67T<9VGDQj LDL.Gunrcngu i9fDiT ClAfT^rrcn^j 
5>fui5 sfililQ 

Qcuu5l61cti g^crfl QcuuSIgu &nG3T<5>ii> Gurnua 

0 <S55 ID 63T U fT a cn 

GejibifilesT Qpm. 5 , ^0infTCDGu 

G<5ITl£lGGfTn-. 

Come quick and join the feet of the 
lord with a radiant crown! They 
who ruled the world over vassals 
who paid them tribute, now leave their 
harems for others to enjoy their queens, 
and spend their days in misery under 
the blazing forest Sun. (2) 

^iq.Gsii <^gsiTa>6TT g,nrb 

Qgjnip 

@iq.Csn (Lpg^riiACTT (ipij)iD$&l ^ujldu 

@1 

Oum^GsiT gysiermuju CuirojiT0>6n; « 2 H^&©Sl 6 v> 
G (Jr) IT &i G fh 633 

.SMcvGsrr gjutmij (ipi^ai <g>GOTTariJT63T <9>ipG0s>6tT 
f9 CD 63Tl£l G 63T fT. 

Quick, think of the fragrant Tulasi- 
wreathed Krishna’s feet. They who 
ruled over other kings who touched 
their feet, with great kettledrums 
rumbling in their porticos, have 
become pulverised to dust. (3) 

f0CT563TUUITG3T L|<£lc 0 , ff>L_ 6 U GT5j<5>G'$)OTT 

fTj|GTJTIDCifiJT©S)G3J LJGVjn 

6T6DG8ft&C$fm 2_5,( T il(5ilGn)lb 52—600 

,5^67310 0i\§\g>§>6Un 
lD6D63TULJfTCO ID01^10 «^2> LDfTUJgiCO 

^Gucuncu tuji) rrj)<5i co in 

UCDGSTg, 5>ITCTT IDS, S>6rfl(T)| LlfT5)lD 

li arafl ifilGsuT it. 
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Begin to count, the kings that have come 
to rule the Earth over the ages and left 
are more numerous than the grains of 
sand in the dunes. Other their forts razed 
to the ground, nothing do we see or hear 
of them. Worship the feet of the lord 
who killed the rut-elephant. (4) 

uffirafliflrar srsirgpui ^|ii> Jjjij 

OTULD LfjLD UCTTStfl 
OiDCTi 0ipcomT ^,'OTiua, aftidfil 

2L.€WTL_rrrr 

Sjcrafl (ipcsTLj r^rrcu, uffu cjGJHpiun £rnb 

Oscuqjit 

LD633fl l$OTep G ID Gift JTjijb iDfTUJCbOT Gull 
CltffrcOc^ curripi£)C 6 jTrT. 

They who enjoyed sweet union with 
coiffured dames, — who vied with one 
another to give favours on soft cool 
flowery beds, — do now roam wearing 
a loin-cloth, scorned and laughed at by 
all. Live by uttering the name of the 
lord of radiant gem-hue. (5) 

nrrftcn Gumpij)iDmoOTip 
Qinn\gj(2)CTfl63T tomufbgaj u)nLuf>)gj 
^Lprb^frrV CTOTrpj ^cOcurrcu, ^OTjTjj (ipgjeu 

e^EU^ujrT 

SU^lij^fTITftGTT QjrTlj>fbG 2 > f£)fbun CTOTU&j 
<@ 6065 ncu; f 9 {b 0 f 5 )cu 

p^l,IT <5>L_jbuchcTfl c^OT37CiT57«\J ^ iq. UJ Cl) IT 

^ifilGcsm. 

Those hved well did so like bubbles in a 
mighty shower. Those who have lived 
forever are naught. If you wish to live 
well and remain, serve the lord who 
reclines in the deep ocean. (6) 

aaneu aiemai <St,Cn)iT0 

a-assrfy 

gill OlOOT OlBITifl IBUSUrtlT igjljehOiLJ iSlffllTgpii) 
g,l5) jjisunii 

raifitii CTns^aj «j>(n, gijirpj craigi gjujjiffiifr; 

^t,g>®SlOT 

f ««,m-Sdr giyxiuj (ipiti <&ni> Csifl 

(0) CTiSTST f*jj &, ( a OTT. 


After feasting well on six-taste-meals 
they who would feast again, — cajoled 
by sweet-tongued nymphs, — now go 
Egging from house to house for a 
morsel. Recall the glories of our 
Tulasi-wreathed lord. (7) 

(Sjwoiib Q&rrerr r^cjirri locttcpittt 

Qan«5)i_aa,i_e3T y,cr;sTia.(ff}!>igii 
2 -GU 0 2 _i_«st 

jSishgjigst ^ajeucunn 

iDCvUTLO Q&n®KJTl_ Gu(T0,g/£j lDC5T£3fllL|til 

liiGTTGlMT&riT; iSeirei| ^Jsucdcu 
ucmtic Qartsri ^ajicraiuiircii 

uu*.i£)Gc3Tn. 

Even good benign kings of canopied 
fame, who make generous grants, may 
win goodwill and rule in fragrant 
happiness, but they too must one day 
fall. Learn the names of the serpent- 
couch lord, for permanence. (8) 

U14 IDOTGTjJ i_jGU ^COOT UfT)OfT)fT(7^ ^ <£U&& 1 
gOlDLJCVJOT QffuOT^ 

Q^lq. IDOT^J AfTUJiij QtgrTJfDfTITft^GtTjU, ^^(0) 
<SMO)OTOT ^cucurnr 

(0)1X1 IDOTOTyii) gjOT SrCUfTaAlb CTlij$lLJLb 
'jj STT 6 D IT 5 ,gTT • lSctTC^ Jg\6\j£iT>GV 

Qe>n,n iflOTGp i _|sit a_sm_ ^otjtootsu 

fti^cb^cTT f^ n^i ^iblGOT^• 

Even those who cut attachments, tame 
their senses, and mortify their bodies, 
-- till weeds grow on them, — are left 
without a goal; they enjoy a spell of 
heaven, then return. Reach for the 
Garuda-banner lord, and then there is 
no return. (9) 

@SI« S-araTirsug,Clo,rT0 Cjbir/i,^ 

CTCVJ G\J rr»i) 

@(T)J5»CU CTOTgyib |CTjrT6ijfl<9,(£ja> 

<9fU UUJOT ^CUOTCuGujGU 
^rpj(5> f^OTOTCUgjj |p)IT 1 ifT^ib 2_6OTL mb* 

l9otOTjKD ! (g)<ii)GDG v 

fDJ)JftCU PT<?GT>OTlj UfT)rf)l cfi)i 

cfjfhl 
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Seers who contemplate on consciousness, 
giving up all else, do attain the heaven 
of Atman. But memory remains, and 
drags them back to passions, and 
then there is no liberation. Hole* or j to 
the feet of the deathless lord, for that 

alone is liberation. (10) 

<shAG& s>_iuiuu ■stP STSi7 ® 1 

& tp GO &> CTtG ID GO 

Qaiuu i^ub Guffiftao 

3l_G0>RU63T 0JT)(j.0<SUSU 

Clffii) c&nev&g,! Clg>nOT>,_Lj 

um_cu ug,g>ui> 

ftipus-jn aiiu^Cumu 

<p ujuitpuircuGfl. 

This decad of the beautiful thousand 
songs, by Satakopan of dense flower- 
groved Kurugur, is addressed to t he 
feet of Krishna, sole refuge. Those 
who learn it shall rise from deep 
despair and be elevated. (11) 

4.2 / The Mother : The Third 

Seperation 

Balanai \ Mobana \ Rupakam 

unwd, w., cy) E - co ® «-‘* r © 

3>n«h ^onsjsiCuxw 2><x* 

UMgpuMiw WL - ^ eS ' C ' Lj - 

Alas, My frail daughter swoons asking 

for the cool Tulas. from the feet oi 
the lord. - who swallowed the 
seven worlds with ease, and slept as a 

child on a fig leaf. 

Can ©)«*> 

g,U3GluMl(tjlU) 

'«l*na, CJ , a , C r, lD Cl**# 

*,,<:.»* ^ **& vvrjZS* 

‘■'sncugijujncO <g,y? sfil«n« !,ttJ ^ encuCuj 


O, The vicious snare trapping my 
daughter! She asks for the fragrant 
Tulasi from the feet of the lord, — who 
unabashedly played amorous sport with 
cowherd-girls of tendril-thin waists.(2) 

uit ^gujcii Gaia, n,Gu uxrcnai ucu Gla,nfi33T0 
CajairraaT lcit yjesflairr ^genp0» dglcitn) 
Ca«uu).CLD6u ^iGnfl Osih Outwit gjtpitui 

6T OTtG fQ 

^CMiuacu C&1TCTT GfltSD63nuntluvGuj63T 

C*rrGD5)Guj. 

O The heavy pall! My daughter 
cries for the golden-hued Tulasi 
garland adorning the lotus feet of the 
iord, — whose praise is sung by Vedic 
seers and celestials. P) 

Ca>trg,i L @CU «J6*T M *iJ) Clo>nCT5i0 aioiiSla,«n 

Gu®ihia,ar QatreuctfO iSlaStpa* iSincir, urjeit 
ung,ri,ff,«h Coso Outwit 

gj) tp fTLLI 6T63TCfD 

sjgjtDtteo asiyisflancnCiudt GairaflCui. 

My sinful daughter with long arms 
prates only of the golden Tulas. garland 
on the radiant feet of the lord, — who 
is praised by raving philosophers. (4) 

CjSTOtfl Can iSOTcrcssiOunjnjil® 9JP 

8$ 

Gstrciflujnit Ca,fi£i!Gu«ttitrt gift 

«9<SV ^5*G5Tn iT 

^jRCTT ^OT7<S53lClD60 oMGoafI &)€S5\ cSHLA gjJLpmU 

fiTCJlGlT) 

fTjrr^ib r^frcTT ar>(h ) £\6iTrD2>n<v && 

iorT2>Ga. 

My pretty .daughter weakens day by 
day* thinking of the cool Tulasi garland 
on the feet of the lord, — the cowherd- 
prince who danced with pots killed 
seven bulls for Nappinnai’s hand.(5) 

U>n5)lT ID»T IDORRIDL (T,OTTd>)QulT0LL® C765Tli> QjLI . 

^lb <5.R6U5)giJ <^5>c0 ^L-LD 
L irrgjf^j^cTT Grncu ey>uiib CluneijT gjipfTUj 

CTfcJlCjT) 

bp^dtb LDfTGU enu^enwr 6TC3T lOi *«*£«.. 
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My daughter has become mad repeating 
her desire for the golden Tulasi on the 
feet of the lord, — who took the form 
of a boar in the beginning of creation, 
and lifted beautiful Earth-dame from 
deluge waters. (6) 

UDl_£)Cir>gjGniU 6U673T fljlDCVJg) ^l(fTjU5lT^)cnCiIT 

5 )i_ib QftfTCTT (tit iDrmiSlcaflcu GDGut&gtGun 

gjrTCTflGjrrCiDGVj 

QJi_ib Q&fTcrr Ljjiij g>oijT ^ti> gjjLpmij 

IDCU(T<3>G<3> ^GTJfiTT 
1-0 l_ ^ (£j ID fTCO , GiJfTGTT f^jgjctflT GTQ7 

a)i_ftQa>mbGu. 

O Ladies of radiant forehead! My 
foolish daughter pines away for the 
cool fragrant Tulasi garland on the feet 
of the lord, — who bears the lotus- 
dame Lakshmi on his chest. (7) 

0<9>fTLDl_J CufTGVJ &7>£ ClurT0ll(7^ ^6UrbJCiD<?> 

2)5»n 

STffl SjfTGTT ^eDOTBTCmCU 

cuibq 5)€OTT c^ib gjiprruj ld6vmt5>Ga 

^CIJCTT 

jblbt-jlDflGO fTjfTCar ^5,0)0 CTGTT G<9 ujG#>63T, 

O Ladies, what shall I do? She covets 
only the fragrance-wafting Tulasi 
garland on the feet of the lord, — who 
gutted Lanka with his arrows, for the 
love of beautiful Sita. (8) 

fT)flij6iJ’>#>li}JT! 5p>(T OudfiJT Gl_/n)fpj 

JbCU/ftcjfn; 

GTIbJfruCcin 'oli9rT60^1|C^F>(SIT UJOTCST ClijrQfT) 

GJfST>lp6^UJ? 

^<0 CTCST^spiii); GTSffTgjjih; gjiiprruj 

CT KH C7)| ID ) 

^'(binuCsn 'Jsnsugyjii Jj)rjnu u&cc si«ji 

QoiiiCacji? 

O Ladies, you too have daughters 
whom you bring up with love. How 
shall I describe my poor one’s plight? 


She prates about conch, discus, and 
Tulasi, on and on, by day and by night. 
Alas, what shall I do? (9) 

GTG3T Q^luGftGST’? CT63T^JGni_U CuCDg, GTG3T 

Gairiocnii) 

ctg 3 t Qurrcugjjii) ctott <aj5(ysu> ^cucuot; 

2jrsjOT>aiSiT! 

tfilcsr 0-9UJ tmrm5)OTTG3T <9,6jj7OT3T£5T ■TitjlGO 

gjLpaiii 

Qurrcirt Qadj y,QijT Ouic&t (yjc^icvja^j cr63tffji 

CllDcSIujClD. 

What shall I do, O Ladies? My foolish 
tender one does not heed my words, 
nor obey my commands. She withers 
for the Tulasi garland from the 
jewelled Krishna’s feet, as the only 
proper ornament for her gold- 
girdled breasts. (10) 

QuxaSliuii Crj,mu jbu) s,ottctstot 

ip GU &> (STT G ID GU 

q&ip cutfjijT its <gt_G<9iauc3T 

Qff fTGVJ 

6 £qS) q«>tp «^,u9as>gj @U ug>gj(i> QjajGDffuir 
liieSl MS>g> Q)n<ssr6ijira,(£j ^suii 2)«0 

C<£F>nctnGuGiLi. 

This decad of the thousand beautiful 
songs by Satakopan of beautiful 
Kurugur city, is addressed to Krishna’s 
feet, the cure for love-sickness. Those 
who can sing it will be fitting company 
for celestials. (11) 

4.3 / Svapadesam : The Fourth 
Union 

Kovai | Sriranjani \ Adi 

CArreaicu oinujrrerr Qi jrr(rrjil(^l cjirjf/ilstf 1 
&(£)£&& tD^lcn 

G^hfTGDGU d?LU<9 063^ lg,£,fTuj! 

0GU (T>6U UJ(TSJh63T ll>(fV)UL_J ^3^5rTUJ - 

y,6Ti€»j cftuKT igiT 

Gl I ITITGVJ gll{y<TTf^jG^>GglTrCyilD ffilcfr 

y,61D6>J djlLHTlb GlX>Cjfl<9>0LJ 

-SfTfbgjj <H631 C)lfF,(CTj<3Gl£). 
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O Lord! You battled a horde of bulls 
for coral-lipped Nappinnai, you killed 
Lanka’s king with your arrows and 
the rutted elephant with its tusk, 
what though I have not worshipped 
you with fragrant flowers and water; 
my heart is the cool sandal paste for 
your flower-like face. (1) 

anjjigij srot Glj&© a Cu>; 

L_jC kD 677U-j ID GTCTTgJ LL1 

GUrr<S«5>Lb CldJlLJ LDfTSiDGuCLU J 

SUfT63T U il@ ^enuajii ^.".Cg,; 
Gfgitflfa <gM,63T 

ffT63T G-£?lU63>S>Guj 

P70S33, (CTjITCULD 2-6331(9 2_ l6l l£> £,gi 
CTijc3>2> CTS- (yfrg,£ls,Gs,. 

For mv lord, — who swallowed the 
Universe, then made it, — my heart is the 
sandal paste, my poem is a fitting garland 
and also his radiant vestment. My folded 
hands are his big radiant jewels. (2) 

sjs, (jpiiaiQ <§)© 

Qp63T£}| QPLjeu 
g2>gil y£,a> ajjiu. 

<^yu, 

]b<T&ii> 67t5l (b(9^* ®=eg^j6rr 

^juSlsjrjD ^ngmuswCasr! s_fi3T 
(iptbrpui 

^cucu6u umujgjSjGg). 

O Narayana! You become the One, 
the Two, the Three, and the Many, 
then the five elements, the win orbs, 
and all the souls. Then you mounted a 
serpent and slept in the ocean! By filling 
your presence into my body, my soul 
has overcome its misery. (3) 

iijrruj2}0>6VJ crcffyiGTsfl curriL) (jpcr»6u 
t&fbfb ujituju G*jlu 2_a^»T 
iDfTiu^)®) LDnuiCsar! 

CUfTiOOTrCcUT' ti)rr sun! 

£j®Rn LOrtciriCu 2_OTt€<r>63Tu 

C«-jng>ftGvj 6wcs«n'rhjC*Gb'ffr^jiD 
5>caijT u)r«nGu 

u|«y)6STU-|ih AGfirarafl crtsjigjj 2-uSlCo. 


O Chief of the cowherd clan! 
O Madava! O Vamana! Killer of the 
poison-breasted ogress Putana, I do 
not worship you thrice a day with 
fresh flower garlands; my life is a 
wreath worthy of being wrapped on 
your crown. (4) 

ftCnjTGftfl CTOTgil SL_uSllT; &fT^)GU 

GTClfffT JjjGVJ UCV) 5)CUC5T&(CfF>LD; 

ejgyii) ^OTLiqii 
rbSTOTOufl |npCL|6U(5)Lb 

(Fjcfilrtipib £iT2)$iL|ib ^o 0 «.Gg> 
5iCT3TOT3T63T CTlD iSlrrrTQT , fiTlblDfTCST, 

5>fTCVJ B(h&> fJg>5)f7gJl^Gft. 

For Krishna, my lord, who bears the 
wheel of time, my life is the perfect 
garland, my love his radiant crown. 
His countless jewels and his vestments 
are also my love. Even the praise the 
three worlds sing is my love. (5) 

fljfTCVJ <9<fji.9>(7g>6lfi> rT @ Qcdotst 

tfPhldfcli) £D<9 j 6Jlj)^ cyrfT ^ J ! 
t£,rTCUli) (yjjbpu 5 2-OT5T0 S2_lSil^2?5) 
n^rTgrrujarorGcfr! ffTtfCiTnrjj gtctt^j 

£>cuib jb 

c^OTTr^jii) cufTijfTiufr^guib 

G <9)136010 ^LD CT63T 0.563FGi5fl<9i(<9) 2_^57 

&> LD CUvi ^ tSTT6UT (£j63)Q5>g)Gcv». 

O Narayana, you swallowed the 
Universe, then made it. I cry and call 
out, “O Bearer of the Wheel-of-time 
and'the white conch!” Even if nothing 
happens by it, your tinkling lotus-feet 
become my head s ornaments. (6) 

S>ip6U<9>6TT LDSW 

QftrreOTTi_ G< 5 >(TGvi eurnocinri! 

(gjoin thKpGo 

«ll. iQariD ifimuCfiWr! 
efleno Qo>nai L4,6Vjii> utairfl&rOJ 

GJ$b$b LD fT ll C l_ G C2TT gyj U) 21- <S3) 
a_G3)0 Q*ncjn ^(3 (3 t?UL ^ 

CTS5TCTTgjJ ClDCoCg). 
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O Lovely Manikin! You extended your 
tinkling feet and took the Earth. O 
Lord who gives refuge to those who 
come with folded hands! I do not 
worship you with fragrant flowers and 
water. Yet your mysterious radiance 
stands guard over my soul. (7) 

CT63T6BT£) ClDGTJCUlurruj! 

GJ1T QafTgTT 6Jip 

g,]63TG3fl (Lpfb^JLD fQoTfr) 

0rr63T Qprrg>$ujrTiu! 

£— 65T QSTg )J GTG5T G7Tgjj IL| li> ' f 

ffTCaTGtITgj 2_G3TQTg i j ,^G&liqLb; 

^OTTCJT GUffoVrCiJfflCLD rQ wirr) mu 

GTOTJJJ a_GJD!7<5>5i GJJGOCcuCgOT? 

Filling the seven fair worlds, you 
become them all. O Luminous icon of 
knowledge, borne by my soul! My soul 
is yours, your soul is mine; how can 
I say how? (g) 

2>_CT>(ja><S> Gl16VJ(o6\jG3T ^CuGguGSTJ & C3T 

a_€UUL_j ^jgcG QGUGTTGIT^^Gjr 

<9>GO(J<95<S>C&T GTG37fT}j QacOGlJgffT, t^ngST? 

<3>rT£>Gu cniDujcO gj/^IGcuqt; 
M«nf|uq ,@GurTg, urribi igG gtt; 

Qurnij ^'coag, utngjtSruGg; 

r^GVJCU GIDG5TLf)(9»dfjGTT 

Gjib*b ujrrgyib 6 j< 2 >^C©n<»rr. 

I am not fit to describe your infinite 
glory-flood. When will I reach its banks? 
Alas, I swoon with love. O Lord of 
faultless effulgence, you are indifferent 
to me. Great and good celestials stand 
and sing your praise; I too sang. (9) 

uinginh c)a,$, ejjf a_&j(S)ih 

(Jpibjpjlb Q*b&, L^OTTCiDOPINIO 

2> rr Sfjjii> cjg>${iy)ii> <9>cjrrgincn 

QO)3) GJgjg) CTlLJg,|Lb? 

G#jt8pjd) I jn^yjib AGflTGaTgyjib 

^(ipgijLb gHj&lg} uu, 

ujn^ith CTib «Slgn«ar>G3TCuj 

Gj^-.^lCcijTCTn, ujncffr 2 tAj<ftjrrC<3r. 


Even if I sing his praise, and all the 
seven worlds join, and the lord 
himself began to sing too, would we 
come to an end? Lord, sweet like milk, 
honey, sugar and ambrosia! I only 
sang that I may rejoice. (10) 

S_ILI6U 2_ummi> loiijy gjrarcnui Co,^l, 
&G)fa7GTOTG3T G^GOTT, 5>LpGY)ACTrGuOGO 
OtfUJUJ 2>fTLDQDgu LJipCJTa, 

Oa>«3TG$TCTT IT# Q i GftfTl JC&T 

Qumli GgcO unLcb <^u9rjajgdcrT 

,@«r)QJU^Lb Ugjj^jJUO GUCUGUfTlTdbGn 
GDCLmjlb LDGJTGijfl G^rbr^l^rTjfTjgjj 

GiSlGyjT^jjLD ^GTTQjrr IDOTT^gjGu. 

This dec ad of the faultless thousand 
songs by Satakopan of Kurugur 
with lotus fields is addressed to the 
feet of Krishna, sole refuge. Those 
who can sing it will rejoice here 
and rule over Heaven. (11) 

4.4 / The Mother : The Fourth 
Seperation 

Mannai \ Ahiri | Misra Cbapu 

IDOT3TOT)6WT gjjlprrdjl, 

# <rufTlDG3T ^ ir @gjj CT63Tgj)j ib; 

cfflararGnsOTo, Clftn^gg,; genes’ Coxa* 

CTssriry an* 

0,S53T6ff>6J37 f£ri IOGi;.fTi f£lG3T(]}J 

■9>l_GU6\JGifiTTG<nTOTT GTGflT^jth Jc^OTtGgTt! CIGF 
ClusratcnaTrTLj Oli(2jU)ujgu Qaiuanj)© 

«TOT QoiuCarar, Cluiij cusnsTTuSCu? 

O Bangled Ladies, what can I do to the 
lord who made my daughter love-sick. 
She caresses the Earth and says, “This is 
Vantana’s Earth!”, she points to the sky 
and says “That is his Vaikunta”. Her 
heart’s grief overflows front her eyes; 
“Ocean-hued Lord!”, she sighs. (1) 

OuujQj«nena, c.naacj>t,iTa ^ 

'Signed ^)i 0,1 cj GTCOTgpijb; 

Q/hbuj$t u9rncr.fr)a arnica 

npn^j^ nr-ajj CTcar g^u h: 

GffsfT)U_|in acrwTGifijfn locvia f£lcjTrr)) 

rrscrgcrffTOTT CTcyrgjpih; ^ottC<sjt 1 crgji 
(olajUJgu 2_(jEjgfilGu «ff)ri)jLnfr63T 

Clauj^lOTfogj ^pi65Trrjj ^r^GuiG^n. 
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She folds her bangled hands and says, 
“The lord sleeps in the ocean!”. 
She points to the red Sun and says, “ 
That is Sridhara’s icon-form”. With 
tears welling, she swoons, then 
only says, “Narayanal”. Ladies! I can 
scarcely understand the things my 
godly fawn does. (2) 

CTOTguib; Qiniii Gcuojrrcri; 

£T63TfijpjI— fh Cftneffl2,0,55, ST631g)|l£); 
Qaifi Clare" ibirSHD 

sfilcn«5iiusnuujnL.it|.GujC5T Qujjp 
Q/tfi I ojctig" (ip® 1 

CldHU^il®T'Pgll £7 ® 1 s^oiGro? 

She fondles the known red fire 
unhurt and says, “This is Achyuta!”. 
She fondles the blowing cold wind 
and says, “Here comes Govinda!”. 
Woe is me, — she smells strongly of 
Tulasi flowers, — the things my 
bangled fawn does these days! (3) 

y&Gtoena, ^nLiq. 

^srf! GuaraTC'yjiCcsr; 

rQ^rrD (5>«Tff>£$ €8VC8T 

Qfjj^LonCcu, cun! CTcjTrry iF6T€T|ir>; 

Quwajib u>o>p ftncj^flcO 
pnQGsaidn cun>jg)<TcjT crcariTjj ^o^Lb; 
erOTn)! &'«" ‘ anlI)UJl:0o ■ d, ClaiL^mi 

^ Gatruiatftffing.Ciij. 

She points to the radiant Moon and 
says, “Gem-hued Lord!”. She looks 
at the staid mountain and calls, 
“Come, my Lord! . She sees the 
pouring rain and dances, “Here comes 
Narayanal”. O, When did he cast such 
a spell on my tender one? (4) 

C^niucn clinch *G3T«r>jr)u 

CthlTG&liitb®* f -flOUJ^5,C3T CTOTT^jiijj 

Cti fTL D Gurnjj, 

o^Gll GffT -$L <nC3TOT)iLP; 

^>yi) ^^GuiciT; 

(TL ~■ l H GujOTT Quirjn) 
C^auDcn cucOoSlamu tonCiurTGan 

mruAJ Q^iugjj Q«uj^l65ifr> 4fc\.$C$. 


She hugs a tender chubby calf and says, 
“Govinda has grazed these!”. She goes 
after a young snake and says, “There 
goes Govinda’s couch!”, Woe is me, — 
I know not where this will end, — 
the spell that the lord has cast on my 
tender daughter! (5) 

dfcTL2>£IT 0l_lD CTgl^gj) c £)4 ) tq.C0, 

C&n-sftjjgjGjr ^ld CTcaTrr Cc>@ii>; 
6UrTUJ0)£j (2)ip€0 taf>GD<£F GftlldflcO 

Lonujcucir CTcarp CDioujn«£>0ii); 
^lu^ilujn QcuoVrQtSTiiTujftCTi <9>rr®raflcu, 

c^cuc^t a__w#ii_ OcucsVidobaiuj crcarg^iih; 

Cuuj<5^fl (kpcr>«U <3r«n6Ug,^,fT(b(2) GTTC3T 

Qu673TQi>,niq. 6Jf$UJ iSl^Cg,! 

Seeing an acrobat dance on a pot, she 
runs to him saying, “This is Govinda all 
right!”. Hearing a stray flute melody, she 
runs out saying, “Here comes Govinda!”. 
Seeing the tempting butter of a 
milkmaid she says, “Aho, the butter 
he ate!”. Such is her madness for the 
lord who drank Putana’s breasts. (6) 

sjrfiluj iSl5,$C63Tn{3Jl cTcucvin 

a_CU(^li) ft>6J3T633TCaT LJGyiL.ULJ CTCTTgpjU’); 

Ssj ClasvGeu Jgua airenslleu, 

QisQumtcu ^iq.ujiTr CTOTp egQib; 
!bap gjicprruj idgoit ancraflcu, 

fr,ngeaaic3i ftaforarafl rrg,i crcaiGruifa; 
Gg,(5lu.(ib Ca,n)iT^|ti> iwiGujirdr 
$!DS>S>«> t Got @5, ^I^Geu. 

Her madness rises, and she says, “All 
this is Krishna’s creation!”. Seeing men 
wearing white mud on their forehead 
she runs to them saying, “The lord’s 
devotees!". Seeing fragrant Tulasi flowers, 
she says, “This is Narayana’s garland!”. 
This precious girl is obsessed with the 
lord, in her madness and out of it. (7) 


$0 a. oth msSrcarrrasijA airaraflcu 

3? 0 id rreyicuft * 6 <sstGl Cg 3 t GTGjr^jtb; 
*-© a-«ni_ oiGOTrcjarmiftni o,narflai 

2L c^CfT^j^tTQr CTOTTfQJ ^j| GT1 (CTf,li); 
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<5 >0 2L.«T>1_0 Cg)Gl4 @6UACTT CTGUCUITL£l 

<5jUGVJCD€TOTGTOT€ 3T CtfjfTuSlCGU 6TggT Cy)l lb ; 
Cloj(fF)6{jlg^jib cfftj)cfi)gyub ^>gu rrctr; 

5>OT3T©raT63T AlpCVJftGTT cfi)(ffjLDLjClD. 

Seeing wealthy nobles, she says, “I have 
seen my Timmal!”. Seeing a shapely 
rainbow she dances saying, “Vamana 
measured the Earth!”. All temples with 
icons are her ocean-hued Krishna’s 
temples. Through fear and fatigue she 
seeks his feet, without a break. (8) 

sfilyjjibiSlu ua>cuar>!j». Airoaflsu, 

sfilujcu @i_ib SL-dfsiunCrar! GTOTgjni); 

Gufft) CiDff>ii)a>«rT ansniflcG 

<3>€WIQnJT63T GTOTTIT^J GJfT)U ulT)3»(0)lb; 

Ou0io i_jcu ^ ^rraraflcu, 

iSIgrrfflft s 2 _ctt«t crrcsTrpi iSIctt Clacugyjib; 
^0ib QunpcO QucTOTcaflcncsT lonCu-irTarr 
c9|GO(T)rf)), pSMUJfTUlSij>^€7Tn)rTGc<JT. 

Seeing saintly men she says eagerly, 
“Lord who swallowed the 
Universe!”. Seeing dark laden clouds 
she calls, “Krishna!”, and tries to fly. 
Seeing herds of cattle, she says, “The 
lord is'among them!”, and follows. 
My hard-begotten daughter is 
afflicted to tears by the lord. ( 9 ) 

e^ujirAf^jib; arrjr^jib i jrQifil Cg>n&,£l 

^o>cuCcu |£sn Clo,iT6TH£j5ib; 

sfilujir&^ih; ioci)ip*a,«irai gjitOTjthu, 

OeuciiEt|uS)ft Ga,r«ir(«Ti)ib; Qlouj Can^ic; 
Quiurrg>gjii> aaaroraitr! fftcirg)) Guain; 

Ctu(rr,inirGKijT, sun! snGanfrjj «<ncutb; 
1 DU 16 VJ Cl, I0ii anacti stmt Gi ieir)*A(fl3 
citimGoujGdiGST CiJcucfilcaxanOujGCTT? 

She swoons, and stares blankly into 
the distance, and sweats. Tears fall 
like rain; she sighs hotly and weakly 
calls “Krishna!”, and “Come, my 
Lord!”. Woe is me, what shall I do? 
Alas, my daughter is smitten by a 
maddening love-sickness. (10) 


CUCOcfilciDGffT $IT0,(£>lil fl>CTJTta\flCT>ffi?T CJCTOT 

0(TT)<3tfLlM 0l_C.9,ITU63T 

Qancb gS!€T>63Tuj(tgvj Qsfrejreji 

<^j,uSl rjgigjjCTT gjcnsu u 2,0)i\b 

rbcOcfilsinffST cigstqj a,ripunrr0,ctT (TjCueaflcTH- 
tsn«ii(flj5>COTS!5fl 

Ga,frcucfilG3S63T crcb consul clip 

cS.0 (ij, u u nC 5. 

This decad of the thousand songs by 
Kurugur Satakopan is addressed to 
benevolent Krishna. Those who 
learn it as good words will end 
misery, enter Vaikunta, and reign 
worshipped by all. (11) 

4.5 / Svapadesatn ; The Fifth 
Union 

Vitrirundu \ Kedaram \ Matyam 

cjjp g,£s<1o > Ga,ncu 

GflCUCU, fifjCL! ^J6V> ^IT 

^ybjDSu t£la,(£) <SM,(Gi>>iii oHUHDirfflnffin, 

Qcuu) ion iSI«njjg,cT6!n a^roion, 
Gunjbrfil ctotCit, softiscn Cl2,<r(Lg$), 

Qancu UKT6T,6U5*6ir 

sjpiT) GrjjnibGnjjjta, gjatl ctotoi (£,0155 
CT(lgC!UDU.|GlO? 

My lord who tore the horse Kesin’s jaws 
sits in command over the seven worlds 
in eternal good, and rules patiently. 
He wears on his crown the garland of 
poems that I have sung in joy, praising 
him with folded hands. Now what do 
I lack for seven lives? (1) 

aninu. ftasarararndt iosuA Gioeu s_cmipeurr«i' 
» cmnr) ld rririSIcarr, 
Gaum,G*najjj,n* (Mratcraidr, rfl«ratG«rat'"' 

Ql J0li)nfcTR ' 

oliijniiju I Cljmeucuirft, t}0 

Si_ CTTcnuQtjfb^P^ 
QblTUj&fiTT (^(ipgjLb cfiltiitfifT 

He bears on his chest the dark-eyed 
lotus-dame Lakshmi He is the lord o» 
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the celestials, he has beautiful large red 
eyes. I have the fortune of singing his 
praise with soft articulated words, 
thereby destroying the strange world’s 
deathly miseries. (2) 

^C\J ^CTTUlh GTCU6J3CU 

fbib 

cfjGlj gcu j LDCV)^^) 5iC3iJTC57TG3T, cf)lt>SolGn(1 

GluQ2>lDfT63T 5j€3TCncn 
@cu *>fTcuib ejrb$, 

G ID 62 J U Q U jb G rr> car; 

G^GV] ^CHUli) t/^5) GTCUGtDGVJ (Q&tipftyQjGSUi&l 

CiocfilCuj. 

Our Achyuta, — lord of celestials, flower- 
eyed lord, bearer of the highest good, — 
resides in the farthest limits of eternal 
joy. I have attained him through songs. 
Praising him without end I too am in the 
farthest limits of eternal joy. ( 3 ) 

CiDcfil flsstju Gam^suim gSIctiot Curs, 
CiDcijib iSIfrrTCjr, 

gj/icfil MS" e_sy>uujrrsjT, ^|L_«u 

tSIlijUMTOT 5)C3TtrtC3T 

n,n ^ujcuitsu ^crwHoirsncuacn j>cnTcmj 
QunjGnjoji; 

^sfil CTeji ^sfflonuj innsir ^rfjlCiuaT 

Glsiijg <9yi)CT’;T>Ctn. 

He rides the Garuda with beautiful wings 
and bears a powerful discus. My lord 
loves and cares for devotees who stand 
and worship him. I have sung his 
praise with my tongue and attained 
him. I do not understand the way 
the spi rit moves my soul! (4) 

c^ybjD «jcr><3> ftmlglib c ^ibtnrTG3')«T, 

«^iDrjn g>i b 

GTO)Grwn GTGUGVJrTi \ Ql lfT(ff)l6TF,lj) cftfflg>2>frCT>GST, 
67lhinrTG5T g>«TGinC3JT 
LDirrTjrn u>ffGy>cu m«9>C9TJ$>£| *J&$, 2>n^ib 
m«$ipCL| GTuj^)Cg5TC5T 

thni p/fjlc&t ^ipcirflinh gSJgit»gjt G<j)fTiij2fcGn 

AiflujCcu. 


The lord of celestials, my lord, unfolds 
all meaning. He patiently discloses his 
good ways, and bums to dust all sickness 
and sin, like cinders before a wind. 
Singing his praise with woven words 
of poetry I have attained him. ( 5 ) 

AffllU GlDG3fll£)c33<9 OdJCrfluj $IT}| ,@010 

CHuifluj G&rTcvjft 2>i_Rij(9)Gifi3TGijjTGiyT, cfilfijmCcjiiTmT 

(olu(TT)lDrrGjT gjGSTGmGSl 

£2_ fflliJ Q^nrcOGOITcO @650010 ITCtDCU A 6TT GJ2>$ 
S2_ GTTCTTLI QujbGjDfT)^ 
e^fflujgjl £_CTjrCl_n €T6*T*(£)@GjTg)J Q .ft ml 010 
@6jfl GTGjrgJjClD? 

Lord of the celestials, he wears a patch 
of white mud over his dark forehead, 
he has large beautiful lake-like eyes. 
1 have praised him with fitting words, 
woven into a garland of poems. From 
now on and forever, is there anything 
beyond my reach? (6) 

aciiipid) epanQi 

iPftftfTfTftfCTT^LQ ftfclll g,fa3Id>(<9) 
@63Tf$ (0tfjT<I)fTGT)CST, GTGOGUH fi_GVJ(0)lb 

82_61Dl_ UJfTGST gjGDTGDCTT 

(2>63T(T)lh GJ>C3TIT)fTCO IDdDip £hn&$> lS)rjrTGff>C3T 
GtffTCU aifTClDGVJffjGh 

fbG3TOJJ (^L0lb 6$$ CTUJ^1 g3TU3 ; GT6VTG9T 

(0)6100) fT>lD0>C0i? 

Unto himself without a peer or a superior, 
he bears all the worlds; he stopped the 
rains with a mountain. I have the fortune 
of singing his praise with a garland of 
songs which he fondly wears on his 
crown, what more do I want? (7) 

fb»DA(t9)ii> y^cfilGyrifilG^a j£>iriiG5o<ft0»(0 ) ib 

( @68TU6i06<JT (6T, fTCVJ IT IT 

<MD0»(0)lO 6UITC!fTg>0 ) «JlT<3,(tf ) lb Clu(fF,LDnCir)G31, 

2 > 6 OTT /bfTtOCO't ri 

5.iD2»>(5)ib l irrgju C»\j(rt)ii3nGy)63T, CWmcuumcjncuAGn 
Q^ncu^ju3niT)i 
GUGbGcurf)^, @«fl uj ITCD IT f00,IT 
c5>l*0U G»JfTC5T<ftCg>? 

Lord of earthlings .ind celestials, he is 
sweet to the lotus-lady Lakshmi and to 
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us alike. His feet are borne on a lotus; 
I have sung his praise with poems, now 
who in the wide world can equal me?(8) 

SUJTCTT^gjjlh GUfTGSTgjgjjCTT ffi_U)u 0 tb 

gjfTOTT^gjjlb CT 6 TOT gjGfilfJfTgj, 

GJT rT) ft CTT gjCTIGDGJT, 
•OfTLOTGU ffriiOiSi 2>l -0>GT)6>UJPJGS)G31, 

<^,UV€3T)UJ 

surais, CffirrenOT, aefil CWcvsvj ajcOGsoib® 
SeriW'gj susktGu? 

In Heaven and in the worlds above, 
on Earth and in the worlds below, he 
stands without fail. His strong hand 
folds over a coiled conch. He is the 
lord of the celestials, he danced with 
pots. I have sung his praise. Now can 
there ever be one equal to me? (9) 

,i> ALjbgaU) (g'L-jbguib 
^Qi_rb^jub f£)OTrrr)jii> 

O&rr&rijTL- G&frsu^Q^nQ G^rr)/^l 05 >giJii> 
IDfiOTTlD ffei. 14 nj tb 

<5>Gf5Ti_ ^n^iprTevj 0 ,<arrGg> a_tu 0 cigjt r^lcaTfpnciT 

G) GTT OT" 1 CiJT 

ajsrjr a>i£)y> gjiji)a> GrbmbGrDSW <^i£|.ujiTiTa ,0 
^OTTU LDniflClU. 

He swallowed and brought out, 
measured and lifted the Universe, 
standing apart and enjoying his beautiful 
creation. He lies, stands, and sits over 
it in full majesty. I have sung his praise 
through songs which are like ambrosia 
to devotees. ( 10 ) 

ionrfl ianrr)np 3 &>cszr ^hio inencu CcvfbiAi—^gj 

fiyjT 6 TTTT GD CVJ 

QjfTff) iDnn)iTg, cmuib U 4 jtb Quni^lcu 

n 25«9»it 

<^>rnVl iflnrt)siT . 9 i_Gs>r!ij<arT Cl<«incu <£> 1,1151 rjj 2 >jjj>i 
^uu&g.rrcu 

CcuffliDiTforrg, ^Ciocu ^,' 0 uun 4 TT cfi)©ncsi 
<$>IT5>(^GlD . 


This decad of the thousand sweet 
songs, by Karimaran Satakopan of 
cool-groved Kurugur city, is addressed 
to the lord of incessantly raining 
Venkatam. Those who master it will 
end all despair, by the grace of the 
lady-of-the-unfading-lotus. (11) 

4.6 / The Friend : On Exorcism 
Tirpparai \ Bhairavi \ Adi 

^'iuUfT«SDQ U-lfTlb CTr^jfh)6?Tlb £> n 0£ ,,l * ) ’ 

^ 6CTGT1 

C^ITUI jn6U JjJcil «£>GTT £jgj60 S> JT}fn fh>GV Gf£,mu 

gjgj C§>f^Gc 3 Tfui); 

Gurrrruun^ g,ndn Qgil jgj ggsuCin!! 

ir>rTujuCurTi7£j 

Cg ) nuufT0>Gjmi7<s > (2j @ 0 jctt <£ltbGng> g^ipiTiu# 

£\ C3> 3 «3> <jQ C3T IT) G £> ? 

Ladies! We have examined well this 
bright-forehead girl, and diagnosed her 
good malaise; her heart yearns for the 
charioteer, who commanded the army 
in fierce battle, and secured victory 
for the five Pandavas. How now can 
we seek a healer? (1) 

$GT>00>£\GiTrr)CG ) ^GUGTT CffjfTUJ ; [B&>& 

Clu0f|, ClgjUJGUlDJ 

^GDtfULj l^rV ^GTSTrhJ^ 

(Si^TTJb GlgjUJOJLD ^{€STTpj ) 

^ftrrnfjlGuj 

@G 11 GTT G< 3 >L.< 9 >, {&** 
@OT>flftdQfbr6lafr^lc0 f fbcarGro Qu^i 
arranmfiCfl’ 1 * 

Alas, you have not understood her 
sickness; a great divinity has possessed 
her, not some mean god for whom 
you dance incongruously. Say clearly 
and sweetly into her ears, “Conch’ 
and-discus . She will immediately 
recover, just see! (2) 
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,@g)J <9>rT£T3Tif>)<OT ^C5TC3>CTTli>IT 

Gsircu (otancnfT^, »^<t 

crgjiffurt^jLD Q^ujgji fpn actt^id 

£g«r>n)0«£lu-|ib g)p GQ>g7TL6lcjr; 

LD^jJ CUfTIT jgjJcpfTLU (ipi^ LDfTUJU iSljfTCTT a>ipcO 
GUffipg)$CTTrTcO 

<^^jGcu gjciic TT a_ibJD Crjjmuft^ii) «^0 
LD©2>glJ ^(^ClD. 

Look here, Ladies! Do not go and do 
wild things throwing flesh and toddy. 
Pay no heed to this wierd gypsy’s words 
of advice. Praise the lord who w'ears 
the Tulasi crown. That alone will 
cure this girl’s malaise. (3) 

erfflTp g>ir ioituj 

GIJiAKmDQI Q^acu QftfTCITiJT^ 1^(7 

o»(fTj(gj C^rriTjjii) iDjbc^ID^ Csfirpjib 

<5»GTT€jr ^>€y)tp5)g)| CT6ST UUJ63T? 

^>0f^i<g>aAG6u fi_Gu0 gj^id 

a_i£Upfb^j)ili_ 

ClCu<7 G«5fTCUCU<£lfT)<f£)GG 

@(SLi«ncrru Gurr^Grj. 

Listening to some wierd hag’s words, 
you throw black and red cooked-rice 
balls on the altar, what use? Recite the 
names of the lord who in a trice 
swallowed and made the worlds. You 
will surely get your daughter back. (4) 

^JcsjanGiTu Ounjjib urfl* §jeii ^cromigj 
<5i0g>Gu <£)OTtgi; cr! 

(£)Cu«n«n^ £»l li Gstfrencu# 

Godjcunruqii uujjt^sitgtt; 

OiGuenSt 4M itA uSl^nssr 

(TUl^g.lTA) 

Qi jfTiqfl. O&nc&T^I (t,ir 

AjcrafluiCm. 

This frenzied dancing is no way to get 
her back, alas! Her large lotus eyes and 
coral lips whiten in fear. Chant the 
names of the lord who killed the rutted 
elephant, and smear white mud on her 
forehead; her fever will subside. (5) 


gsrafliLiiii Cluiny>g,i ^cucsieu i£r lottos, 
,^,0$ it; <£i«5TGnanfirr! 
iSlcsjfliLjii) GpifltftGZrpQi ^euanffo, Qu^^tb 
@g>l .Sisocuitcu; 

iDsnfluqii) c^ierafl $p tornuCTT Sjidit <^)iq £ipj 
OaiTwhiQ 

(yTWc6tc3T UTn)^J ^GUCSTGU SbG&JHen 
§Jgu ^rasningiSiG®,. 

O Ladies, dancing like ones possessed! 
Know that this will be of no avail. 
Her fever will only increase, not 
subside. Apply the dust from the feet 
of devotees. Other than this, there is 
no cure for her spirits. (6) 

<^633Tf*d0<!fc(5) ^10 U)0Jbgfl GTOTTIT)) ^(^10 
{p>n ^,0U> ACTT^ib urjrnu 

01 feJhf dTV3> li tTyl LO CfoCTCTT 0CnClfA5)ULI^llO 

^CSTCDGSTI^It! 

a_cj 77 r^j( 9 )Gu Cl&i & arcing, s>_ 0 )(^ 

(TTC3T LJLU63T? 

SilCOTTrij^lTACTT IDrTUJU lS)IJ fTsST g,lX> 17 GftJgjlL 
CDCucuncDrjCiu. 

To cure her spirits, you sacrifice a goat 
and pour toddy, strike your hands 
and shake your shoulders, what use, 
Ladies?, — like watching the donkey’s 
lips twitch w'hile the grains disappear! 
Listen, go seek the Vedic seers and 
devotees of the lord, now'. (7) 

GlSVgjtb 6VCUGUfTIT0,CffTeTT^ ClffifTCTOT0 

djtcrinGffiSSTfTIT Ql_l(ITjimTfiT! $(IT}U 
UITS,ID UCTuflj,^ g)«U«TT Cj^tllU ^ITftglA 

Ct*ircfTcmrg,| Guntii 

GJ&U) IJGT>pir > g J l SIGIIGU Clsiua,!, o,ch affl>0 

a.6UITlClg, .Jjniij 

Ot’ifCM a\' 0, I?n 

^LpcarinGiu. 

\ ou nux and pour toddy with wasteful 
words and sinful deeds and dance to 
loud music in a frenzy. Oh, this is 
lowly. With the help of Vedic seers, 
worship the auspicious feet of the 
loid of celestials. That wall cure this 
girl’s malaise. (g\ 


497 























THE SACRED BOOK / Divya Prabandham 


^tsnLDuSlarasu cgr dKgucftcii @lLi_ 

(yjipsfilrar £jj> 

(bfripcmo ueu CtarrcOc^l, rgir <^)fflrarr&j 0 

^,0ib Qunrdj (srtsranBG&jOT; 
snpsmcu iSlrrjLjL_|s.(g,Lb Csuni; gij, 

Cc&ircua.gjU) prCg, uj0j,g,i; 
2ar,ij)<snLDuSlGu aOTncsm^lginaT aypsu 

nmjpSgil^OT, a_OTraf)g,Gg! 

I cannot stand and witness your 
heaping hollow praises on some lowly 
god, and wastefully dancing to cheap 
music. Praise the feet of Krishna 
with taste and discrimination, that 
alone is cure for this disease, and 
tonic for seven lives to come. (9) 

IO0QJ sp0 Qffjiiismh 

Q^brrgm^Knr, ^Gusman 

r^l GUGU ncu ; 

Qarrc\je5l, njjib G^ncrr 

06O5UftG,ULJ0Ul e^lGaTSDCilTlSfT 

LD65tcnuu0ib LuonpiaircinrTisnciT, gusoti 

g^Gurjnu^l 

LDC3T63Tear>63T, sjibg))t£\& CJjjbgjIgjgyjUi 

£le,rrtyif£i ^(JiCld. 

O Ladies, do not shake your shoulders 
and vent your passions. This girl will 
respond to no god other than Krishna. 
Praise the king of Dvaraka, lord revered 
by the Vedas. This girl will recover 
and dance in ecstatic worship. ( 10 ) 

Oo>rrpgg)| ^u,iq £,(1 lorarfl ojGro«ng)ia,0 
Otflijgtf, Gtbiriii 

eviigGiin^, Og,rT6u i0ip QJG53T rrs 

vl Ca,nu63i Qflncu 
suiyiojir^ ®«r>oi 

ClG)jrf)l,3»(CTT)UJ 

Q^iliggil ^y,iq.u GDGucufrn ^cwiii 

^ojAaGcn. 

This decad of the faultless thousand. — 
on hysteria, — was sung by the world- 
famous Kurugur city’s Satakopan, freed 
of sickness, worshipping and dancing, 
on seeing the gem-lord. Those who can 
dance and sing these songs will 
overcome depression of spirits. (11) 


4.7 / Svapadesam : The Yoga of 
acknowledging one’s lowliness 

Silamilla \ Des \ Misra Cbdpu 

#cuib @«u«on« ilrSlujCrarGyiib 

Quiflib ™ 0 

Igrnanb 2 _Eren.iriii! (CT,rr«si (y>irg>i9 

gjiiiIiTujcnnn! ciraigi &&& 
ebneorbCojirigiii) ujitot ^) 05 >g)l 

Cftncvj CiDCisfl ftnsTTf Guarrmu; 06 Y 6 $u-jtf> 

Q»,iTcrTGnnGu). 

I stand with hands joined over my h e,u ^ 
and call incessantly, “O Lord-w to 
swallowed-the-Universe!”, “Icon-o 
knowledge!”, “Narayana!”, and nliin ^ 
other names; you do not show' yoursc 
nor call me unto you. Alas, I 301 
wretched low-born, great indeed are 03 ) 
misdeeds. ' 1 ' 

Oa>nOTOT inuGnir @siru Qiairireini) Co> n & 
Jysu 

CjjCTT 6 TrC 6 L)CujrT! aaiQjUJvi) Cl(9ilT<Jiy3TL_ 

QjrrLDCTTrrGQjrT! <H 6 TT(Q) 
ffcjCTT ^frrrcmb rf,C3T uAGyjih fbrrssT 
I^guid 

(h &TOT Loruun! 2_C3T6iTHvIT GTCTt fhGSt T 

cuj, 0 i nruJi^GuJ- 

I stand and call out night and d 3 > ’ 
“O benevolent Lord!”, “Faultl eS ® 
uncontainable-flood-of-joy!”, “O Lo ,c 
who-measured-the-Earth!”, and m 30 l 
such names. Alas, you do not cob 0 - 
Vicious Lord, grant that my eyes mA 
see you! V-' 

PTCIJ gftcjngi $) sfil 63b 63T fl, ffh CtSj$>& , & T n 
GlflUJ^>C3T«fTQ^’ rT< ^' ' , 
g>rr 6 fl €<r> 6 >iajLb Cia>nfflrafTi 

CTTGCTTrrjl eT&yP 

<9«1 cfll Qfb(6V|5t S>..(ff)£l& . 

Cent) r9^» T ff )r,Gt 

i mebl £ ffTcfrrrpi «r^€3T<T)i Oflncucu'ruJ 
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My Lord! I call, pouring my heart in 
tears, “Lord-who-took-the-Eartn- 
in-one-leap!”, “Damodara!”, and many 
such names. Alas, how many 
dark indelible acts I must have done: 
you do not even say, Sinner. , 
when I come to see you. (V 

3-TCOTT Slljjgd S*® 1 &051(ip5>uCu 

a^csafl QatbCluitsSr CiDdfl «tj,g,mii! J0«t©i 

^(fTjGnfTtJLI CT53Tg)J 

g^QJQjn& U - J<? ^ rr 

^Guropcu^J srar 

Cusrafl sunGramn ftiTSOTinnCi-mj iS© a-® 1 !- 
c £^ ij LJ crt C UJ ? 

“My lord of superior golden hue! , 
“Excellence whom even the gods 
through penance cannot see. , thus 
and thus, I cry shamelessly here. Ot 
what use? You do not come before m) 
eyes and show your lotus face. Alas, 
am a lowly serf indeed. w) 

StuuCa! ^tflajirCcsr! 

,5, l_ can go a <s»G«r»i_5>£> 

tuouCsn! 2_c5rC^n6Tiasn!biT<*(S,'"' 3l ® i,ns t L * 

5Slf^)rhjC-ila,ir6U? 6T63T(T}J 

o-uQurH^gjui) asjaiow £" CW^riS 1 

gjjcuiTrr,gj ajeunj >g>i 

©uGunapQb oj£^lt_mu cjaupCwai 

My Father, Bearer of the sharp discus. 
Mighty one who churned the ocean. 
Will it ever happen that I see you with 
your four arms? All the time with tears, 
— my life drying bit by bit, I ce P 
looking. Lord, come right now to this 
hapless self. ' ' 

Cjb"*£l CjbnA^I a_dionoiA 

ujnGSi cwnfti ^dSujsnt.sn 

ibn&jtf, §«iisu®T; ©' T ® Tli> @«“« nso 

2> nstiCg,(tpib CTtfjigUGnL.ui 

•Stjasinajinstucnub 

sTisj(Siii 4> l ® r ® ,c3 


^ ou stand in all beings everyday and 
everywhere, in my body, in my soul 
and in all the things without exception. 
I ponder and ponder, seek and seek, and 
try to see you in my soul. Alas, I have 
only a loose tongue, but no faculty! (6) 

aufteai &<!&&&, c&jftg, Carfj) UJITG5T GT(5«JT<5jj 

iligtiGctt 

f9cD{D5)5> i© n6Tr CP<r^£)ujrTcj>iu 

r0ejTiD6vjLDn<F, Ginoj&gj, 
Gl^^igjJLD fj^lG3TrT}j ( ^|_0|iQ 
Gucn^jcsno j>G2>6fn 

ITjgJJjb gtfj£fUol63T AMolGJijfl ^tbuMT! fFjITQT 

a_QT6tnQTa, 0<9jrTGOTrCi_. 

Lord of fragrant Tulasi garland! In the 
depth of my soul, I see you as an icon of 
pure knowledge. Losing myself in 
thought and recovering time and again, 
through birth and death I have held you 
high, and over-come my despair. (7) 

^E61Rl(^Q^jfTGr3T^, €T«S3t GT)&,ih&1 rfj)G3T 

$ 0 U U n Q, fbJ £h 6TT 0 lf> CO 

ciGftr ^jIgd^jujid £!_cncn y^fj, Q^ncrinQ GJQ&I, 

a_<fEiF)g 1 i 

Qg)fT6doTt_ Crjrrr»ijijECTT ufTiij. _ 60 

10 rT cu 3> g*| CTtG 6H 

cuOT3Tgdg>nuSldT Acroraufl GcMf^Gff,! 

6U £>$ L- 60 60 nG UJ. 

When I see you I shall pour flowers on 
your feet with glee, brought from the 
eight Quarters, praise and praise again. 
And all we devotees will sing and dance 
in joy. O Lord of Tulasi garland, will 
you not come down to this Earth?(8) 

iklC,6V65 t; sjGTrgji ^cuGgugbi; 

ggibucuoT ClcucGcv ^QeOCGufirr: 
«ff,L-QJ€ST cSW,^. ftncuf^C^jnn^jib y^u 

^ 6v ; ; 

iol QiG3Tkj1rbi0aib5irt;3,a>a<.y o, siicOdjlsncjiCujG^ 
^UJlTljLIfTUJ 

Sh\. GL|^6^GfT)63T: <5>rTGij3Tu63T 

nOiOt 0^)gjl c^|€lW>OT^TCyi<\iGl! <'? 
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I have no goodwill, no riches, no 
power over my senses, nor steadfast 
devotion to worship you with flowers; 

I have only a sinful heart. O Sinful me, 

I search, where can I see you, O Lord 
of discus and conch? (9) 

CTOTT^J 

£g|tbu, 

uAdbii fSlarjjj ^GyjffjC^ear; 

u rrcal G uj err ^rtOTT^saTr^CcuCT; 
ifildkf, 0fTCJT QpiTgj^l ^UJ G®CTiyj*£)cn63T 

6TC5T 

g>B>3, 0IT63TS, <b«J5t5>cr7irCsU s,ofin(>j' 

Tears welling, feeling low, I roam and 
look around. Alas, I do not see my lord 
of discus-conch coming. With proper 
mind s eye I shall see and enjoy 
the great icon of pure knowledge, 
light of the Vedas. (10) 

StyjGfilffjlOTTfT) ftfTg,cu §S3TCJTTTGU g,rrU)OTl!7& 

<5><33TC37T£3I QGSTGt/Gifi 
tDm_s, Cl5>C5T 00«n_n icnnjffir 

«lG0,(tu 63T Qsncu 
i §} ajn S> <5><wct p!iBupa,en ^yiSIggigjOT 
Jguus,gjii> 

S^gsuu um^. sususurrrr snsu(£)2>giib 

sjnjicuCfl. 

This decad of the perfect thousand Tamil 
songs, sung by Satakopan of tall- 
mansioned Kurugur city, is addressed 
with embracing love to the lotus-eyed 
Krishna. Those who can sing and dance 
to it with love will ascend Heaven. (11) 

4.8 / The Girl’s condition worsens: 
The Fifth Seperation 

Eralum \ Ptmnagavarali | Ekam 

VSH gjcnnjCiungjjLb /Qananpgigr'iib 

$(2)U> a 1551c, 

EU ^ysrjib arafl * I ldi ion, (S,cuioit 

^< 3 . rj nsjSinGrT 

'f'EU Ji^iuna ;Sl(nji£lg,gji'j t ja> 1 Clff,rruL 

wnn^ncneii aeuijns, mcj.iJI iDflossiD ^onipcii 

^jojGio. 


The offensive well-armed lord has it 
all arranged, to destroy the clannish 
Asuras by the score. The bull-rider 
Siva, the four-faced Brahma and 
the lotus-dame Lakshmi reign on 
his peerless frame. If he does not 
desire my spotless beauty, we have 
nothing to lose. (l) 

toarafl U)non 10 g^ei/cun ujcuiriongii 

S_GT>rT) UJfTITuGST 

^lerafl iflirrarg, g,L euentr^Gansn <^i_co 
2>l -ff>cn^Mu«rr, 

UCiraf) IDTCCTlb iSItSHpuinCu) a^GuiCTlOTu 

UCnfl 0(9>fTGT3Ti_ 

uiesifliomucOT &eutjns, uil. Qjb<g,,»iTcu 

0tD(T)6L] ^gcuClD. 

The gem-hued lord with mountain- 
like arms bears the Fierce discus. The 
peerless lotus-dame Lakshmi resides on 
his chest. He has taken me into his 
service fully. If he does not desire my 
frail heart, we have nothing to lose. (2) 

IDL Q(b 0 «ircu (gsnjDsn gjcucu n 

iDS.OTgniijQaijgj, 5^0 Guiiiarfl 
sfilc- 21©9 (yicnsu s-cnojsg, ifig, iQnaxs 

uu U(5 

Gansrt uijibui(nji_aT 
ClijjQiDfrujOT asujir a igcsniDuSlcnsO 

(^onipcn ,[§«uCin. 

The great lord who sleeps on the 
hooded bed has mountain-like arms. 
He is the wonder child who drank from 
the breasts of the ogress Putana, — 
who came disguised as a loving mother. 
It he does not desire my comeliness, 
we have nothing to lose. (3) 

iSonBuStairrsO ©an;^, 

uanerarg, Gstrdi ioi_uiSlatcT>o" 
Q> i<rrai!Du9«Trrcu (ipcnsu ^cnemo,not Quit© 
efilraiL slip a_®.ci>S> 

acmrDuWnn & cun sl 0s,ona, ftOTl 

<5>l^ C(9,fTc0 

sanouSIcjrrriT s.o,ij r.® g.cJlft 

(^sCT) ITi Clj ^CuClT) • 
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The lord wears a pearl necklace, and 
robes dyed red. He carries a milk-pail 
and a grazing staff. He deftly subdued 
seven fierce bulls for the joy of 
embracing the breasts of comely 
fvJappinnai with bamboo-slim arms. 
If he does not desire my pink cheeks, 
we have nothing lose. (4) 

gvftn rglfT)5>2>fTsu ^cvojfT^ 

^«nff)uSlcO €51 cttul.| a_n)r D 
^crflCiuDni^lujfTcrT ftngisrmDfTA 

U5CV.»ITg, <^CUf^l«3,«0 ftifiip (ipujujcjr 

*l-CV> ^fTCUg,gj 

^irflL&<5>5» n ’C3T 0>c\jijng) c^f^G&carncO 

0cnn5c^ @cuGio. 

The lord of exceeding perfection bears 
the fragrant Tulasi crown. For the 
sake of the beautiful sweet-tongued 
Sita in confinement, he burnt the 
fierce demon Ravana s ocean-girdled 
citv. If be does not desire mv mind, 
we have nothing to lose. ' (5) ’ 

^ifilefflisunsu ^gsGcurr 

Ijjnwass.nn' <Sir51uj, 

Clrj,ifl vrcucumb a_«ngg, S| 4)^,^ 

© fIcn a?j! 

(gjrfjlui icaOTT 2_(i*> <35^* Qs,tr0ri, C^ncmicCi 
jalcuib 

,£lr§l 8>aiijno> <£lenn gmflujna, 

(f>CT>rjei) gsuCu). 

So that thinking men in the wide world 
may know, the lord, — a great figure of 
knowledge, — expounded the paths of 
truth. He appeared as a clever manikin 
and took the Earth in three strides. 
If he does not desire my youthfulness' 
we have nothing to lose. ((,) ’ 

iflsiTii s^srfliuocv (SjGnjD&i gt; Sueur ^ifl 

*_< 2 >OiitiuA <0amrj,g>, cr^g,,, 
/OcniT «g«rfluj ^'rFaafliuSJtgj 

lOniTULO 

a-Afijg, 

CUCTTfT C^xnflui ff>63T6X) <2)^1 CUCDLDLJ ff| Ujcjr^ 

•ocrafl 

GJJfilTIT 6p><jfluJfTi8T d>6)jgiT£, Cliff] CVJCT>6TTiuiTC0 
(0)0*2)01 ^cuGin. 


He burst fonh as a fierce lion-form 
exuding immense power, and tore 
apart the radiant wide chest of Hiranva 
with great relish. He bears the 
resplendent discus and conch. If he 
does not desire my jewelled bangles, 
we have nothing to lose. (7) * 

CUfft GU«nOTUjfTCU (2)CDfT)6T| ,@CUCVjrru Q U 0 
(ipipi>^rrcu ^ L_f^j<9,n€j>g 

crifl c^ipcuib i_|0> asafl, rglcuii) ^gst 

giHun 

Q^jtflcij ^rfltu ilciicar, i 9 gu>cjr, ^togrr C^rraT 

G$if) i_|&iprTC 5 T Acugrr^ CiDftcncuujfTcv) 

0 CT»fT) 6 l| ^JCVlClD. 

The lord of great fame holds a coiled 
conch. A great booming sound issued 
from it, which destroyed the rebellious 
Kauravas. The three gods hailed it 
saying, the world’s miser)' has ended. 
If he does not desire my jewelled belt, 
we have nothing to lose. (8) 

Gios,GT>euajnsu gjcnirj&i @«ue»nr, QtocSlcn 
2 -S 5 JD *ia«u ^i«V 0 «o 
CulTAtSACTl L.(Alj>2> £>£>£?>& sfilrtjsu «UHCHI«3T 
quni) 

t&n&l&cn&g, liSl gOCU fT£3 tGLJ (TGV, a_GU(£) 
eisucucnb jbcii(£) epglfcje, 
C,tu(T{£j ^isncanrcurrcsi thGuijng, a_i_ibiSlGifTrT6u 
(gcnjxq @a>Cu). 

The lord who cut asunder the arms of 
the mighty Bana, — father of slender- 
waisted jewel-belted Usha, — lies on a 
serpent-bed, engaged in Yoga to ensure 
the world’s good. If he does not desire 
my body, we have nothing to lose.( 9 ) 

2—i— iolSIgotitgu (a,onrrxq j§)cusuir 2_uSlir 

L 9 ifl<Tj 2 > iDGncvi 5 >gt)araTi_ ib 

^L-£»5)®JTCljncO gjJGwfl UCUCUfT, c£Hdi<JIT 

(fjipnib £_ &>&)&) 

g>i_ib LjancG ^cnt_ypi^iijc 3 T gjcafl 

2—CDfDu^ub 

S-uibu) a_«nt lurror Acugrra, 2L_uSlff)63Tacu 
(£)Gr>»DCt| ,@coGio. 
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With great relish he cut to pieces many 
huge-bodied Asuras by the clan, and 
laid them like lifeless rocks; the mat- 
hair Siva with the torrential Ganga 
reigns in solitude on his right side. 
If he does not desire my life, we 
have nothing to lose. (10) 

a_uSlrflGffnrsu JgJcucurr £_cu(£> Gjip 

(JiggT gg^l GTT 

^uSIit QsinaratQaniiu s 2 _aran_n«siisiro, 

(£>(2)3«-rff<5l_C;M!u63T 
Qaifilii <@su QsnsO ^snaumcncu ^uSIrja.gjcn 
,@u uj^nei) 

svuSlaii Gsit iSIjbuli agj CTiojg^sjiii 
Ib6OTT6W)jCuCfJ. 

This decad of the faultless thousand 
songs on the lord of the Universe, by 
Satakopan of Kurugur city, is addressed 
to the lord who ate curds and butter. 
Those -who can sing it will cut asunder 
birth and attain Heaven. (11) 

4-9 / Svapadesatn : Speaking 
to the lord 


<^},g3J sjxOTtpj ^irfjlGiuar 

^cnonTajauj! ^HiincirCrat! 
<5tn_LDrrGrr) sfilffnQftcjjTL-rruj ^ 

(2) f§) Q 5» n 6J3T C u 

Kith and kin heap destruction and 
death, cheat each other, fall and 
weep; what ways are these? O Lord 
on serpent couch, I see no way for 
myself. Heed my prayer, find a way 
and call me unto you, quick! (2) 

Qtf>rT65!Jn_ fTll^lb, (£j€Uli) Lj6T>63TCL|lb, 5> lD ^ 

22_(T)1T)!TI7 

CLlOTST^ (2jtpCUfT(€TF)lb ID63^63T 

gi ti^l IT LD (TtLij2>cC> 

.^fbCfDCST 2L_6U(£j ^|JJfT)^# 
<jm_c0clj6ottct3tit! 
uejcfiCuCufTco 5»(r^2>rrgjj q czn 

5<uluu ucrjflCl^ncfrG^* 

Gaily, friendship, kith and kin. 
bountiful wealth, flower-tressed women 
and household, — they all depart at 
death. O Lord of ocean-hue, 1 cannot 
bear this world, what ways are these. 
Do not treat me as in the past; pray call 
me to your sendee, quick! (V 


Nannadar | Nadanamakriya \ Adi 

5 >GTCTGiS 5 TrT£fTn (ip!£D gu oSluu, rj-jcu 2 _rr>fT)rTiT 

CTOTJT gijjng, g,jujrr «as3i6Tt3,g ) ib gjsmeu crsitOT 
2-aj<0) ^'“Jibcna,? 

o>SEFtiann«nrr! 3>i_eu aCTH-H^mL! 2_er o^Co, 
su(5)ii> uifla, 

a,«rarca3ins)jngj ^mCirjcmraru usmrfl *ejjTumij 
onuirrCg). 

Strangers laugh and good friends 
weep, over countless miseries the world 
heaps; what ways are these? Lord with 
beautiful eyes who churned the ocean! 
Show me quick the path to your feel, 
°t give me death. (1) 

ffnji Qs.G'w S>® rr>rr)mt 

nijgji 

ibgjj ^cvjrbrpjtb fycsinj gigbigst 
a @«urfjcnft! 


Q5>nrcTT CTcyr^j £)€nfri&$j Qu0^ 

Q<5Guguud Clrjj^ug 3^ 
Qftrrcrr cTOTripj g,iDii) 

a_eu0 g>iuCD<^*- 
gugttgttGcu! iDesaflojs’jijiOTrm! sl_ctt 


ffU0LDU^ <9 ' 

GucncncO Qaiugjj ^iqCiuGnczn 

c^0(mn6u cun i^^nCiu. 

Great wealth kindles raging fire s 0 
desire, then wraps the world > n 
cover of darkness all aroun^ 
Benevolent gem-hued lord, what wa) 
are these? Wean me by your grac e ’ 
and gift me your feet. w' 

suites, ig(t insult a_si>.£lcu iglrr>i , 

s ii^n&Gn i9a)ui i ^fpt it |lj 

ppui inei) g,a,irijc |Siis r @£ ||L£ ’ 
tri4ig) ^JsotGiocu Qsu.ii ®03>ii>; @‘= nC ”, 

STG510T ULCU^ 

o.nnif &, stwicin ig .u«raflsiisjsTS83nT' ^.qG.i K " 


H>EU 


I At.*' 


.O" 
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In the world that blossomed from 
the deluge waters, all beings suffer the 
pain of birth, death, disease and age, 
and after that, hell; what ways are 
these? Gem-hued Lord, pray do not 
forsake me, take me to you. (5) 


You show yourself and vanish. You 
make the world, and with it, Earth, 
Water, Fire, Air and Sky. May I cross 
the great sphere, abode of the gods, 
and reach your radiant high-feet. 
O, When will that be! (8) 


uajuAdfl, eveu 

0 rTGiiTrpj 2 _<nrrru(Tj 
e£in>uQ U fT0Gr)GTT ^"IT; @63160 

6TG3T63T 2_6V(£) @UJrt)CT)/J>! 

jSbjjSTtQj ^piq. ixj nCoGJi! 60631 63 tGuj6di631 

S2_637ft0 c^l^CDLD 
^<D*05>rTOTini_nuj; @63^ <n<aT ^it 

^ (Lp G 5>! uj 0 cmrG uj . 

They would forsake, chain, beat, kill 
and eat, without ever realizing the 
truth, what ways are these? O Lord of 
Tulasi crown, my ambrosia! Sinner that 
I am, you changed me and took me into 
service; now call me to your feet. (6) 

s%Giu! @60 2_60<£h<I)gj) f^fpuCOTGULD 

$rfl<2DOTTGljU) 

SGuj; lorrjrpj 6p>0, Ol_JfT0^6n)li> @63110 jS 
f£) dfl n} 631 LD UJ IT 60 

C^rrCiu Qpui_j iSljD^M iSIgwAGuj 

GTtrarnjj @63 igu ££>i0u!, 
GujQ<MT€TT 1 ^<U^GlU6iFi63T! 2_6U5>LD 

IT l! Gl_G6\J . 

When you are yourself the sentient and 
the insentient in this world, existing 
for no reason, other than itself, pray 
do not show me a wicked world-scene 
of disease, age, birth, death, and misery. 
Call me, you must! (7) 


0£T>rj 0tpGu5>ch; @63iinGujn0ii) 
Q0jfTipfT6II631A ClflUJgil 
^6316301UJniif! ^iq.GuJSplh 
^^6)1631; 

C&UU_GDdb 67CV>6UfTli) C0(^S>££lJ GT63T63163T £L_63T 
^)06mq.Guj <SMJD»bg)) a_ipeu5> 

<3«YlL(^ ^ffluj £0060II}«5>ACTT 3G\ L-14631631 
2>fTC3T <9>633 tGi-Gg3T. 


O Lord on serpent couch, you make 
even gods roam without redemption. 
1 know this too. Shearing me of my 
desires, you have made me bear your feet 
and roam. I now see that I am inseparable 
from your precious lotus feet! (9) 


assn®, C*L.® 2-jip, CinnijjgD 2-6®t® 

2_ipgi|LD Sgnij0>060 
5>6wri. gearuii), Ogjiflsii 

@6VJ6Un^ il(T)r063lUli) 
££>637T Q^fUq-LUrTGil 0LD.9i (6TT>tC) f£lL|G(.D 

f0cunr02)u 

0,63311 B$n ft633lQufTL^Il£)G«>^ r ; 5>G;5>63T 

S_63T $061Jlq.Gu>. 

1 have experienced the pleasure of 
seeing, hearing, touch, smell and taste, 
and the limited joy ot heaven that lies 
beyond the senses. Only you and the 
fair-bangled Lakshmi are permanent. 
My Lord, what a wonder that I have 
attained your lotus feet! (10) 


€ w<bg,i s2-iflii9u> 

0,fT GO 

^ ^ !% G<})Gi>0 3 g}\ @6iDioUuinn trump 

3,63*1 (ipL-am 

ufleafleo ^« n63T ^ 

** «' 0 ^rflw 6T^0fr63T 9 jii) 

0<n L ©jflCui ( 


^006111^ €81 UJ IF) fTIT633T631€3T G<5>«961l6in63TU 

UQ0AI €31 (1 

d0(rt}6OUJ C^ITGlJ^I , G)0(ipnii0)(0<96Y (T0 

3 L G^nu 1731 

^)0€UmCu>6O SL-<antJ£,& gjtfillp c=H)USlIT <9,0,1€T1 

,@u 

$06VliqGuf < ^€i)ll_€tli<5»0fi': $06)Jlq 

b^<i3TlT)| ifilVuGSl. 
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This decad of the thousand pure Tamil 
songs, by prosperous Kurugur city’s 
Satakopan, is addressed to the feet of 
effulgent Narayana, Kesava. Sung with 
humility, it will secure the lord’s feet. (11) 

4.10 / Svapadesam : Speaking to 
the world 

Orman \ KnnXalavarali | Misra Cbapn 

G^gliis a_oj(g)ii> s>_u51(rc)ii) 

ujiTgjih ^sucurt 

2>r7OT(y)e,OT g,sitClciT(igl 
a_cuGair01 a_uSi(r uGni_d,g,nc5T. 
(ajsSTnjii) Curtsu iDssjfl ujrruib 

jS™ 2> c^SuiSItjnrar iglps,, i D&eniDg 
Oswsmi, S>nQl£lCrj? 

Then, when none of the gods, worlds, 
beings, and aught else existed, he 
made Brahma, — with him the gods, 
worlds and all the beings. He stands 
as Adipiran, in fair Kurugur where 
jewelled houses rise like mountains; then 
what other god do you seek? ( 1 ) 

cucs3rr»j^ii) Clg,iijcu^y)u> a_ii)Gr>LDiLiii) 
(iprat ufflOLj,g,rtraT, 

^0 4«>jp ,^$ui5Iii<t63t 

ClBsfl s._€«nn) CfijfTuSIcu 
ii)rri_ iDfrcrflcTt^, ^ui 

" rZHGjGnGZTU 

L,rT,£ l <=H,U}U Ufjfifits Q^60t8c5T5>CTT 
uco a_eo£n; i rgft-.Cg). 

O Men of the world! Then he created 
you and the gods you worship. With 
unending goodness and fame, he resides 
willingly in Kurugur, temple town 
with balconied mansions all around. 
Sing and dance and praise him, 
roaming everywhere. (2) 


UfJJT)5, Q^UJCU^tptb , UJfiU 21 GU(9)tb 
2_L.CcST 

jgi_2>2>£J 
acwT^ub Q^crfluj^cCjc^^; 
^lgf^Ja,6TTfT6U ^UigiT CUCUTr^J^LD 

^(5«>{5)(2)aSVlT ^§>gy6TT 

ugeaT ugu 2_gu^it! 

£^GUGJ"1GYJ Cu5-tflC63T- 

He made all the gods and all the worlds, 
then in a trice swallowed all; then hid, 
issued, traversed, and shifted all. O Me* 1 
ol the world! Now speak! Knowing this, 
do you still not understand? Other 
than his form in Kurugur, worshipped 
by the gods, there is no lord. P) 

Cu3 jgleiirr) <f1ojcoj,s,g ) ib iSlrnoeSr 
S«nA(g,ib tSl5)rT*(£,ii) 
fbn\u<?»C3T j^cuGcit; <5>urTcu fr>c0 

3> «njT0 Q 8 , JT OT3T0tfjl gjr • 

Ga,s ion iD^lerr ^1^0 .^yu 

^l(2)S,00sn.rr 

rr-3C3ruTTcu 6£>n ^suib uemn^cu gtctt 

UJ ii<5>G&? 

He is the lord of Siva, Brahma and the 
other gods you speak of. See this fo r 
yourself in Kapala Moksha, the 
redemption of Siva. Now how does it 
help the Linga-worshippers to speak 
ill of the lord, who resides in radian 1 
Kurugur city surrounded by walls?(+) 

H}iL<_ cigircrai^,^0ii) 

QjfixSlr^gjj currgjj O^ujc^ira^T^a) 

^l&lAJCUypiX) tQiGSI ip^Tt^T 

‘JJoSljTjgy AQiifi CuAlD 

* r^gl ^Tir WTT 

QufT&Sl{b^ (0C5Tm iSlgrT«r ftsraricir 
t o | uiTiu ^jcucyicu. Gi 

Look ye, all those who quote the Li* 1 ^ 
Purana, Ye Jainas and Bauddh*) ^ 
Instead of arguing endlessly. ° j (J 
praise to the lord who stands 
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Kurugur, where tall ears of paddy sway 
gently in the wind like whisks; he is 
you and all your gods, this is no lie. (5) 

Gumboil mrbnjj 6£iT G^ujqjlq Gucratu 
L|!Da>$il0 2_ubcnu> ^otCsit 
C snjrSl onsusagi) srcuej^'i) cS0 ClunjnjTSi) 

a_cu0 ^sucncu «isjtCrr>; 

Gsjjigla, Qs^iGl^tfu aiocuib $pni(S) 

Aia,gi[CTt 

^>232) Oj&jGucuejr ldetuji i> &67sr\an 

dJiS'ibgi) g> 0 iSC« 3 T. 

't ou who desolately worship lowly 
gods have been relegated to this, 
because if liberation is given to all, there 
will be no world then. This is the sport 
of the clever lord of Kurugur city 
where golden paddy and lotus flowers 
abound; figure this out and run! (6) 

ucu iSlfDumh 

lO/T)0) tfp>lT Cl<5>LL'QJlb 

u,Tl % eH^u uG0ui4«>fT€0 

< 9 >GRT \ 2 n 

^ '4 curTCjTcuiT cjg)g>fQesTn3 

^^CpJCTT 

M€tt Q*nuj (y}ns ) /§6 } Q 

Running tirelessly, taking numerous 
o>rths, worshipping lesser gods, you 
have tried so many paths to truth; now 
become servants of Adimurti, lord of 
Kurugur, whom the celestials in hordes 
st and and worship. The beautiful 
Garudj dances on his banner. (7) 

^0 fearer* car* ackjtl 

LOrm^AGfirrCi iuG3T ^qjcjtgst 

tSlrjfTjgpiLb c^^2>j 2_uju.»a> Q«>iT«raTt-,g»J 

Qjfrafni)tf53TCTT ^^rr,C<sn; 

° ls >" 0 ,( 0 , ^cun g,L Lb ancny) CajeSIg, 
e^j^i'iiSIrjrTear a>/r>cr>n)a, 

Cl 5 ; UJ Qj ll> «sfilcTTti>l_l^tiCfJ. 

Then ii was Narayana’s grace which 
Protected Markandeya, when he took 
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refuge in the naked-god Siva. When 
the great Adipiran stands in Kurugur 
city surrounded by stork-white 
Pandanus hedges, what other god 
do you praise? (8) 

^ytjj aifiujyub ^iotcu ^^blinib 
LD2>©Jii giSjrufieO 

^CTTJTjgjj 5>rT6TOTl_fT)0 ^fflujQT 
<^$UlSllJITC5T ^LD(f»jli) 

CU CTTlbO 9i IT6TT <g,C73TUCDCS5T ^OJ 

a-CTTibQ^fTCTT^fTcsTgLgji cdqj ibifUcar a_ii)cmD 
2_lUHJ5>Q<5»tT653T(^ GurT0r$Gco. 

The six expounded doctrines and those 
like them cannot fathom him; thus he 
sits, as Adipiran in Kurugur surrounded 
by beautiful fields. If you seek 
liberation, bear him in your heart.(9) 

2_tT)jGUgil CTgj Gg>6l|lb CT6U 

2_C05>nit5»f€TT)Lb l0£}fT}lU) g>G3TUJTCU 
LOgXg'cO ^p«T5,^lCujn0 «£>£>£] 

f£lc3TJT)taj6jn'CS3TLb l£l<T)(S,G«J, 

(tf,r§)uj LDfTGTJT S_0 I^STT (£)Lffi 

^CTT QtflUCijGgj. 

He contains within his faultless frame 
all gods, all worlds and all else. 
He resides in fertile Kurugur where 
paddy and sugarcane grow tall. He 
came as a manikin, he danced with an 
array of pots. Service to him alone is 
fit and proper. (10) 

^,cn -j'UujfL, iSlafTcnesTfi Carry^ci;--^. 

cijgwt n<?>i9>Tnfc’jr 

(bncn AiDip io<£kp ld rrcDCu ojniTiSlGrrcsT, iofTiDC3T 
ffL.CAnu0i 

Gcuilc^aMurreu Q^nernar «_im_ eu ^s^uSlggjgjicn 

«j«0cunn 

anem&yfbQi Lonr^^n iarr>fDgjj 
win^aj^jjGcij. 
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This decad of the faultless thousand 
songs, sung with love by Kurugur city’s 
Maran Satakopan addresses Adipiran, 
lord of discus and Vakula flower- 
garlands. Those who master it will 
have access to the other Vaikunia as 
well, the city of no return. (11) 

5.1 / Svapadesam : The Sixth 

Union 

Kaiyar ) Kurinji | Matyam 

crdr <g>^LDr€*jfl.fj>5>Gin! 

CTCSTrQj 6T65TlT)J 

(oluniijGiu 6ir)<9»LD6?DU) OarTGudJlu i_jf[)GjD 
MJdCid <^13 

CTIldiuCuj QurbClfprTi^lrjjG^cjr; 

ffunujftifQcaTjy a>rTULjfTa 
gGuj fT 1 cSjOTUtgott iSlrjadn! ^onipGujn 

GurrOTfrGcu! 

Uttering, “Holder of bright discus!,” 
My gem-hued lord!”, and many such 
shallow praises, I roamed and danced, 
and attained the truth. Who can 
prevent what fortune favours? 
My Lord, Krishna, if you leave me 
now, will I let you go? ( 1 ) 

Curtrarnuj ix>n e>( 3 $eji jbQGoj! cran 

Gluitcucurr iocotAGuj! 
Cg/.osi! ^(ipCa, cTsiijjj tirarCp ^l«u 

*1 Clfftrcuoi, 

sTib Q. j^iunrar ^msiiot cicii ^< 1,1 

sunGsot, urn iQguGid uinjrpiib (ipibgjjtb errai 
S 2 _eilCTtciirGcii. 

1 only spoke false words like, “Oh, 
you entered the Marudu trees!”, “My 
Uncut Gem! , My ambrosia, sweet 
as honey!”. Lo, my lord himself has 
become me. The sky and Earth and 
all else are within me! (2) 


&_6TT6TX£3T LDfbn^l 2_ffTTCJjfT, I^ClD eflcu iDrOuli) 

Gsitgug^ 

ClJGTTenCU LDGfijflciJGijffrCTaxGGST! GTCTTQI CTGTfGfn 

OTT CT) (jJTlLj L£> QI (d) <ffl <fj> (5) bD 
&GTTCTT U)63TUD ITTFjC#, £■ CTT>CTT/i. 

Q(5irT673T(^l S> 1 J 1 ^Cl^rrifffoCftcgx 

Q6)icrT6TT2,g,i ^Gncsin&i£)L.is>$iULj! 

S_ 637 Gift 63T (afil lL(,T 6yT05>rT6ri61lG63T? 

I uttered in lip-service, — while inside 
was something else, — a few lies like 
“Benevolent Lord, Gem-hued Lord” and 
such words. Shedding my deceiving 
nature, I have seen you, and found 
liberation. O Lord reclining in the ocean, 
now what other refuge do I have? (3) 


6T63T 0<3»rTCXT6)j63T S_6376<T>63JT 6fi1ll(T, > i?6 T 63 T g)l , - D 
6U ROih r*jj (h 6TT O^rrCUoSllMLD 
OJCITT <9>6TT6llG63T63X iDCTTgjCDg, Qj6^12,^1 <5> 
0>673T633T I^P 
Q550X^15,6506)IgjGg, 

(£.9>5><‘£lG0CcvGtf T i 

6T6?fT<3>6iyjT ID oSl 63Tlij 0 |<ff> g)| 6TtS3T6Ji637<‘j’ 

<go.6fi1^i(ffj6TTrriL AOTTTtTnnGc^ ■ 

Though I say words like, “What other 
refuge do I have”, — the rogue that 
I am, — I have not the power to wean 
my soul from the world, nor strengthen 
my heart, nor dry my tears, ant 
move closer to you. My Krishna, rid m e 
of my dross and call me unto you. (4) 


0j 6WT 6337 iSlrjfT 631637 6l9 68TJT G 633T ft IX 

<fX>^Xj«DrTM3fidj>«9>2)6a->2, . 

fbGOTT65oflu^lD fb6ff3T6337<£lcvjG6U637; 

a.L ibt9ci> ,@ L 

^jl6J3T6337lD bfbOi <3h1ii).U U6U 

6U63T 

1 |630!631633T lD61T?jT)U I ClJfflfTjgjj <S7G3T6iDC< fT L | ^ * 

OT)6n2,2,rxiu, 1 

O Krishna, Lord of celestials, dark-^ ^ 
ambrosial delight! I have reached > cl ^ 
yet not attained you; between u s 
have placed a body, tied me to it seen 1c 
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with strong cords of Karma, plastered 
the wound neatly, and cast me out into 
this deceptive wide world. (5) 

LIJ3LD 

(jpcnrr) iLir TOiCSUh ui^cuc^Lpuj* acott® 

Q £h n otutCI l_ n ijil C 2> on ; 
fQfbkb a_<snuiu fljfrcu 2> l ^ G^rrcf! G#tmu 
QjrTUJ Cl«5lUllJ ff)(TlOC7>(J«9i thGffl 
t^fDlb (IPUJGU 5 »(T^ClDC3^ 

^liDiDfTOT 1 g> C3TCin 63 tC LU. 

O Dark-hued Lord, you have embraced 
me all over! My strong Karmas of 
repeated miserable births have ceased, 
f nave seen to my satisfaction your 
four radiant arms, your red lips and 
lotus eyes, and the discus of cause-effect 
in your hands. (6) 

cHlblDITSfft ^SH^UlSlirrTGST «^CUC3T CTGU 

£>£>fT£3T? UjnOTT «^4,<T? 
CTfcb lijn UfrcfilILMTA0U) OjrTUJA&lonTpj 

ei/ruu0>0ib &OTDTi£.n; 
®r><5»l£>tflfr giJC3TL| (TiIj CT6'3ti^J 

QCFi CDU,ef^gilCt- 

Gioujii iditgO ^Qium^fbCp^j^ 1 ; subiSlrifTipjii) 
ctc?! CincurrCraT. 

The lord of discus, the overlord, - 
where does he belong, who am I? Simply 
calling, “Saviour of (he elephant with 
hands my over head, I have become his 
true lover; he too has become mine. 
However strong the Karma, when his 
grace comes, it shall come, just see!(7) 

oiDcun<5i Cg)Cnifl'&|gnj)L0 rCJ)c\j£Gg»sii0ib 

Gi£>G®3)G5>fl^yjii> 
'Xmcurrri cuij >$$ ggGSitbnen ^u^Ciucsi 

LD C3T (SJT rT IT ; 

G.£»gCi 6JU.I 5)6JraTC33f1ui(rbLD OiJ0lb GjCUClili 

'••lOajrrg, 0,rTti> g,ri^6ing>u^Lb jhgxiGij 

'g^&jrrGrj. 

The lord worshipped by celestials and 
monarchs has come this day and 


occupied my lowly heart. Henceforth 
he is my Mother, my Father, my 
children, my wealth, my fish-eyed 
women and all else. (8) 

c^JjGlJfTIT cWjIT gjjCDCTifT? GTCTTfrjj ^CDCU »^n<9i 
<5»i_^)6rr ^i^jbgjjLD 

(Fja^inuj Gurrcu iSlfDcfil^i^L-g^GTr fQcrrrrjj 

r£,rTGtrr ^icnnijtfh 

G5>GL| c^i,IT G(9>lTGU;2»Gg)fT®lb 

a (Tii^QGoTa® ib 

cT«rrp ^0orCWiLJg)i ^iqCuiQeijTtTQiii 
(tG C3T . 

Like a ship caught in stormy ocean 
signalling in distress, I stood 
shivering in the ocean-of-birth and 
called. With exceeding grace and 
divinity, he heard me and came to 
me, with a conch and discus in hand 
and became one with me. (9) 

5^)4^631 IT63T c 2M J (^63r>l_UjrT6aT GTCTTrpJ c)|ooC<J) 

Q*fT6J3T® se_a>fbg>l sujb&i 

5jrrGc3T QsUJg)J 6TCOTCTT63T 

(ipfi)!D6HU> ^nsjr^iSJTiTGjT; 
iSdn ^LU, ^Gmmqib ^t,tu, rF»ailrhis,(ipiii 
^tu, (£)fDCTT ^UJ 

5 , rrgar ^it Gj63TQpib ^uj , gyb c @€3TC3nb 

(•hlFIT £)J (jOdl &4illG(J3T. 

Seeing that he had a faithful servant in 
me, he came elated. By his own sweet 
grace, he became one with me. The 
dark lord who came as the fish, the 
turtle, the man-lion, the manikin and 
the wild boar, shall come again as Kalki 
too, just see! (10) 

a>un GiJGwnciOTffar 3 ) < 1 'WTfo'»mSl(T»TG3i 

<9>LDCk>5>g)i-fb)5>Gr3t6J3TOT T gjCSTiff'SBT 
6JTT GUGTT fipCm T0 01 G0>m. >6ST 

Gtf ntOTOTi 

jTit cncwji gottis spctrar^i^lip^tSTi 

^uSl rig>g)l CTT $u 1 l$£lU> 
^iT^jtinnOTaT^fljfTcu a-tfrnjuLirTiV 

i_|(^G)ifTiT Ql ifroSItbGflh. 
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This decad of the thousand pure Tamil 
songs, by Satakopan of Kurugur 
surrounded by bullock-ploughed fields, 
addresses the dark hued lord of lotus- 
red eyes. Those who sing it shall rise 
and attain his lotus feet. (11) 

5.2 / Svapadesam : A vision of 
perfect joy 

Polika | Gambbiranata \ Adi 

CluroSla,! QuiraSla! GutoSIs, 

GuiruSljbfrjj «ugu a_uSliiiS si ruti>; 
5>aSlit|to ibaaopii eni bi>g>; 

5>e>g)iA0 ujn-gj sparjyii) 

<(g}cucn«u; 

a>oSliL|ii) Q*0 id; acrerQ QfttiamQifleir; 

—€\J(.)JG7JTOTuT(rjT LDGJSlClfJGO 

maSluju q02>gl J§cn0 umq 

^t,iq S-ifilajs, asrotGunib. 

Hail! Hail! Hail!, gone is the curse of 
existence. Hell has relented, Yama has 
no work here anymore; even Kali shall 
end, just see! The ocean-hued lord’s 
spirits have descended on Earth in 
hordes. We have seen them singing 
and dancing everywhere. (1) 

q'utG i_rib, 0>€73 tGi_ (Tib, dfeeT&TGi_mb; 

ILIOTT ftOTUrGl—fTLD J 

OfiirrOTuTif* it; £tgu©l> 0U> curnfiT; 

Q^rr^g^j Qg,rT(t£gjj fQcarffiJ 
QJ€y5T0 r^fT g)€Tjr ^ti) gjLpmurrafT 

lOrr^GUG3T njj^GTT lD«raTClD6U 
I J«niT5,rT€3T I jfTy* j9«5TO)J <^ 1,14U 

1 ^Irn^ejirrj^Goi. 

We have seen sights that are sweet to the 
eyes, yes we have, yes we have! 
Come devotees, offer worship, praise and 
shout in joy. The spirits of the Tulasi- 
wreathed Madavan are roaming the 
Earth. They are seen standing, singing 
Pann-s and dancing everywhere. (2) 


«$ff)u4i£> 5>6iSlina.iD 

Gg)!nm<5>GT7 eFjrr^ipib l_|{^j>^xl 

Guffluj 

CurflCTTu Octjgttgttlq Qu0ft 
(yJ^GUCUGnjTCTJTOTT CTlbIDrT63T 

«sl_60«ajeyjTOT7TG5T L^bfbJSjGTT lD«3^* lDCVJ 

,@ffluju M(^)(bgu uruq. 

g'L.ib Q&rrGjjn GStG^* 

The rolling age of Kali is ending, the 
gods have also entered. The golden 
age of Krita is beginning, and joy* s 
flooding the land. The spirits of mV 
ocean-hued lord have come singing 
songs. They cramp the Earth am 
occupy every nook. P) 


Gaitert suHusang, CTdsumi 

6T0g>^J3> ft€!DSTTCUG3T CcJllGw, 
^l_LD dhl_6U UCTlGlfliJ Qu0lDfTS3T 

nil 5 , C err ' 

<$■ @0fbgxHi) 

<£df)lb UGYJUGY) UrTirp 
2)i. urQJbgjjii), 

2>ITt_&lb Cl <5 UJ <£r>l G3T fT)GnCCl>- 

All the heretic schools of though 
are being cleared like weeds. Th< 

spirits of our mighty ocean-reclinmS 

lord are singing many, many songs- - 
lying, sitting, standing, walking, fly 10 ; 
and dancing, they are performing 
miraculous plays. M 


(4) 


OstijiClOTtDgji CTsji g,OTiTgmig,0 epesiGp 
^si, 2_eu&g>£) 
cy)ca0(T>5,OTT y^rsiftGsir 

iDniLia^lianjicu cT(ii0ib idcSt® 0 ’ 
gjujiD g’SSTjji gicutincu; &\ija,g,n 

a_iiiu|ib <ai«r* ^cuoticu, Clg, rt OTTicA; 

satifl Oi-mjiT2,^0ii Os, aifrGP' 

The lord’s spirits have miraculou 5 ^ 
entered the Earth. They sta° . 
everywhere, their acts alone occupy 
my vision. Have no doubt. Devote^ 
if there are Asuras and Raksh-'V. 
among you, there is no escape; tm. 
days will end in death. 
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QdF>rrC3T^J 2_uSlft 2_€75T^^Jlb 6fili9fT^l 
UGDtfJj, !_.<£!, ^LLiOTT GTCVJGUfUT) 
rfjlcTTfpj J 2 _G\J^gO 5>lq.GUfTS3T 

Cfrjl^lu lSl<JfT6ST g,U)«T CuiTl^rTIT; 
5>63T(TJJ U‘"Uq u^ii) g}jerr<rrf) 

ii |i_h ^cTjfrQjib u !Jji>£j>fTn j 

Q<5637(^| Q^n(tggjJ S'—UJ li)li)>53TJ Oe7)fT<£r3Ttc IT 

The discus-lord’s devotees have come 
to stay, to rid the world of soul¬ 
consuming disease, war, hunger and 
evil. They have spread everywhere, 
singing in mirth and dancing in 
ecstacy. Cease thought, Devotees! 
Go, worship them and be saved. (6) 

gjjlb S—CllSltg.grtS, QftfTCTT(STf)li> 
Q5,lijCiJ^5>CTT 2!_LD«mD 2i_aJUJ<9,Qa,tT€n 

^QjC^rrCt fiiCTUTu? it; 

IDfTIT<5 >CJUtG t_UJ6jpjli) AfflClU; 
ID63TU) 6p>S3Tpli) G<JllGT3TL_n; 
3,GPJTCIJI63T ^6U€Un6U Qj^OJCULD 

igGVJGDCO; 

(?p\ fQl ljljCTC\^SOHLD <cli 637 ^piT<9)^| 

U.I IT UJ61J (T&iG&t l ^) fT)liSlC»<s3T. 

Know that your fond gods can save you 
only through his grace; Markandeya is 
proof. Have no doubt, there is no god 
other than Krishna. All that exists are 
his forms, so worship him alone. (7) 

girjja.gjib (gGtvD ®P2>gil a_«raiCOT, 
crdj 2_eo(g,5>(2)ib g>G57 Qprr^,^) 

lpipj5)^)63TfT63T Q^>lIl€Ufhl^i6TT <£^<5,; 

£\d> Og>lU6U JTjfTUJ5>G3T §>nCc3T; 
lDg)j £> IDftlt€TJCTT^)Cl)C3T #)63T 

<fJ»0>flij8>GTT ij(Ti^ 

QeiinjjULj (CT)fTGU£>gij iSdjj&ITIT 

2-iuibi6)cjT £Cij. 

He is the lord of gods, himself becoming 
the gods in all the worlds. It is he who 
accepts the offering you make to your 
gods. The spirits of the mole-chested 
lord have filled the Earth singing songs. 
So shed hatred, cultivate love; offer 
worship and liberate yourselves. (8) 


GiusSl^ Glg>rr;iggiJ a_iuibt£)oT j^irs,dr; 
GeUg,U LjGjflg, 

jbrccfilcu <£ 155 , 5,01 g,63icr>oi 

(GTjFffijTGSl^l tSlcmipujnCiD 
y,6&teu qcnaiinb sfilcrT&^d) 

s^b&cyni) iS(F)ib icaSl*,^ 

Giflefit5>Q§,F(i^ib ^utvuin^Fjib 

Ua«U(F)li l6l*5>g) 2 _.suGs>. 

The w r orld has become filled with 
devotees and holy men who lovingly 
worship Achyuta. unfailing in the 
path of knowledge, with blossomed 
flowers, incense, lamp. Sandal, water 
and Vedic Mantras. Devotees, you 
too join in loving worship, and 
liberate yourselves. (9) 

l$A5> 2_CVJ(£)5iCTT GgbrTjTJJlD 
ColOGftl^h diCOTCJUTQT 

lSlgnCc3TfT0 A40J 68)1 ib 

^Jb^a@JLO (lp2,OJfT^ 3 
C\g)n0>9> id (jit ^jgmniiehdT 

crrbj(£jij> ugir>g>C3T; Q^rrsfimfiri! 

5>e61u^fl>ib 6£>63Tfpiib ^cufeiDGuCuj. 

In all the great worlds, all the dense 
hordes of gods, even Siva, Brahma, 
Indra and others stand and worship 
Krishna. Devotees, if you can join 
them in loving worship, there shall 
be nothing of the age of Kali. (10) 

SjoSlU-lSitb C^G3TfT)]lb ^C3Tf51a>ClF> g»G3T 

^lq.UJfTITA0 ^06frQ<5lUU4m 
LDoSllLJlb <5rl_IT 6^ Gif) £piTg>$ IDfTUJU iSlgiTGCfT 
feUOl GTT <5) C3T£39 cyi , 
■3*0$ euiueu Cl 5, err ij^an (5j056i_it 5, 5,mfli5nrri6iit, 
51_C 5 , nu 631 

c^eSI q5,ij> ^i,uSl(rag ) i Jgu L ,5>£ii 2_6iiHi,j,Gin5, 
15115 , ^injjft^Gio. 

This decad of the famous thousand 
songs, sung by Karimaran Satakopan 
of Kurugur surrounded by happy 
fields, addressed to the w r onder-lord, 
the radiant Krishna, destroyer of Kali, 
will cleanse devotees’ hearts. (11) 
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5.3 / The girl, decides to commit 
Madal: The Sixth Seperation 

Masaru \ Todi \ Adi 

ultra, Can£\ cnsir Qatuuj aitriu 

LD GJijfl 673 TT) €73 

'SQ&t ^CUCDGTT (\p(T^^lcDOJ 

ff>nuj,Cui 

urr,5rr)6i.| 6 tiu$ ^tpjbgtj 6T6<D633 

JTjfTCiDCniULb? 

Gja, assrjQjfT 5>ci)cnffu C^rn^! ctgjt 

OtftUlLjCpLD? 

Sister! I sought my ever-radiant 
faultless first-lord, my red-lipped 
spotless mountain-gem. How long ago 
I became impassioned and slipped into 
madness! What harm can the world’s 
slander do now? (1) 

error Oatiiujii asHtjGnrr a>6u«n«u Gg>nj|>! g,'aft 

ij>ibomo? 

CT63T CltfUJUJ 0>mft633rj<9> 0j6iPJT6333633 6T63T6D673 
f£)oniT) O0>rr637Ti_i363T; 
(ipcjT CldJujuj inncniD @U>jb£j Ct-Dcaf) CIldg^Isij 

CTUJ^l, 

CT65T Q^UJIXJ CufflULD A0fii .S,6?gT6?jDlLD UUJUl I 

&£”m&$CaJ. 

Sister! My red-lotus-eyed lord has 
possessed me. I have lost the red in my 
cheeks, my frame has waned, my red lips 
and dark eyes have lost their colour. Now 
what can the world’s gossip do to us?(2) 

as5riTij,a, afti_ii 6,g, ung,g,a,ssr, 

GuiiifipcriC'j 

fffurr?)^ fhartGufbfb Q<J6iicurTujfT6jT cT67T«n€in 
f£)«r>rr) Q&ffCRFTt fttfjr; 

Ci £li )ujnibgjjii> <£t67Tf$ 

6p>n QtffTcO ,@Ccu63t; 

63637 63673 Cl^lijlLJli) S5? lJ6ll H 

■9»Gueir>6)jCuj? 

Sister! The red-lipped lord who sucked 
the life out of Putana’s breasts and 
smote the laden cart with his foot has 


possessed me. Night and day I prate of 
nothing save him. What can the 
world’s gossip do to us? (3) 

SfinrjQjrT 5,6ij^r»6YJ CT0 ^eTTCDCJT 

OtfrTCV) |S«T U0g>gi) 
nrj Qjbco sfilGf^jgy'nl} Qu(JTj 0 

OffOJmCTT 

Gurr ^LDir <5>fTg>CV> At_eO qCDrjUJ q9cIT»CTT6S1^>^> 
<5»fTIT c^LDIT ClD6ofl fTj|j> 0,67336733633 

GgjfTLpIftlS^ tuCcST. 

Sister! The dark-cloud lord planted 
seeds of love in my heart. The world’s 
gossip made good manure; my 
Mother’s words poured water over the 
fields. Now my passion swells like the 
sea. Tell me, is our Krishna mean?(4) 

0>1%UJC51 O0,mivLU£33, QfT)|^Uj tfjrTCU , g> CU0»lD 

Q 0, fT 1— 

C-MICI.UJ653, ^1(2) Clfiesfl U>rTUJ5)5)CaT; 

63633 Ofb(67)0li> ^Gli^jr GTCfrCn) 

ffTCuCcu- 

gjjl4 00,33633 ggCFn.. IDUg) C0>r3l|>! 

CTC3T QsujU-|Gin? 

O Sister! You have a slender waist, but 
a frail heart! May be the lord is selfish, 
wicked and far away. Maybe he is a 
world-grabber and hard to understand- 
Pity, my wicked heart still longs for 
him alone, what can Mother do? (5) 

673CD€33 67633 CltfJlUuSlcu 67633*? Port IT £3673 
O0r36U6$6U 63631*? 

63673CD633 2_ 100,(0^ ^4,6735 £>36063760 I 

<3H0>uul.Gi & 

^63763)637 ^|ir>(JtT (ip 0> 6U 61J 633 6U6333 

^j|6UfJ3TLJ^ 

IDC7363T633 lDC fttlQ i 63736333673 , 611 rT0.Gg>€W63T 

GUSDCUILJ^^' 

Sisters! Whatever Mother may do. 
whatever the world may sa) • 
henceforth expea no love from me. F° r ‘ 
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I am caught in the drag-net of my gem- 
hued lord Vasudeva, King of Dvaraka, 
the ancient lord of celestials. ( 6 ) 

uuanOJicisr Eirarcnssr 

^CT>cu Ai—Guucncifl , ^ipuiSlrinOT 

5>65T6y>63T 

frttQo 0 An err ^*60 <£jcu(£jcO G^nij?! rj>ib 

ACOTTAcrmcu acoti^I 

^ GU 16 I CU CUCOTTfilACLIO) ^ID Q AnGcitn , 
C<r>§,UJCVJfT|T ^ip65TCu? 

The lord who caught me in his dragnet 
and called my good heart unto him, 
reclines in the deep ocean with a discus 
in hand. O Sister! with broad jewelled 
hips! Will we ever see him with our 
eyes, and worship him in the presence 
of these fair ladies? (7) 

Cliiu (ipfifficu s_csin(5l ffAuu> urriurhgjj 

,@Gni_u 

GtjniL) (ip5>6u 0rrdj0)g)i i_|6tt cumii iSlcTTf^gj 
Acrflr^j ^lLl. 
^ipn)j6V»cO Q^fTCOTTCOTLCUfTOJu lS)fJfT63T63T 
crrj, ^fTcnQ^irCcv-irT 

U.irni> 2_rpj,£lOT!Bg/ dtesrcnssnurr 

J','T^T'iCqi ? 

The lord drank the ogress breasts, smote 
the cart, went between the Marudu trees, 
ripped the bird s beak, and killed the 
rutted elephant. He has a pearly smile 
and coral lips. O, When will we reach 
him and put these ladies to shame? ( 8 ) 

rt-,nfOT))ii> (Qc&\rDU-)ii> agtjitjtj^j ctcstcdcut itjcu 
QrH(^<9lh <9*TcfilAQAaCOTT^ 

C^COTT S_UJ<T GUtlGfl&gi) ^'(3A(^j(i) Cg,CU iSlQlTCjl 

A 6JT CUT 631 

^6316331 CT631 C^fTj^! 2_GU0C«,rrgj ^CVJIT 

!ArT«r»CT3TA6TT (o*tetugjj (A^rflujrTuj lOi_GU 

£».«!! ITjjkjC 10. 


The lord stole my shame and called 
my heart unto him. He resides with 
the celestials in high heaven. By him, 
I swear, let the world heap slander, 
acting unbridled, I shall ride the Palmyra 
stalk and commit the Madal. ( 9 ) 

mmi) uii_cu scmiTitgjjib «nb 

iSllJfTSBl 2_6mi_ 

gj/T mi_CU £GOTT cgMLD gJLpmij IDGVJIT QAfTCOTT^l 

(^QGcumii 

c^ib iDuib jgjcjrr5) Qgj^cijG^fT^j ^iujgvj 

^5>UJ€UniT 

rfjiT vDi_,rbiAau ui^ gjjirbjf)) 

^cjhijaaCcu. 

After we have ridden the Palmyra stalk 
through every street, — without 
feminine grace, making women speak 
unspeakable slander, while the world 
raves, — we shall wear the Tulasi flowers 
from the discus lord to soothe us. ( 10 ) 

^COTlJA^lb A0fh> Al-CU 6U6OTT6OTTQT 

ACOTT6OTT iSlrjflQT 0}63TCn63T 
cfilCtTlfJA OAfTCtT Qt ifTL^CU 

5L Ga rtU63T CWfTtjTGJT 
$GT)fJA QAfT6TT <^2?g>IT^l 6JXT <^llS)IJ.<?)g)|6iT 
<@u ugjgijai 

a_C3>gAA 6UCU6VjnnA(A) GBTCTJ^JTjAjlb 

ALD SIS! IT CTCVJCUrTLD. 

This decad of the replete Andadi of 
thousand songs, by Satakopan of 
fragrant bowered Kurugur, is 
addressed to Krishna, dark as the 
roaring seas. Those who sing it will 
find Vaikunta wherever they live. ( 11 ) 

5.4 / The Girl in soliloquy 

Urellam \ Boult \ Ekam 

£>€?1T CTcOcurriD 2_GV)(A) GTCUCUITlb £,60 

CTcOcurub CjArfr) 6£»i7 ^6 tt 
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umr GTcuGumb s—G^nrn_fr,ib umbi_| ^cncsmifrcrr 

GurTfjncjrnffu; 

<S*ft gtguGcvj! gugvjgSIgdcjtCujgst ^4,<sfi1 ftnuunn 
^gcijflGiu? 

The populace sleeps, the world is 
pitchmarkness, the waters have calmed. 
Night stretches into eternity. The lord 
who swallowed the Earth sleeps on a 
serpent couch. Alas, he does not come. 
Who can save my sinful soul now?( 1) 

a,ruurriT @«ifl ujhit? o>i_eu insrsr 
fifil GiJiJT Qp 

iDfT GfilftfTtJlil ^OJ G£>|T QJCVJ 

ft} GWI I_^ITGVJ J 

dhfTGfi) C<9fT 6U6ff3TOT3TG3T GT63T ff>€7gTGroT 6T)l Lfl 

GUfTfJfTOTTfTCU; 

urTGS)Guj6jT CIoj^^Gid! uar^)0 

^cOwicvjGuj. 

A gliastly pall engulfs the Earth, sea and 
sky, stretching into one sinister night. 
My golden hued Krishna does not come, 
alas! O Sinful heart, you too are not 
with me; who can save me now? (2) 

<£mu> uirtsjg, ,SHCu«r>cus,rT<araT, QjbgjaGin! 

iScrr Jgrj&iu) 

s^ujiii G1urr(cgg^ J^rarnf)! 

GtPJT i_ Oj n 6U ) 

<fl€Jr>GVi (P Gffl fhnQ&j&jGJT 

cii fTijnGOTfreO; 

irifTUJlh GUGT»5» ^HjfJlGujCTT, GlJCuGfiWjG&TCllJGrtT 

CluGflJT iS1lT)fTjGg). 

See, you are not with me, O Heart! 
The long night stretches into an 
aeon. My Kaltutstha lord wielding 
the scorching bow does not come. 
Sinner, born as a female, I know not 
how to end my life. (3) 

CIijotjt eriiigyib Qurifcib g,iu,fr 

ff> fT CtRfT £&}G Cut £5T GT G2T1 fTj| 
6pi6tf5T i9«i—G rjrrcirT ojngnj^j G^Giflg^nGar; ,^)u> 
H5CT51 ^GTTJb5i 

3T Quffluj btafUQirruj cub <5>rrii Gjrrjj 

gij rtrjnG5TnG\j; 

CTGJIP (olurf)uj ^IfbG !TtOj Off^fTUJ ^ITUl.lfTIT 

GT GJfl G5) G3 tG UI ? 


Even the radiant Sun has hidden 
himself, unable to bear the sight of a 
maiden in distress. My black bull, 
the lord with large eyes and red lips 
does not come. Alas, who can cure 
my love-sickness? (4) 

r^i,IT GT£rTG33GtfT ^ j gfTUjG>jmT? < ^G51GiT)G , 3TUI(fTja) 
G£,nipuJ0ib 

GTG3iGg3t! GTG3TG5TrrCg) J^GTT ^rjGlJlb 

( Ctf )£frG)t fJfTQJ f 

ami CiDofl fj,ih a cimbjj iCTiiib 

su irp rtarrrtGU; 

Cull CT«ffrsn63T LDmiJ(T5,GunCO 6UCU6SlGiT>65TCujC3T 

iSlrai ^IcirCp. 

Who inquires of me? My Mother and 
my Saknis sleep through the night, 
never asking what happened. My 
dark-hued Krishna too does not 
come. Wicked me, my name will tell 
tales and not let me die! (5) 

iQgJT' r^GytQJ <9,ag,€U ClTjITlU Clf£)jGTj<9lb Qunl^l 
^ IX)*TGU J 

OP** rpGSTfDj @grr a$nip ehazzt t_jar>g>UJ 

U365T jjpGSTfQ CTli) ID IT LU GU £jpj LD 

GungfTGOTf 760 • 

S& »9G3TfD j^GTT ^gSI ftfTUUfTIT ^(1 

g>\_ < 

An incurable love-sickness tormefl ts 
my soul. An aeon of darkness han8 s 
over my sunken eyes. My discus-loro' 
eternal too does not come. Who o n 
Earth can save this soul? ( 6 ) 

n.mji iop ,s>yi, Ji.isii Gp i 0 ,$/? tbihiiOj 

g,jiOT JjJP' 1 
woj^i sasifil ^li,, Qaeu/Hejirf 1 

<^J1U UfTCV) ^>lG)JGffffT 0rbn&) 

Ga>nein!!) n4 ® r ' 1 ‘^ t ! 

-«u uncu cucucfjIcnsaiCujcn G\0>dJGv^ >iJ1, tl 

ctot .iaii)Ca> l -»ii 5 ' * 

The sky is densely packed *'j jt 

powdered pitch. The long 


512 













the revelation / Tiruvaimoli 


stretches like an aeon. The lord of 
spotless conch and discus does not 
appear. Yea gods! What shall I do? 
My acts are wicked as fire! (7) 

QsiZjsum/Ojnsti! nan CtacuCaxar? g>n 

«jip asiij>l ,ai,u; 

CluiLU J§lc3T©l CT63Tgi( 

CllD«61<rfi'A©l£> | 

ert&svfbjb saaoagil aGOTSOTgU'i’ 

sunonGrrneu; 
g>©ria Q&Gflny&J Qcnia 
g,irsm 

Yea gods! A single night stretches 
into seven aeons, hanging over my 
person and thinning my soul. Alas! 
My Krishna-with-discus does not 
come. The cool spring-breeze scorches 
like fire; what shall I do? (8) 

Ocuih a.L.(fl«o g>ndi cfiraia 

2>J€lJiJT ^|CTfl c^ILI J 

fb\. tj ClcmuCujfTOT Clrb@lb Cg>IT 

GgjrrGarrD^^^ > 
a Clffcuci»g)i»i) 
qj n rj rr err n c\j J 

Clfb©,* &i\uam lutin'? {©rattrii 
g> _ tfsiGn^Gcn! 

Darkness packed with fine pitch 
scorches like fire. The beautiful tall 
chariot of the Sun does not appear, alas. 
The wealthy lord of lotus eyes too does 
not come, alas. Who can cure my heart’s 
malady? Alas, I stand and melt. (9) 

fQcjTrp) 2—ClJlTCO, Q(T>(^ 

QJ fTCBTlb 

Cla<33TlTj| 22_(ny£l r^|SifffT fljicrfl d'H.UJ'? CliKTU^OTTr) 
*rh;0CO6umu 

r^G3T(TJ, C^(fTj5>nCU CT'MSVJUJLD cHGTIJb#) L^rjneir 

CllfTgfT63T CTCBTg}) 

g>c5iiT)i ^>(*Tj&ri6U O^ncucuagj 2_cuG<*brT 

Si_ fn i^j ^7)C id ! 

Like me, the wide sky too melts pouring 
as fine droplets into the night. The 
world sleeps tight, alas, not once 
saying: The lord who measured the 
Earth then shall not come. (10) 


2_a)fbJ06U(TOTT CuiTCU ClUJT(g)Q«ffUJg) 

Qu0lDfT<5D6JT 

6\rrjrt,g> Clum^lcu (5«>j£ (5i_C<?»mjG3T 

GWlTCO 

rP«T)Lb ^IcTTITIT,®, IT$ ^jU-SIfJ^gllCTT g}U 

Curriu GtfgrTGurrrpj 

cmii rbiCta3TCiun? 

This decad of the colourful radiant 
Andadi of thousand songs by Satakopan 
of Kurugur surrounded by excellent 
groves, is addressed to the lord who 
did Yoga like one sleeping; singing this 
will secure Heaven after death. (11) 

5.5 / The Girl on Tirukkurungudi 
Enganeyo | Bhairavi J Misra Chapu 

cr ft) fcJ G fajrC lu rT, ^caTfiTicimSiTiMTcn J 

CT«5TCiD6I5T (IpCsflcYlgjI 

Ci&rTGuaj ^(iTj5>(2>rT)jfbi0^ 
rFjlbtSlciJHU JTjfTCjT £F»(j«)"jTl— fS^<J3T 
■9ni»^G63TrT0iD Grf)i£lGuj(T@ii) 

5>aiD««rig5) AcrarACcrnT^ii) 
Cl5nhl<Eb«f) djniLJ tfp>63Tf^Gc3TrT(5llD 

QiF60«^ilcjT<Dgii QjT)(g)^GiD. 

After seeing the beautiful lord at 
Tirukkurungudi, my heart yearns for 
his conch and his discus, his lotus eyes, 
and his peerless coral lips. How now. 
Ladies, that you blame me? (1) 

cT6ii Offjigj^nenirai GrbnafO® airffiafit 
CTrarffin®!' (ipafliucrC®; 
a&dn (b«i CarCTicu# $©*@©l ni l?> l 't 

gjiinSlGPUj ft>ft63T s,cy5TL.i9eir 

ifilOTgu Qjngiiii, ©«rati-eu(ipu> 
loniiiSIcu <Sjl©iD©i<a|ii> 
inOTgQ) Gamgjio 

OJg>g>! STISI©lb 

Look through my heart’s eyes; do not 
blame me. After I saw the lord in Palm- 
groved Tirukkurungudi, his sacred 
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thread, ear ornaments, mole-chest, 
beautiful jewels and four arms appear 
before me everywhere. (a) 

jQdnr/jtQiii, 4Jler>»a0u), iipi srdrp 
tS<(ircnGiTiu0ii) ypaifl^ln; 

(5® 1 ® L0,r >-iS s£'©0>©gii'ii0u > 

"BUMSlonuj ibaA AcrarLiSIrar 
ClsusirrSl efilcOcynh njnigjih, 

saagypii 0ra/s,(tpij> 
fQrairo CgjfTrarrSlo, acrargpGii igriiaft; 

Glgl(CT ) *CTt|0U) jgr£js>nCGu. 
Mother, you blame me saying, “She 
stands, she falters, she swoons”. Ever 
since I saw the lord in tall-mansioned 
Tirukkurungudi, his victorious bow, 
mace, dagger, discus and conch appear 
before me everywhere, never leaving 
my eyes and heart. (3) 

iSrilO, tglcuGun aararann gna,cir ctotj), 

t^65TCiDG5Tuj(rPjLi) (ip ffijf) IT; 

Cg,«3! Oarrir Caircncug, 

rbihiStormj retrial affirainSlrai 
y, 2 > tbaszj inncncvg, 3,5331 gj^pm^ii) 

Oun63i (Lpmatii) sviu^ci^ld 

umij0 G^jirariijnii ulLQid, j^rTgui h 

uitsSICujot UftaaSb^sv. 

Mother, you blame me for the tears 
that swell in my eyes endlessly. After 
I saw the lord at nectar-groved 
Tirukkurungudi, his beautiful garland 
of Tulasi flowers, his golden crown, 
his face, his silken threads and belt 
haunt my wretched self. ( 4 ) 

jaaii Cjbua/SI fgliTj^ib <snrv,ujii) GiGjrrpj 
^C5TClT)S5TUJ(rFjLb GTjfI IT ; 

5 -1 id 1 Stamm jbfTOTr fl>^yaTi_iSlcOT 
&>n4,6h ' Q^noraTcSDL. sunu|io 

HbGSZU I |(fT)C)llTj ) «9,^ L i) 
ib&fh 0jniDCinrj<g> ^gjrjT ^nf^ Lb uncrfilCujGin 

<^,€^1 IlSl 631 GiAGjCBtCqj. 


Mother, you blame me saying, “Sh e 
stands and stares, she swoons”. After 
I saw the lord of great fame itj 
Tirukkurungudi, his glowing com 
lips, his long eyebrows, ant 
his perfect lotus eyes have possesse 
my wretched soul! 

Ginguii cueii uifl rbib 0 iq.a© <r r ®r , E° 

^CffTCDOTT 0>rTOT3T0>Q<9>fTL_rTC rT l 
g,OT3T 

jbibiSlcmu 

C^nevj r£jcn Odkmq Qp<s>^jii> OjrnDCS^O^ 
■ftgyjxggmiLb acafl ojmqib 
CiDofluiub fbfTGar^ C^jfTiafjib 

After I saw the lord of cool-gr° N ’ ct ^ 
Tirukkurungudi, his beautiful slender 
nose, his lotus eyes, his coral lip s - ‘ 11! j 
blue frame, and his four shoulders, ha ve 
filled my heart. My mother lets no one 
see me saying, “She will bring furihc* 
blame to our fair name!” 

flanjDij^ ojot ui£l 2 >ii> 0 iq.i ,0 §jsu^" 
<£lG3T<5r>Gjr ancOTAClajaunsir; 

rfljD! bs> $ 0 o, 0 rj)jiij 0 ia 

fTjiDiSIfiinuj rr,fi63i gggisiuiSIggi 
rSlOTjQjbg, Gflir^l Qcvcncnib ©,jj> 5 > 5 > 

jgonjru Quhott G id call Cl uj <10 ^ 
^Icnn35>»j ctoti £_cnC cti rglcaiCI id infil lb#^ 
Giijiil .spnjiesio. a_«nGgi. 

After I saw the lord ol great fame 
Tirukkurungudi, his beautiful 8 .fj J 
form of exceeding radiance has m d 
my heart. He appears everywht^ 
wielding a discus in his beautiful ban 
My mother says, “She is a great sC °Vl? 
on our fair house-hedd”. v ' 

«n/T,iL|crT djott 6316U5i0ld 63iri>utUi sna 1 ^ 

^OTT6vr>OTTuifiTjii) (ipcafl^n; 

Cinin '-ol^nch mrTi ^ rr, .4 (<**■) rQjrbi^ 11 * 

jb^iSlemiu ir^marr actotl 
O^ujuj 5,mD«r>odj, ftcgaT^mui). 

U-l lij Q-iiq GTjLD Jj 

CIidhujuj r^cn («9)ip€Vj g,njpii)5> 

«_»rTcfilGuJ63T fip63T 
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Ladies, you blame me saying, “She bunes 
her face in her hands, she swoons . Ever 
since I saw the lord in Tirukkurungudi 
surrounded by tall houses, his red 
lotus eyes, hips, slender waist, face, 
long dark tresses, and broad shoulders 
appear before my sinful self. (8) 

ty>«T rglrarnrjnui enarp Co>rnfliomi 0 .i« 5 a> 
<£l63TGnsJTiiJ0ii> 

‘foigu irmL_£ ^l(2,a>(£)Sl | ^© u * 

gjibiSlcynu rtjficifi fhGS&L- iSIrit 
GWeSTesfl f^Gtt cH.UJ 

gj nii'n | ^60 <^(«njfl*602,g,63T 

*65ST63T6U uricu ^CiPgll «l)5>gll CIS ’ r 

Qjb(6T,ffio aiflujnCejT. 

Ladies! Sisters! You blame me saying. 
You are a disgrace”. After I saw the lord 
of Tirukkurungudi, — sweet as milk and 
sugar, — surrounded by strongly built 
houses, his tall crown and his countless 
jewels never leave my heart. (9) 

IAfT«g>CU€TT ^CDCTT GT62fTfpj 
c3tcd€7i AfrcraTAQ^iTL-fTcn; 

r^lhlSIcmu JbCTCST <9>67tfTL_ lS)c3T 
C^jOllT G5Uh(=\&> n ±P& 

££>a £_0 <rrG5i Qr £(6T>£»c»t 

My mother lets no one see me, saying, 
She is growing amorous day by day . 
After seeing the lord of abiding fame 
in Tirukkurungudi, a radiant form oi 
Hooding effulgence, appears in my 
bean worshipped by hordes of celestials, 
hard for anyone’s understanding.(10) 

^r^lcn ^rfluj iSIofTCB><8JT 

^fbjcn^uicnCTTGuj ^cyi 
5,631 IOCVJIT ffjITlQ &C&T 005^1.115 

fli.Caif’urjr Cl^ncarcsr 

0f/)l Cl&ncn < *g,'® r>61J l 

£l0a©ptbi©«i ^aeirGioeu 
■QirSlujo, ajip nicOsutrn 6,P6iH-633T6un $}$ 
s,i ei 0rrcu4>g>i 


This decad of the thousand well-known 
songs, by fair Kurugur’s Satakopan 
on the lord of Tirukkurungudi, the 
incompre hensible discus-bearer, is 
sung with flowers. Those who sing it 
with understanding will unite with 
Vishnu while on Earth. (11) 

5.6 / The Mother: The Seventh 
Union 

Kadal | Yadukulakamboji \ Misra 

Cbapu 

g, i_c0 ©rrcoio GawC^cpiib iuhGoti ffirarguii; 
a,i_su ©>neoib ^jCeugpjib ujnGai etOTgiiib; 
a»L_cu igjireoii) QarT63jrCi_gpjtb ujitGcit CTcSi@)ib; 
o,i_cb 0mwib ^«raiCi_guib iuuCcit CTeirgpib; 
aL.cb ©ireoob e_6OTCi-g)|ib luitCcn stOTguib; 
o„_eb 0 CTcua,gj rracin eujjgtf 6 J 2 >*Cl*nCcon? 
*i_eb ©rtsogllrra© 

OaireogiiGaeji - 

ai_6u iQntvSjg ,I ctot io*6ii <Mi).£lc3TiDC<nJ? 

My daughter roams the Earth reciting. 
“I made this Earth; I am the Earth and 
the ocean; it was I who took the Earth, 
it was I who lifted the Earth; it was 
I who swallowed the Earth”. Has the 
lord of the Earth and ocean possessed 
her? O People of the Earth, how can 
I make you understand? (1) 

3,lj)0lb *60661A© 6I60G060 .f&'CoCor 61C3TgU 10 ] 

* 2)010 *60661 ^.Geuguib ajnCejn erciiguio: 
* 2 >©ib *6066) CWiCcDgjjih u inGem ewn@)|ib; 
* 2 )©ib * 6066 ) jgiruCugJith ojnCeir 6 TOT@)|io; 
*rr>©ih *606610 onoypib lunCear 6i65iguuu 
* 2 )©ib *60661 2 ,irfl, 6 ji eujbg)i <jTD*ClanCeon 

«5,n)0Lb a,€U6filn?iTA0 gpneu && 

OtsucucyiG^cjn - 
1<J,<P01O <3>CV>G$ CT63T LnrttTT ^hfTCaVt^GBTfpCpQl i 

My daughter recites, “1 am beyond the 
boundaries of knowledge, I am 
that knowledge, I generate that 
knowledge”. Has the knowledge - lord 
descended on her? O Knowledgeable 
people, what can I say? (2) 


515 























THE SACRED book / Divya Prabandham 


fi>rTffyjr<^1g37rr) r£lsuib CTCusufTib tunCcsr ctctt^jld; 
^rTGJr5r^63Tfr) cfi)5rLbi_| gtcu cumb ujfGgtt 

6TggTgni LD ; 

Q<anb <$> crrcucufnb ujoC^jt 

CTaTgjJ LD ; 

a>nsyaT,£Qfc-3Tn5 efcrrrrjgjj GTcOGumb lufGgst 

GTG5TGjpJl£l | 

<5>rrcTirr^cjTa} algu GTGoeufnb ujitGott gtggTgy)i ld; 

5>fT67TT4^l65TJ5 <5>l_CL)6UGiTi?TfeG0Ufjr G}F)5>G5>nGG\jrr? 

o-. noWii*QtjjTff) 2_€u«5jj5>^rf5>(^ gtgjt 

05 n - Gu gyi dfj Gfft - 

<£LrrofiTti^lOTrrp gtgst ^rrrflQaiu^lorroGcu? 

The things my possessed daughter does! 
She says, “All the Earth is me! All the 
sky is me, all the fire is me, all the air is 
me, all the ocean is me!”. Has the all- 
seeing lord entered her? O Witnesses of 
the world, what shall I say? (3) 

G.j?aj«£lG3Tfr) GTcOcurrib ujhCgst GTGarGpLD; 

G«9UJ6iJfT65T f£)GSTfT)6315,(6TF,lb UJhCgUT GTgjT gg) |LD; 
OtflUg*) (ipG3T LUfrGciJT gTgSTg^ILD; 

OtflijGZDftu LJUJG7T S—GTjrCuGpl LD iLlfKlciH 

6T 67fT 6631 tb J 

Q<5UJGijfUT5j«sy>€TT^ Q<jfu'jGgu@i ii> uunGcaT 

crcsi^jib; 

G 5 u j uj ^ ld go 5s 5. GtnTGMTOT GjrD&G&rTGGun? 
G 5 LLJU.J S_ G\j5,5)ij!T5,(5) ^GiTKai 6TG5T 

Q5nGo^{C5)G5T - 

GtfUJtu ftGijfl Guniil ^'GTT LD(TG3T $rT}<gjGg)? 

The things my red-lipped daughter says! 
“All that is being done is me; all that 
remains undone is me; all that has been 
done is also me. I enjoy the fruit of all 
action; motivation too is me”. Has the 
lotus-eyed lord possessed her? O Fair 
people of the world, what can I say? (4) 

^JDlDljriLDGO, LD686T 5>rT5i^^G5^GrQ63T lUnGcm 

CTOTTtfj)jii>; 

^IfDlbufTLDGO lDGff)6V) GlQ^G^Gcn CTGffT 0| LD; 
^jlfDlbuniDGO ^arjGiDlJdh G5>fT63TCfl)GG3T 

gTGgT e^l LD ) 

<£F>mllq <^G?7glJ er>60Gff>fJ<9> 5>rT5,Gg,CGiJT 

CT GOT Q}J li> • 


^IfrjlbufnDGO 5,l_6\J 5,66)l_ r^C^Cctfl GT«3T6pli>; 
^lrr>!i)UfT<5> 5>l_6b6'JOTJT6UUr63T GjfDftG&nGcorT? 
$JDLDUrTg) 2_GVJ*fc<j> JJfT &i(9) 67661 

OtfrTCUgyiC&GBT - 

^(DLOurr^j 6TGCT <£l^fF)LD5>6TT GTiU^IcttCqj? 

My daughter says, “Unfailingly I rule over 
the Earth! Then showing my might, 
unfailingly I lifted the mountain, killed 
the Asuras, and protected the five! The 
ocean too was churned by me!”. Has the 
ocean-hued lord taken her? O Severe 
people of the world, what can I say? (5) 

^Jott Gctfiu mcnco cnjb^iCOTcrr lunCesr 

GT 63T 66) | lD \ 

§}gst qnji&s tt G^n^GiD^jib lunCarr gTcyr ^i ib; 
§}G3T 5>G5Tnj) G ID lil&G 3,66)110 LLIflGGiJT 

6T ffjfCTjJlD f 

^} GST 5 >rrg)Cffi gr)i Lb ujnGc 5 r GTGargyib 

@ C5T 5>€5T)GUGH^|Lb LU nCcpT GTG7T G3~)I LD i 

^GUT5) G5)GUIT 5)Gtr>GUGU63T GUfjjgj 6J/T)*G5sIlCtiUfT? 

Ccucu !bcO 6^175,0 ^crinoj gtctt 

G 5 rT 6 U 6 yjG<£F>G 3 T - 

Gg)JG 0 <9>6iraTtdijfl 6765T lnftGTT £>_fT}(T>GD tGgD? 

My Vel-eyed daughter prates, “I am 
the chief of the cowherd-clan. Tt was 
I who grazed the calves, it was I who 
lilted the mountain, it was I who 
protected the cows, it was I who killed 
the seven bulls!”. Has the lord of 
celestials possessed her? O Severe 
people, what can I say? (6) 

2_fT)fr)FIT ( g>GrT 6T66T3)(3j jg'GOGnGVJ UjrT0lb 

<TT6ST6p ld ; 

2_iT)fr)FrrftGiT gtgsta^ fficuGurr^LD 

GTG5TOT)| lb I 

®- /DJD rt| T&®ncr T QgioCcu ^i ii) ujitGgjt 

tncgTCariib; 

a^pnjnnaanOT ujnGcn 

GTG3T CT)I LO ' 

a_fbfDrnT^jc^A^ a_fr)C(pGpLb uin-Gour 

cnG3Tg)i Lb; 

2 . .n>jDim^eSI ldhujgst oj^gj 6jfT)53G5>nGcv> rt 
2 -.r0 CTG5T G^fTGVJGlS)^ O 9 DGU G^ 111 J ^ 

s_n)F)j gtg3tot)| 6^| ^ Gucm^, n 

£_ 63irj5>^6?T^^ J ' £nJ 
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The things my fond daughter prates! 
“I have no friends”, she says, then, “All 
here are my friends”, and, “It is I who 
make bonds. It is I who break bonds; 
even the bond between friends is me . 
Has the peerless lord possessed her? O 
Friendly people of the world, what can I 
say? (^) 

iSlrjiwiT ujrrGian 

6T6316g}) lb J 

2_cr>gA<^C3TfD wnGfiST GTejTgpjib; 

2?._CDg^>^l63TfD <^1X>O0LD UjnCcST CTGST^Jlb; 

£*_Cr)fI<3j<^63T/P ^tofTCST U-iaG«3T 

GTCJT^pl LD 

2_€jr>rr^QG7TrD woGcst sratfgplLb; 

S2_ cm (J to <£$ COT p (\p>$ CD GT»6SOTfa3OTCOT 

GjrDtoQtonCcuCT? 

S_63HJto<i£)6OTrD CTG3T 

QtonGiigyjCtoCOT - 

SL-CiDrjtoxfftcOTfD CT631 GtorUOCn C^GTOT 

Q&niq toCto? 

The things my tender sapling says! 
“Speak ye of the three-eyed lord? He is 
me; the four-headed lord is me, the 
celestials too are me. The lord of 
celestials is me; the sages too are but 
me”. Has the cloud-hued lord taken 
her? O Talkative people of the world, 
what can I say? (8) 

QtofTlq.UJ 6fi)cJ>63T UJlT*&l l D <@GoG 6OT CTCOTCplb J 
Qto>mq.uj gSIcotcot ujnCcsr 

gTgjTgni iQ; 

GtolTlq.LU Q^tuGcu^Jlb UjnGcOT 

6T6OT6j£j) lb ) 

Gtoniquj <ifilco - ) <j3t ^iTuCugud) ujnG«n 

CTCTT cy>i ih j 

Cl^rriq ujfTcar @cxinilGtofljGrDGcrr 

6T 631 Cjp) lb ; 

Clfimq.lU HCTT 2L_6ff)L-l L,Gl J^ T CJJDtoiGtonG<»unV 
Gtomquj ©_6U«5>5^IT-5;(5) @C?T>C1J 6T63T 

QtorrcuGyiCtoCOT - 

Q&mq.CujcOT GtofTiq < * T637 U)^>6n 

G to IT 6U Ibj to G 6TT ? 

My tender daughter wickedly prates, 
“I have no wickedness of any kind , 


then, “I am the wickedness of deeds, 

I am the redeemer of wickedness, I am 
the doer of wicked deeds, I am the 
destroyer of wicked Lanka”. Has the 
Garuda-riding lord gotten her? O Wicked 
people of the world, what can I say? ( 9 ) 

Ganojiii Q to it err toQjiTtoto>(Lpib ujitGcst 

6T63T 6y>l ID ) 

CtofTGvjib r^rjto^ipib uj(tGg3t gT63i0iib 

GtofTCULD $tolp GlDfTtoto(tpib UJItGcOT 6T63Tplb; 

CtofTGVJlb QtofTCn 2_l$ITtot6lF>lb ILHtGcOT 

CTCOTCp U) ; 

Gtorrcuib CltofTcn g>C3fl(ip5,GD lunCcOT 

CTGOTCjp] lb J 

GtorTGUlb QtorTiTTT (ipiQcD CUCiJOTCTOTCifT 

€J iptoCl to nC CD ff? 

Gtoncuib Qtoficn 2_CUtoto>^(Tto(to) CTG3T 

GtofTCDI^JfGtoCOT - 
Gtoncuib ^Itoip Gtoncrig, ctcot 

My beautiful coiffured daughter raves, 
“Beautiful heaven is me. The ugly hell 
too is me; the effulgent liberation is me; 
the beautiful souls are all me. the beautiful 
first-cause too is me”. Has the cloud- 
hued lord taken her? O Beautiful people 
of the world, what can I say? (10) 

toTLfbgjCO IDCDIT ID lb! 631 to to (to> lb LDG3OT 

LDL lir,Gir>£b«>0 L D 

(to)CD ^UMT CltofT^lbtoiJto^lb GtoCtrCD63T 

to) COT COT COT 

Qjrrujrbto) 6vi(ip^l cucn »£>m got, idcst^pj 
(to)0<g6xiTto toi_Gto>nuQfT 0iT)GfDGiici> Qtoiu^l 
c^iujbtoi 5>ib)ip toncOTCD ^uSlg^toiicn 
£^6316111^10 6^n Uto)to)|lb CD CD cun IT 2»_6D^cb 

cjrbgii Qu0ib Qtocbcii^tognii*^) ^p0»orrGi) 

^iq.uinrrto63iGmli u.^ltoto Cto>nti)rr)niTtoUGn. 

This decad of the garland of thousand 
choicest Tamil songs by Satakopan 
of fertile Valudi-Pandya kingdom 
Kurugur addresses the lord who is the 
consort of Sri, Bhu, and Nila. Those 
who can sing it will serve his devotees 
with great wealth. (11) 
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5.7 / Svapadesam : On 
Srivaramangala-nagar 

Notra | Saveri | Adi 

Ggjrrnjna G<j>rT«jrL| ^Gcuot; gjismr 
jgG&jcrr; ,@crfl a_Gjiancsr sSICQ 

6p> 63T fpj ij} 

<^yD!D i0rt)i£l«5I^G6U65T ; ^igsSlOT ^ICTiott 
^liHonGrar! 

Gffjjgijo, ®iUDcng GlajjQnjcti asi0it>eun 

;fl ifsugicrbiaicujjfi.rr 

cijj^niu 2_raiA(g, iSlana^euGejssr 
^(tiiGa. 

O Lord who resides in fertile 
Srivaramangala-nagar where red lotus 
and paddy abound, I have not done 
penances, I have no subtle intelligence, 
yet no more can I bear to be separated 
from you even for a moment. Am I 
one too many for you there? (1) 


cSMmi(2,ji>CrDraT ^guCcuot; ^nig^CrnOT 
•SHSuGgumt; 2 _ssrar>OTTSi «,iT®spiii ^icurrsfilGu 

fbfT631 

6TrhJ(2)fi)G(r)g)jLfj ^|6 uGgo63t; ^curbicjra, QdFO)rr) 
^djLDfrCcyr! 

^Ir^J^CTT Gflrr LDGTilf) LDfTL ti> 

if<SLifjiDr*j<s>6vjrF>s>n p <znp 
0rhj(&f <P0><g>gjg>g,mij aiSIGiug^iA^ ^(f^tsmiGuj. 

O Lord who destroyed Lanka, I am 
neither here nor there. Fallen in the desire 
to see you, I stand nowhere. O lord of 
discus and conch residing in 
Srivaramangala-nagar, — where the 
moon caresses tall mansions, — pray 
grace this forlorn self. (2) 

*tyn)GTIU I |GnC,|fl,ntq 10311 0 >jno 3 i ff,fi ( 1 OTojt 

0jfriT(^£)cO GirOTjrsffiiTrr! 
mtr^ch ^c»Ttsr-caTu Qun^Grmsx'fcl 

.3Miq.6mLn Q^rtOTini mu' 
Cla 0 OT GWA ijjiTOTiiBsnrr) sucucusuii liojit 
euaip 

&U'l)6TTQ0ujg ) i j,o>rTiij! 

uidn suiaibinnCjn. 


O Dark-hued Lord of Vaikunta wit i 
the discus and a Garuda-banner, > 011 
made a person of this insignifi c ; in J 
self, and took me into your service- 

O Lord of Srivaramangala-nag‘i r ’ 

where many learned Vedic seers live, }' 0 ^ 
have graced me from there, I know no 
how to repay you! V ' 


ustr^j Can uatiL. lorsjtf- £? n 

LDfiuJuGunli Cl®^ 


SJjfl 


<Sqj CldHug, mj ) g, ,Tl u! t£)euu> -Sara™- f 

linonG^- 

Ga>SI 0'TC3 t4,2,it Ccug, Cojsitsfi' &\!D ns 
ifdj rj cd fsi th Gu (J) & n 

«Jjgl <^®;51(5)!bS>'’uj!lL-C5TSr>CTT «Trii(g> <nuJ0* 
asi.tusvGo 1 • 


O Lord who lifted the Earth! Then y° u 
fought a battle for the five Pandavas 
against the Kauravas and reduced the t° e 
to ashes; You have come to reside in 
Srivaramangala-nagar amid learned see - 
who perform Vedic sacrifices incessant!) i 
I only call to join you there. w' 


ctojo,s, ^3_gi; s,cu ^yaiGg, GT65Ta>(£>? 

Q&euas&Qten ^mLDiriu 
6ina,g,6vrbia,GTt Cladjiuih A(nj GidgsA 

Oadia, GsucTrcfflujiT «nrajujt!>G<3>GL!ii 

i?gu g ui rsi * sv ^ 11 

cria, Qgjiup ^g(tr,j,o,mij! ,-^gd 5>ng)I lD 

fl,oraTGL_G«> , • 

O Dark-hued Lord who enters into 
every bit and parcel, and perform 1 
many magical acts, is it possible for bj 1 

to call you? O Lord of Srivaramanga]^ 
nagar where godly men perform V e 1 
sacrifices, you are accessible to worsmP - 
I have seen this too. 


ejeuni) ^lu. rjylGvjii) Im gtgSt ^uljCo^ 
ftOTinGSiRn 1 GTGSiiTjiii) ffisirrcpsin 
Gjjrrorr rhnuj.9>C6iJT! LDisrafl 

il tfoj H10 (hi 
GD&,Q&, n & a- 
6uncijT id n ld€< r) guG u j t^CtuG5i 

cvj)®(5 Csrt ' 


lornh <oli ini^W> 
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O, Dark effulgent Vaikunta lord who 
came as a boar! My Father, my Krishna, 
ever my Master of the great-heavenly- 

hill Vanamamalai worshipped by the folk 

of Srivaramangala-nagar amid sweet 

mango groves! Pray come to me, t at 
I too may worship you! (^) 

ITTG3T GtfjlgjA ^ GasrtPOTl- 

CU(T63TCUlt 2—' 

CiPE^Si® 0 m ^ J CLPtLB 2 - 6u ® t ‘ 5 

St-CJirL-ITlij! 

QsjbQsfUpwnjA Gcus, Csuuicfil 

(feu u ID w &> ^ ^ 

^AjSih^cu MAipmi')! ^uvCujCROT^ftB^D^ 1 - 

O Lord of celestials, through grace, 
you have entered my heart. O Lord 
of eternal glory, First-cause of the 
Universe, Father, Mother, Swallower- 
of-the-seven-worlds, O Resident o 
Srivaramangala-nagar, where got } 
men perform Vedic sacrifice endlessly, 
pray do not forsake me! ( ) 


HcrrcrflciT qj mij iS) curbs mu! t£> 0 gj 

CunuS1c3T«nu cjip &V-ii8>g> 

< 5 ,GTTCTT ID fTUJ QjG>C>5t! <9>0lDfT633fl5>0><S <£M_Cfj! 
Q^,cfTffrflujrTrr $0 fbrrcjuncDfD«9>6n cucuGurru id ©SI 
gjCSTST ^rfcurfiDrhfca^ 

2 _ctt crjb$fruit <^i 0 OTfTiu 

2L_ IUIL) ID fT jT}| CT6 i5T0jC*S>. 

O Lord who ripped the bird’s beak, 
entered the Marudu trees, and killed 
the seven bulls, my wicked wonder- 
lord of gem-hue radiance! Many clear- 
minded seers, well- versed in the Vedas, 
live in cool Srivaramangala-nagar. My 
Lord living in their midst! Pray show 
me the path to liberation. (9) 

^(T)! CTC3T0,0 f9<Sn ijfTgjGlD 8!)Gt51 g^Otfb 
gjjbQgjrTjPjbgjniij; 2 _gst £0 
iDnr^j fbneir 6^>C3T^j ^Ccucst; cTcrr^ji ^©filu-iib 

2_©JtC^Jj 

C< 5 g)i OafTcii a> 0 O)i_jib Qu 0 ix> 
Q^ 5 >QfbS?Jii> idg&I 2 ,ott 
2 >niry L^jb < 5 ,ctot gjjipmu (Lpiq-iuniu! Qebiocu 

fr>nuj0>Cc3T! 


^ibqcu succumb £|GT>£U 

^Anjigl srCTtcn«iit|a> 5 

<5> bW 7 L - 

u**, ft £lrr ujarfl lom-ib 

GllfT6OTlCc3T 6T(oirTU) 

• XI. . ct ri* fh (T ^ LlCU 6^631 OJfTlU 

M5>!D0 M 

iSlCTTjbfJbrrOeTT! 

These wicked illusion-casting senses 
that you gave will forsake me one das , 
I know them well. Even you have 
forsaken me and dumped me into a 
quagmire, just see! O Resident o 

Srivaramangala-nagar where ta 

mansions shine, Lord who tipptt t e 
bird’s beak, you are hard to reach.(8) 


Lord celestial, wearing a cool fragrant 
Tulasi w-reath! Resident of cool 
Srivaramangala-nagar where 

sugarcane and paddy grow- tall! You 
have given me your feet as my sole 
refuge and path. I have nothing to give 
in return, — my soul too is yours! (10) 

QgjiLtsii r£>nuj0>6ST fr>mjiaraiC3i, ^liflGSlAifililLDCji 

a*mu Ctancii Lj,LD Qumpco 000^^ 

Q«Uig> <54,uS)tt£>£icn J^co-icu <g>«& T 

ilif<aj(TU>w«na> Gioui u<?5 j9jI l <3** 
cyjGUACu um cucucurrn cun<? 0 miTA 0 

^(ipGg). 
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This decad of the thousand on the lord 
of Srivaramangala-nagar, by Satakopan 
or Kurugur surrounded by groves of 
happy flowers, addresses the feet of 
Deivanayaka, Narayana, Trivikrama. 
Those who can sing it will forever be 
sweet as ambrosia to the celestials. (11) 

5.8 / Svapadesam : On 
Tirukkudandai 

Aravamitde | Kdlyani \ Adi 

^(LpCg,! ^JtqCtUC^T a_t_Guii 

f^c^Ljnco ^tiTijnCuj 
cSHGncu&jgj ej,«nguj 2-0<s>0«£l67TrD 
Clff)(^LDrrGGy! 

c-^rr Cl^Qffjcu a>curfl cforrii) 

£>{ 13 , f*(T*)0>(£)l-r£>63r>2> 

GJR «^>IT G-afTCUli) $3,y>3, «£) I_J^^rtLU ! 

<!J>OT3TGl_G3T, CTUJLDfrGciIT! 

Insatiable ambrosia! First lord! My body 
melts in love for you. You make me weep 
and toss like restless water. I see your 
resplendent form in Tirukkudandai, 
reclining amid fertile waters, fanned by 
whisks of golden paddy. (1) 

CTlblDfTGGJT! GTCTT OsDCTTCffJGn QpiT^j'P 

OT63TOT>«nfT ^dTSyjfTGcJT! 
CTlD LDfT SL_ lj) CciieTOT^Lb JD^CU 

c^GufTiu! ctl^IgO ejGfn! 
OcEJtiD ion ihLDGUlb 3>GG>fl 

ID6M(fTjlb $(TT)ft(<g^L-2)«ng> 
<=H'b LDfT LDGU(T5>dJ,C75T €UGTriT^)eaT(T)rrG<S3T! 

CTGffT 2>rrcji Q^ujG^Gott! 

My Lord, my Ruler, my pure Icon, 
my beautiful black Bull! You take any 
form at will. You recline amid 
Tirukkudandai waters filled with 
large lotuses, your dreamv eyes liken 
those flowers! O What can I do?(2) 

ctcst rF>ncjr OaiijC&cir? ujrCri s.CffjerTfl.GTSj'? 

GTCCH6!r)OTT G7GST Q5UJ«^)63Tpnuj? 

2 C^TCSITfTGi') rSHGVJCUfTGtJ HJfTGUfTnC yi lb 

0ocirg)jih Gq^wtGi ott; 


c^fl LD^ioTT ^L-ffj^fTlu! 

^Iq-Gujcar G\J nLpfFjfTGTT 

CI^GU jrjfTGTT CTrF> f^fTfiTT? c^ljb rbfTGTT 2_65T g,fTCTT 

iSliq.«2)Ga, Qtfsu* dMrGcraT. 

What can I do? What are you doing to 
me? Who else can protect me? O Lord 
reclining in Kudandai surrounded 
by stone walls, I seek no redress with 
anyone save you; pray see that I lead 
the remaining days of my life holding 
on to your feet. (3) 

O#coi5> 0jrrGJ3r^£ljb‘-J fT, T aifT^pii- ^crTCi^ib 

Clflgugyiib ^li^^liuaiu! 
2_6UUI_J jgjTGunGwr! CTGUCUrr £_CU(4 JjIjC) 

SL_<mD 1_UJ Gp»(TTj QptT^^l 

rF>cu2)5)fT6U i6l5»<5)rTiT ( 3 ) 3 , 0 ) 3 , 3 , «£li_i|,0>mu; 

a_g5T6D63TA 0, fTOTCfTU IT<?3T £,tTGfT 

c^GUULI 

Qo,rr^ajGGJT. 

O Lord of glory- exceeding the grasp 
of ever-learning seers! Infinite Lord, 
your frame contains all the worlds. O 
Lord reclining in Kudandai surrounded 
by men of exceeding goodness! 
Desirous of seeing you, I look at the 
sky disturbed, then weep and pray. (4) 

•^n^GUCSTjOgjrT^GUCTTj^i^^, 0 , IT CffiTT IJ 63T I 
UfTlq. c £HGVJ<T)f'!}J<DJG3T? 

Qjc&efilGnesrujnGO uaau) GfTjnvsx^l 

fFtrrsjuflej, (ffjdilipiTy^l^uLUjaT; 
Q3{l{j utpGTTA (£,1 (£,0)3,0, .£ll_.£,5>fTlu! 

C^rb^fTLOGiDfla, ff,€lfiITGiraTfT- 
lol <9) fT QJ G GUT CID GUT 9—GVJT 3>H^J G 15(0,11) 

■suanaCuj (*,g>o,6TOi_niu. 

I weep and pray, I dance and sing, and 
praise you forever. I look away and hang 
my head in shame for my deeds. O Lotus¬ 
eyed lord reclining in fertile Kudandai 
fields, pray show this repentent sell 
the way to your lotus feet. (5) 
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0^>&«rart_giu gtgjt Qg>ncu«ncu cfilsnmcDLu 

; 2-G3T ^lq.C«90lb 

ocn tp g^Trrrra,0L^l gjrng&gd 

CTCDGrr f£,fTGTT ^^GjTrp] ^UUQT? 
GUfTip Q^itcO LjftiprriT 0t_rT>eng>6, ^L_ff>g,mlj! 

GiiiTCcjTfTiT Ga>nujnCCTT! 
ujrn£t<3T ggertffCaj! pG^! ^r^lcfilcTT 

uujCctt! ^rflcjCrr)! 

O Lord of celestials reclining in 
Kudandai surrounded by men of 
everlasting glory! O Music of the Yal- 
harp! Ambrosial delight, fruit-of- 
knowledge! O King-of-lions! Rid me of 
my Karmas, and find a way, you must. 
I long to reach you, how long must I 
remain here filling a bottomless pit? (6) 

^HfflcjCrr)! ffT^rr ^ib CluncsT -fM_Crj! 

Cl<5fbJ5i€TOT «5>0 (y><^lGcu! 
ffTtflCliJ uCUffnA 0G5TGjT)! fF>rTCU GgjITGTT 

(TtfTj^jfTUJ! 2L_63T0J ^0 GctT 

iSlffltun CTGjTGDOTTdjj (olfibfTC!nm_(TUj! 

$0tDnGco! 

5,(flGiuG5T; £_ctt ffijamw <5>rbgjj crci? 

£69TU)ib ftcnctTujfrGuj. 

O King-of-lions, golden radiance, red¬ 
eyed cloud-hued lord! O Dazzling 
coral-mountain, my lord of four arms, 
lord in Kudandai! Through your grace, 
you made me your bonded serf. Now 
give me your protection and rid me of 
my birth. No more I can bear this. (7) 

5)€incTT6ufTiu gjiGarruib; <5 >c^gttuj rrgjj ^L^lcurTLLj; 

S> CiT> GTT <5 j 6T5T LDfT~)0l jgJ'GGUCST; 
cuGncTT cijrruj Gfbtflu u«ni_iunuj! 0i_rr ) 6y>g ) s> 
iDfTiDfTiurrl 

frcvijn £ 2 _ i- cuii) CTsjrcrrgjj & rtl f^gjj 

CurnbCuiT^i 

^GDGTTUJIT^] ^ 5,rTGTT £>0f*, A u iSllq^^U 
Cun «2> gjana gGiu. 

O Great wonder-lord reclining in 
Kudandai armed with a sharp discus, 
whether you end my despair or not, 
you are my sole refuge. When my bodv 


languishes and this life comes to an 
er >d, grant that I may hold on to your 
feet relentlessly. (g) 

@cnsc9g>gtl indisnraT S-OTgjUOT^snanita&i, 
@©2>glia> ^IOIDIiCgst! 
^OTffCLj^GU ID (JIT £Cir>6U61)IT gidlCUGurr! 

^y£lu Qu0 <vp ng,£l 
sSleu eS&tib toir iBanjfkj,cn 

Cs0ii $ ©*(£>>-jbcng, 
^|eina«4 ggcu a_cu5>ih urjcu* ^li_£,e,mij! 

<MTCT5T CUfTfjrrGuj. 

O Lord sweetly binding me to your 
leet! O King of the motionless gods! O 
Lord reclining in Kudandai amid 
sparkling gems! O Great first-cause! 
O Lord praised by all the worlds! Pray 
come, that 1 may see you. (9) 

Gurrgn ^(T^guhuj eu0ib GTcjn lomurr 

inrrujfT Qpirg^lujgiu! 

<^«>Gld .$jg><£)uumjj! 

<£grr cfi)6 T>gjtgtt <£g 

^csiiLruu! j^05»0i_(bcir>5) 
£5Hgrr 2 _gst 5,0 uil(^ib ^mCtuar 

^cSTGJTlb 2__ ipGV)G<SDGCUTfT? 

O Formless Lord that takes wonderful 
forms at will! Insatiable ambrosia, 
Delight of my heart, resident of 
Kudandai! You are my protector, ending 
all my endless Karmas. Having become 
your servant, must I still suffer? (10) 

2L_ip«T>CU CTCTTLSlOTT Guiusil (ipGWMAJUd,^ 

^QJGJDCTT 2_uS 1 IT S2_CraU_rT67T 
ftipG\)£bGT ^63D6T)Cuj djgoijl 

(5)0etn it# CsifruGsr 

0lpG\Sl63T IDGlSWltf Qd?rTG5TG3T 

G^IT ^uSlggjg^OT U^gtflD 

tDjptiDiAJ $g cucucvmii 

ID rTfaiJI GJllJ GfTjfT^jjiOuJ IT«9 jCj!5i 

This decad of the thousand songs, 
sweeter than flute melody, is sung by 
Kurugur Satakopan who found refuge 
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ai the feet of Krishna, — who drank the 
ogress’s breasts and dried her life to the 
Those who can sing it flawlessly 
will be adored by fawn-eyed dames. (11) 

5.9 / The Girl: The Seventh 
Seperation / On Tiruvallaval 

Manei | Ritigoitla \ Adi 

lOfrcsr Stiij Cnjtrs.g, fTjcCieS’iV! 

GTNaj&Gyjti) siSlcyiinrrGajOTT Cluic5tu-j 
airi* <31,17 aisnx 3,^0^, 

Gsctt <§yr Csronsu&eh 
„ ^0su6u<msimtiJ> s_anpmii> 

Gatrsjmanij ^qGiurar iq. 

Qff,aGcun? 

O Fawn-eyed friends, this wretched self 
wanes day by day. The lord resides in 
riruvallaval, where Areca trees touch 
the sky, in nectared fragrance-wafting 
jasmine gardens and honey-dripping 
fruit orchards. Alas! When will this 
devotee-self reach the lord’s feet? (1) 

GTGitrtJj Qu,tTGi> CtFjnTl^rritjfTCn! 

cribffinui trnrii Qo uj<5>Gar»? 

Clunsii qcarsnai iDd£)y>, 

Mgji id rrfl.ciSl iSgji 
iDGmib aiDlLgli) 

^l{njsususucuitjj) 

$€370 iSlrjtTOT <3Uq|^QJ ^qClUITU) 

Qs,Hcsi!!T@ (gjQsuC#,. 

O Sakhis, why do you torment me 
thus? The lord stands in Tiruvallaval 
where the soft breeze wafts the 
fragrance of fresh golden Punnai, 
Magil and Madavi flowers. Alas! When 
will we carry the dust of his feet on 
our heads? (2) 

(&© LD Q\j (T <5, c& IT' 

gjjujgrrtli^Ci.j^^ar Qi£>©Muj 
n^eij Csug) 

• iijari&iOf ^letnrj Ci j rrcO (ijiijjihia, , 
usriQ © ujiirtjoj ^LDU qsnfi. 

OiGsji ^l0a)C\'jcufliiTip 
S© snrr^li^rnr) i5lrjriQT thiprij 


O Flower-coiffured Sakhis! Woe is me, 
I have become thin. The lord resides 
in cool Tiruvallaval amid fragrant 
smoke that rises from the Vedic altar, 
where Saman chants rise like the 
roaring sea. Alas! When will I see his 
feet without interruption? (3) 

rQ<9S6yjLD Ga,mj3llJ>lT3,n6TT! 

sribcima tbsv)ljbg)l srsji Q&dj^Ctjrr 1 ? 
u441<*r>cu fjb«TT if>(yi{gjLb 

usocuii ffljironips,i0u>, 

loaB, ^crafl iDiruiiiSisfr ifia,| 

<3israraii£> a>sjin $(iT)GucuG0Gumj> 
< 300 * £ ^«ir>6JwGiDG0 

fbUM-SlrjfT65Tg,| fTjGU f7,«oGl£>. 

O Sakhis! Why do you hurt me thus 
endlessly? The lord who reclines on 
a hooded snake stands in Tiruvallaval 
amid tall mansions nestling in the 
bowers of Betel and Areca, jackfruit, 
coconut and plantain. His well-being 
alone is our good. (4) 

fp,6U ITyGVgj Gg,m£lljMT7J,IT6iT! 

jTjcOgu oHji>S , G5aTa GcuctigSIlj qstfi^ 5 

smog. !b«uii> Qan«riiT0 s>_um rite 

cDsnrQajgjib Bjcriji ^P^aicucuaing) 
AS7TCJT5IJ ^LD <3>lllq 5>6Trc<nci5T, 

<5>G3^OT3ui @C3T ganGTHfiT t 

CT63T ff>CulD O^TjfTGTT (5*l_ CtTlfJ 

CTOTTnydftfTGU ^6OTT^,Crr 0>rTG7iSTug J ]C61J , ? 

O Good-natured Sakhis! The smoke 
from the good Vedic seers’ sacrifices 
clouds the sky in Tiruvallaval. Our 
lord, --- that sweet ambrosia, that 
fruit, that sugar-candy, — has stolen 
my well-being. Alas! When will my 
eyes see his radiant form? (5) 

flGtfffU jigjj 

sfllCtT>G3Ttj,uj<3T fts^lcunuj 
I inGififT QISTOTltjC)c5Tn(T)l 

i JiffcfT, (ol^>C.'gTJT)6yu£l 
^&GF<F ^flCDOTl LDIJ5 

&> nG3T6\j ^(rfyeiiGocu^^ 
loncraT {<^rr>Gn d L.Slfjnc7n 

ldcvjit^j ff,rTir> 6 inrjt' i >no ) W9' { » c ° * 
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O Berry-lipped Sakhis! The lord who came 
as a beautilul manikin resides in fertile 
Tiruvallaval, where trees grow tall in dense 
groves blowing fresh breeze and bees 
make music like harp-strings. Alas! When 
will this unfortunate self see his 
blossomed lotus-feet? (6) 

utTgr^uMrir Cu>su ^icssfl Lyb Clg,trg>ff> 

5sv(^liiiOarTCu - ufTcmffii JbCUcSir! 
&& Clrt>01jTj 0 ,i_g>gj6n 

s _ujit amoCTiij, Gsrai&iyjj&ft, 

Lorrgjir&ch guitstt (tp£i(iptb, 

■q-nrargnuii sjjbgili.b fl0Suai6'J«i' r tf 

2>tT@,GiT (S^rTGUlD a_W3Tl_ 

tbirs tSlrjacffT gGnenGn j>,(T6rTOdt»rrr£|Ga)? 

Good Sakhis! The lord, our master who 
swallowed the Universe, resides in 
Tiruvallaval, where water-lily and lotus 
grow tall in large water tanks, and reach 
the radiant eyes and faces of the 
women-folk. Alas! When will I worship 
his feet with flowers everyday? (7) 

ibncnQ^n^jib g{j 0 ^goTrf^Guj 

O&rnpa, <«fc>.0r*jQ<5>fT6u - ij>cu^)5i^! 
<^40 2_rru §(bi ^rtjibqih 

cfilcinctT CWijjQfE.gjjib crnii(£)i0 

u>"0 2_p 5ji-ib Gtfii 

GUUJCU ^{nyeTJGUCUGTJfTip 

I?>0 2_cinjT)^C3Tn) iS)rjn63T 

r£lcuib gjfTGfiluj ftipGeu? 

O Radiant-forehead SakhLs! The lord who 
strode the Earth resides in Tiruvallaval 
amid marshy fields abounding in flowers 
where sugarcane sways sweetly and 
golden paddy ripens filling the Quarters. 
Alas, when will I worship his feet every¬ 
day without end? (8) 

Aip«U cusnsfl L4jrfVjU LUfTLO 

«v 0r^jGrfbfT£>con? 
(Ojtpcu ctottcsi uirr^io CT69TQrr<& 

G<f»fT6m6ua|6TT C^>631 
li3g)6iy>GVj Gurfl iTU®RJT05j6TT 

ufT0lO ^l^>j5nCUGU61l(Tl.p 
®>Lp®6)65T LD 61 S) 3&8>t]U 

Gi 0®nw <SM(^)Ccr . 


The lord of abiding grace wielding a 
spinning discus resides in Tiruvallaval 
amid cool groves, where young bumble¬ 
bees drink nectar and hum like the flute 
and the Yal-harp. When 
will I w’orship his form and wear my 
slipped bangles again? (9) 

GgjfTco «^(TT)CTT jbcO cfitintisnuncO 

ClsfTG\J<5> ^.@f^lQ^(T€U GgjrTL(>1l£lT<gjnGTT! 
Gtf)fT€U LDCggT Cgni lb g61c53T^HLD 

Os,fTip jSfifTp ^l0fb&gib 
fT>CO ^0CTT ^uSllJGUIT 

5>CUCTT GjjjgiJLb ^l0GU«OcuGU fT ip 
r£,cu <^0«n £>i b Qu0iorTQT 

ITjrrgtTUJGSTTCST ff)fTU31^l5iG6TT? 

O Sakhis! Our lord is praised high 
by many thousands of devotees. The 
Earth and Heaven know' the abiding 
grace of Narayana residing in the good 
city of Tiruvallaval. When will it 
be our fortune to chant his names 
with love? (I®) 

5,morsiacn ^uSltni) s_cnmj 

G1ij0ioneSi <sii*Cid«u 
G^ imi Gahcar ^ 

5i_C* itu«t Qj&ifljb&l fi_ar>«J£>j2> 
rbrTLDr^a,6ii c^uSlg^giictT 

l ) . 5 >gtJ ii) cv.'C\j<s\j nLp 

Gdtmb Q^rTGft Og>tf3T n^irGioeo 

Q^UHGUfllT l^ljP*E>^*S> 

This decad of the thousand songs, on 
peaceful Tiruvallaval sung by Kurugur 
Satakopan w'ith knowledge and 
understanding, addresses the lord of 
thousand names. Those svho can sing it 
will excel in this W'orld. (11) 
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5.10 / Svapadesam : Speakine 
to the lord 

(The second seance) 
Pirandavarum \ Sahana \ Adi 

Qurflur 

anaQaitigj, gcuiT&gja, 

& '“*•* ^^uSIl. 04 0,0,®, Cunor 

** ^0 M*@ ^sfilanuj 

cirnjj 'Qeitrru e_QjT^l t jin-,j Jjyj 

^2)5=* o; n «T o-L-Cff! *_*«>«„ st^CW 
GoiTSUgjlGsu? 

\ ll UL WOn J derS ° f y° ur birth ’ /our 
childhood, and your exploits in the 

great Bharata war, showing your 
strength to the five Pandavas, - these 
haunt my heart again and again and 
consume my soul. O Effulgent lord, 
most high, when will I join you? (1) 


OJ&ena; gj & umuj^gju,, 

LDrTUJ u>"rfW:>T oinw 61eti|b2.g,ni> 

gjcincij Gunrr (O^ipcurrn (Ojrjcmoj iSlcnOTatrgg, 
(<?)Lp(2>d), 

^-gll STGBTGJTCUrTCuCBT ^GUCUJ 
CTCTT6in«sjT SL _^t Gjy^SU^tb; 

(!Pgl) 6J)CiJUj (ip<5,CUCUrT! 2_63TGiDCTT GT6jtn)j 

g> on 6y U G1U UJ 6U G 6OT ? 

Your killing the bulls for Nappinnai’s 
.ind, ripping the jaws of the monstrous 
horse, your Rasa-play with sweet 
coiffured Gopis, — these are hard to 
describe as thus and thus. Your many 
acts thin me. O First-cause of the 
Universe, when will I join you? (2) 


ciuu^ Cmu'j a ^, 

'SIotsdctjS, C*(b!D(ipibCi mj, & g.fra.rgl gro4 

• fliuui ^.siia)rr«\j Glaujg) rglfjrr ^lrrjj a 


olfbuj a-.<nrar cijrin^on^i^cn Qs 

• Wi<tttgti , jf 3 & GaT/^ntocffiij^ *,crom>cn i£it m 
^UUjGq. rglG^^u^lh OJT,^) CT6BT Q^t 

a_ (Tfj<ff>(0r^i5>G< 


Your radiance as an infant sucking 
Putana’s poisoned breasts, your 
valour as a child destroying the cart 
with you lotus-feet, then your 
standing in fear with tears in your 
eyes, — when your mother took the 
stick on hearing that you stole 
butter, — these melt my heart.(3) 

acncn CGiu_ ; g ) ar>s&0> Q.s,rTt,'j$T0 Cufuii t-pa* 
Maa c^ypjii), aairggi) 

a_6TTcrrii) Gugjti) QaiLi^lL.0, a_uSln 2_6^tn-- 

s_ i xrujibja.lgjl 10 

QffucrTCTT f^na acmi_ujfT^jti ;glt^TG3flGni- 

CGufrii^ajrranLn cSImni/* rg1eSrn><Sl L£ ’ 
a_ffrrcnii) 2 —sir (£>ani_|hgii ercir s.uSlctnd 

S2_(5a>^l SL-araregyG 1 ®. 

T he mat-haired Siva entering stealthily 
into the cities of Asuras disguised, striking 
terror in their hearts, destroying them b) 
the score, then entering into your person 
indistinguishably, — these enter my heart* 
melt and drink soul! (4) 

s_«r3Tcm aintsttsurr G^rTguo,^ ^ UM i 

s^yjjuuQg.g, $_sisn_ gjl'P 

aisrerarai loinKi suongonuj .ocnip 

chndyO,^ 0 

iDcnnencwr (IP® 1 uenu^gil £_eirar0, 

2-’%>2>g > i a-.SU ®cs,ai iootott,®, LDlnu™' , ' ci, 
CTOTTS^UlbCftlTJJHj,, COT crflcffl b 

QiO(y)(«, goft^LO jgsirCjP- 
Your wonderful acts, of gulping th c ’ 
food-offerings kept for Indra, the' 1 
holding aloft the mountain to stop t |,e 
angry rains, your creating the world 5 ’ 
then swallowing and bringing the 111 
out, your measuring the Earth, yOU r 
marrying Dame-Earth, — all these irt elt 
my heart like wax in fire. (5) 
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r9Gr>c3Tui_l ^iflincrr; 

sjxirrjj ^con 2_-iTjni ^yu i£Iot 

iDfTlU fbJ0>6TT 

^)carn^j rQcgTQi r06y><3TA^»l6jiCfT)68Tj 2_63T6yi63T 

errirhiejTib r06in63T<£)fi)LJ63T? uff6filCttJfl)(2) 

6£>63Tfpj £>631(0) 2L_GD(JUjnUJ, 2_6U0»LD 2_6JHTL- 
6£6J3T ,£M_Crj! 

Countless are your visible and invisible 
wondrous deeds! O Lord, in standing, 
in sitting, and in reclining postures ! 
I think and think, yet cannot 
ever comprehend you. O Radiant one 
who swallowed the Earth, show this 
sinner a way. (6) 

£3CT3T <3,1 CrrfT0 ^^(CT^lDfTUJ fglOTTfD eH,!QJ^» 
£L_ GT3TC3 TicCoJ fT(^1 63T 6THD U1 fUU UlJffjgil 6TG3T 
0 j 65F3T G,9,IT6TTfr6)j63T<3> 6TG3T63)63T<9 

O <9ILJ <£l 63T IT) 6JT 
GTCT3T Q«9>fTCTT £>671 €, U_|6TT 63tG(T)63T J 

ctott dEffluj Lnn«srofl<3,*Giu! 6T63T &>aimhiL(8){ib 
^CJJT Q<9>fTCTrwn Cp(|T)fJ>rTCTT ^rT^CTTfTUJ, a_C3T 

S_(ff)CcU. 

I faint at the thought of the things 
you do to me, — standing as radiance 
amid darkness and truth amid untruth. 
My Gem-hued Lord! Grace your 
presence just one day, that I may drink 
deeply with my eyes, and fill myself 
with your form. (7) 

$(5> £>2> srM,©j ld, ClAfTuij^tpi 

GUjj^mncnfjGincu <&l6Jr>0(y30»6jT 

A06lj5il lj CJTlL^ifT)^ lL l_ 

in ni» 0 , t£T> ib, 

Qun^ ^60 2-631 0>«jfl ITjrTlUAli) 

Qih\ .( 0 )ihG 0 ,rrrryii), ctcbt rQtaT^j (n1f>,0>(0^ 

U0fT(fTyii) <9.feooi63?iffT; ctcjt Q^ujCacst 
^ iqGujCcjr? 


Whenever I hear about your beautiful 
reclining form, about the red lotus-navel 
with Brahma seated on it, about your 
entering the wombs in your great acts 
of creation, and your peerless domain 
over all, my heart melts and tears flood 
my eyes. O What can I do? (8) 

^tqCJitu (\pG5T6niT) £grjfT>gj ^rr^ii) ^rbiCs, 

r9cjT(r)J &\j£ 5>L_6^Jli) LDOTJT^ULD Gfi1c33T^JjlX) 
IT-IT ^iqUJlTGU (l£U».0>g>J<!>>G0 ! rT633Tl_ 

QlTjfTlqU^lDfTj^l «SH6316U G0jlL(0)li>C0>fTfpjin f 6TC3T 
J063T £,63T0,G0» 0>63‘>(TJ^£)J 2_(^lhj 
Cl5>rri4UJ 6U60cfi)63T63TCaJC3T 2_G3T&r>Cn 

6T63TfpjG0>ncO 0el.(»j6uG,2>? 

Whenever I hear of how you begged 
for three strides of land then grew and 
took the Earth and sky and ocean in 
two strides and how you achieved your 
ends, my heart melts for you alone. 
O This wicked Karmic self, when 
will I ever join you? (9) 

061 iq. £63>(J* 0)G5Tl_ j>0> ^fT^lb , ^(J£0,lb C&6UIT 
2_63JT653T, ^0rlJ6J>IJ 

€^(^11) 6U6WI6J3Tfbl0jC.cn (Tl 0 lijcTj) GlIfTCJT 

6^0j0)0,(ipLb 

SfllQ l-|0>(0) 6T63T0J ^efilcWUJ 2_0<3,<£l 

2_633Tlq0^63Tff); 10631 0>G3TanC3T 
6U6J3T653TIO 0<3fT6OCUrTUJ , j£,00, JTjfT(0) 

cncwT oj nG cur! 

1 he way you joined in the churning 
of the ocean for ambrosia, the tricks 
you played to help the gods leaving 
out the Asuras, — these enter my 
heart and melt my soul. O Lord on 
the poisonous snake-couch, tell me 
how I may seek you. ( 10 ) 
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*1® atcnamflcns 2 , 1 b iSlrmsSr aos ^ 

£> m *© erciiipj i&tcct Qgrrgjio 
cja ilfbansiucmruja &&an _hg auCanurar 

lDfT(T)e3T 

&nB!D aijbsir^l ^uSlga.gjsri 

@sn«uajii) eg* u^gjib aisueumi 

tuna cr.GU 0 ii> 5 ,a > g ll lo^ipc^ ffnugjcuri 

finsua^yGu). 

This decad of the Andadi of thousand 
songs by Kurugur Satakopan, 
worshipping everyday with single min d 
the feet of the serpent-couch lord as 
sole refuge, — those who can sing it will 
enjoy high Vaikunta forever. ( 11 ) 

6.1 / The Girl, sending a message 
through the birds / On Tiruvan- 
Vandur 

Vaikal | Bagesri \ Adi 

Ghsu&Bj L4,ri, ajjJojmL oj/bg] CiDujii 

(&) cjt e> n gtt ! 

CW OanriTaaj.Qjj,^ ^ujir^^direuoBiQ* 

2_ C33 fT) u_J if) 

0<5>rr4TT cT€jr ftcsflojrriuu 

Qu(|T)LDfTg<nGJT(5> <5>6ff3T0 

6t>*«,ctt ssi uiS), QtffTcOe^ir- cfil6^6jnurrtlii}.Gujc5T 

(9> ngjilTCD toGuj. 

O Flocking egrets picking worms in my 
flowery marshes! My berry-lipped lord 
with discus in hand, resides in beautiful 
prosperous Tiruvan-Vandur, where 
paddy grows tall. Go tell him with folded 
hands my sad tale of love. ( 1 ) 

<9>fT4J,GU QlftGJT GuOTiL-GlUfTftj) p_ i £5T CtDlLIU) 
&(l 1) £F>rTffITlij f 

CcU5> CoJCTTsfi) Sp.Ci>l Opjpni^ti) ^OTjjr 

$ (0) 6) 1 ewr cu cwr (^i rt 

rbnoysii i^neoih GTciicurrii, a. gtctl ^ld 

QufffjtDfTCDCJTft fremQ 
ingjih gt>0>Q {bttifgQ . jorafltSiT- ^i^Guicjr 

$IDGio. 


O Dark egret searching for worms, 
with your love-bird companion! Our lord 
who swallowed all the worlds resides 
in cool Tiruvan-Vandur, resonant 
with Vedic chants. Go fall at his feet, 
and tell him of my lowly plight. ( 2 ) 

$fDrbJ5>6TT CTf^(£)lb O51U&6TT 2Sl(9 

2—tpCU L|CTT«TflC3Tfbl 
Gl5CU6UU> LDCU0 ^(TC^QjCTJTCIJ 

2_cnrr)iM^ 

5>fDr^j(gj cns>Si &€3ficu mlju 

Clu^TFjLD rT 6 JD 63 T<f?> {hC&Q 
f*>IT Qg,rT(Lgg{j t_i65ijflu?IT - ^tn.ClU^ 

^ L Ccr. 

O Flocking feathered friends, picking 
in the fields! The berry-lipped lord 
with a spinning discus lives in Tiruvan- 
Vandur with enormous wealth. Go 
worship him with reverence, and tell 
him of my woes. ( 3 ) 

Currftih 

iDi_ ^cjreyTfbjftfTcn! 

g5)i_c0 <@cu Ccu#, 

^(tF)6 D CJTTCTj 

au-colsit CioraftGiSlijncir 0,«OT SnT onsjT 
Clib0i£)iTsrpsu«, 

»_L«uib ravbfbgd g>0g>^l £ .(ib0ii cranial 

Si— GsvrnojQ t51 Gen • 

O Swan-pair, forever enjoying a dip 
together! The ancient lord of celestials, 
my ocean-hued Krishna resides in 
Tiruvan-Vandur amid echoes of Vedic 
chants. Pray tell him that a maiden 
pines for him. ( 4 ) 

*- cinriTg.jjjOj asELsO a.aratirij,^ a.., dfi 
Ciiiujih m L 

San^s, oi6*n_&MfcciiCu>«u C«0ti> 

(T^CU CWT«^j 

1 gUtpiTttJ ^U* ffyib 

ucainA* «n*uSI«rijir,i, 

G l j fTfT) U sn • 
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O Swan pair, you know how to make 
peace after a quarrel. My lord wearing 
a Tulasi garland on his crown resides 
in Tiruvan-Vandur where conches fill 
the dunes. Go see him with folded 
hands and pray for me also. ( 5 ) 

Cunjbjfil ujirsjr ,@ 55 , 0 s,en, qeaten sjtCid ai 

a_cr>2) y,r£j 0uSlwait«ir! 
C«jon5lcO sunenen gjcrusThib $(5 Qigri<»j«t5t@t 

2_ GD fT) U_| ID 

^mrjrr Ou^iDtTCDGjTi, 
&€OTT0 

LDfTfT)IT)ti) 0 &> rTMjTL_SD lDUJCU ^lT6ligiJ 
(5 6U €WTSraTG ID. 

O Punnai-dwelling Koels, I beg of you, 
please! The lord of gods with a discus 
in his radiant hand resides in Tiruvan- 
Vandur where fish jump in watered 
fields. Go ask him for a reply, and rid 
me of my swoon. ' ^ 

5?(jsusriricOTiii Oacsrp qs,^ ctcst®^ 

e^ai g>«Ai ^lofiCuj! 
C1«0 Ggarei y,ii> Cluir^lco (&,y, 

Gcusncu® ^(njajffiiirrQjosng^ 
a ,(5 suararroiio Qetutu sumu, as ^, 

Glaujujcns,, Qaiu J a, IT<! (, > 

Cl3(5 CpS3TOT 8G.&IjJ), 3lil(g> ^cn L ujrrsirib 

$©2>S>3, acnnCi_ 

O Beautiful parrot, go this once, then 
speak your good words! Flower groves 
and red shores surround Tiruvan-Vandur. 
The lord has a dark hue, red lips, lotus 
eyes and lotus feet. Discus and conch are 
his identification marks. ( 7 ) 

$(553,3, asrotQ, ercjr*^ giciinji a_cniTu,nuj 

y,cum£j! 

Cl3(5!b$ igjnywu, co^ly), M cji ra>Bti { g^ 

£ l (? ) aiemai«in(§n 
Glu( 5 lb 3.CM1 S,nu>eTOJ«.3=«*I, O u<n) jgp, ^ 

S»~iiCs,!Tcir t 

«©© $«ct ion (tp$su Cun* $(5Cin«fl 
^»iq.ft«nsnGuj. 


O Beautiful Puvai bird, speak to my 
lord and come back to me! He lives in 
Vandur filled with Punnai, Serundi, 
Nalal, Kurukkatti and Magil flowers. 
He has large lotus eyes and four 
mighty arms, and a dark cloud-hue. 
He wears a tall radiant crown. ( 8 ) 

eoaQ®tr(jjgj ^sunCuisu ^ensqu) 
«^C3TC3TfijftrreTT! 

5r^i0 6p>oSl&0ib $0 gd63^gi)G57it0t 
2 _GDff)lLJlb 

d>tq.UJ IDITUJG3T <g,G3TCnsn'5i S>Gy3TC33TOTlC3T, 

OfF)0lDfTCr>CU5. ACT!IT0, 
Q&ni^uj cucusfilcinGnGtuejT $n)ii) fitv^ji£)G3T 
Cajrpj QftrreainGi-. 

O Dainty swans dallying over flowers! 
My lord resides in Tiruvan-Vandur 
where conches herald the day. My 
Krishna, the ancient lord is swift. Pray 
talk to him alone, worship his feet and 
tell him of my plight. (9) 

GaigiQaiterorQ 2 _ioct)id ujhot 

Q«unf)l 6U6HTq637tbiafr€fr; 
G&jpi $ru uiberu euuuncncug, $( 5 GusssicuOTngn 
ifimry ,(geu Cuitit ^rraaOT uj$oi {§nji snps 
Cl3fb;pj a_aj>g> 
cj©j C3sua€3nra3,0 GTG3T so strut lis s _cttot 
crcjriS 63TaG GTT. 

O Fragrant bees, I pray you, because 
you are different! Tiruvan-Vandur is 
on the Northern banks of the Pampa 
river. The lord who burnt to dust 
the high-walled Lanka resides there. 

Pray tell him I too exist. ( 10 ) 

ito CWh Can qfln^so ^rnctr ***«, 

(GT)fTG\Jlb Qdf,ntf537i 

6DG3T 5»Gnci/carr ^^CioeO 

G(9s fTLJ637 QdrTC3T£3T 

U«3T CWdl <St,u5t,3, a OT £)«,„, 

$ 0 01 cmrsu OTTgcrA^, 
^€3iGl«frcn Lim_«u sucucufrn u5g,63rn 

l£ls3TC3flGm_ UiCU3aCA. 
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This decad of the thousand songs 
by Kurugur Satakopan on the lord 
who came and took the Earth will win 
the hearts of damsels. (i i) 

6.2 / The Girl, in a fancied 
meeting with the lord 

Minnidai | Bebag | Rupakam 

iflor @or>i_ icLcumi^sh i£)e5i 

CiPCTT'-i 5 >ctctt \ 

ii><3T a_w>L_ ^fjonn and.)^ 

LDfTlUCllGcajT! 

a_OTTg))GDL_iu AaraTL-mjjii) /brrcBT^i^lcucsT; 

cSHgj ClAfTonjT^I Q^ujftjgjj cndlT? 
CT«T^jcm_uj urbgdih ^tpgyjib jj 

Cun^ fF,ibi5! 

O Lord who destroyed the fortress of 
Lanka! Thin-waisted damsels will 
worship your grace, I fear what may 
follow. I know your tricks, what can 
you do with them now? Sire, return 
my bat and ball and leave! (1) 

CufT(ff) /bihiS! sl_ott ;0>n(DOT>!jLj<Hr>rj 0>e<hn 
^ cincinrMi.il h, OaciiQiiriij (jpjpjcujeyjib 
^(^cumiaeTT Gtftijuj 

GiTjfrn^Gn^fTGui umih? 
C^iresidh ion ii)uS)6\jniT5)Gn ^cfr^^ctT^Qciirnr 
GadJ) cjacma ciip, 

^&eh Guit&gBcQiS, (£)ipev> asE^i 

Gi j ni»9(ff}fkGg). 

Go Sire! Your lotus eyes and coral 
smile hurt and make us faint. Alas, 
this is the fruit of our penance! Lovely 
young damsels, strutting like peacocks 
will worship your grace. Go send 
your cows that-a-ways, and play your 
flute by them. (2) 


CurTuSl0ij ) g,| igiGiT i_jcn(06ijib <^rf)Uun£>ffurr*0 
2—67)1}, JbtXuS! I0C3T G.9UJ11J 
suiuu o.cjfla|ii> «,s3ino,i«j|iri sfiluifrb 10 

<@<t> pitch; 

Gciiuj Ci^ncrflOTTin fficb ^S'c5> cu (S® 1 

Ouqisuitit «TQjrrQa,ncO? 
lh ,t * i_cncua, shar^pp, 

Go away, Sire! And tell your stories to 
innocent ones. Your coral lips and lotus 
eyes are a curse to us. Wonder who 

that damsel with bamboo-slender 
arms will be, to win the fortune of 
your grace today! (3) 

^oSlcir igdr gjeincu, <jy> a-rfaC? 

^67Trr)J jS ^L-535)fT|ij; 22_63T iDrTUJfbl*^ 
ClOCiDCU QjfTC8T<;iJ(2plb c^jf^U-JfTIT; CM) 

UfjGlD? 

CojoSIwt CrbiT g,i ld ^OTjresruflciTiTtT cfi1cmc?TTUjrr(i^ 
(**>ipCir>CU0 (A,ipGcD ^SOT2)1 
arroSl GioujAa cwcucufTuj! crib who & 

/h^Gj^Gco- 

Then you swallowed the worlds and 
slept; your wonders even gods do not, - 
— so how can we?, — understand! You 
know how to graze your cows where 
Vel-eyed damsels play sand-castles. Then 
do not bother us, I pray! (4) 

0>ipCn)«U JblilS! 2L.G3T CinagjCULO iDCiSJT^EpI^ 

3,63T(£j d£lcOTT {t&>0>Q 

G^ncvj usdi_ uifTiij! 

gisirgj SL_<OTir,j>g 1 |ojGiT jjjncsi; 

C#>63i Qifini^lui/T(Ta>cn rattan 

(£^(]^€><rnT mCKTLD cunu} t£ipo> rtLD 
®tP01 ia,ariOjQajiT@ii, •‘OctUCuiuQu 1 
(£,ipC*C«v- 

O Sire, do not lie! Men and gods 
know your deceits. Lord of radiant 
discus, let me teach you something- 
Exuberant sweet-tongued damsels 
will always worship your grace- 
Pray do not play with our dumb 
mynahs and parrots. (5) 
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CTrhj0»cTr (2)ipa>C!rntf3TQ&nciraT(^ 
Ca>ni61c3Tcy>io GW iLgjj, acStibld ^cstitji ^cOcincu ; 
ut£<£) uj mb ^^TjuCumi) ugCuo <@<2) $0 

-^(iTjcn^icn? 

^ ( ipdQuirr(T Jgcij jq_coald Qp63rrr)j0>0ii> 

C£,«filcr>in gQQJirA’ ucuit sl_6tt(t; 
tTCrpcO fbibi5! s_63T0>0ib ^cnoTCtf) 
aotudCld. 


No use pretending to repent, pray do 
not play with our dolls. We are familiar 
with these favours, we do not deserve 
them. There are many fair damsels 
worthy of queenship. Sire, do not 
ascend our fold, this is childishness, 
unbecoming of you. (6) 


Acanmb <^|C8TjTj/ crnjjtf,ch CD^uSldJ i irTcmsu 
Uf^luu^i; /M_CU ^fTCULD 2>_633TU)Ut_ 
ff^OTTlDffuri! Clff)UjU.irTUj! iL-OIT 0 >G« 5 > 6 yjlb i 9 cmp 
iStcimpCuj; 

6»63TIoGlD Llt9fTCUoSl, 6T li) CD ID (£ 
cfil€jnCTTUJfl(^^; GalI^CU CU& glbLDfTIT 

<2>C3TlO UfT6lJlb 6"163T C3T WT} ££>0 f?>(T<»t[Tfpj jgjiq 
iS1flniT5»Gft. 

O Perfect lord who took the Earth 
and Ocean, pray do not snatch our 
dolls, you tell us lies and play with 
us. A fault is a fault even by you. 
If my brothers hear of this one day, 
they will take the rod and spare you 
not for justice or for mercy. (7) 


ujnffmciuuub inriQi^ib L^cyupiumnc’u 
Cl Cu$UlfT££| tfpJlT 

ipJflmA&t cibcrun snb C^rTi^linrrn 
cfloncTTujfTL liC i i^i^lcsrcTdiTcm’jGijrTrt^^fTcyiin 

S. C33T0i4p ClJCDCTT!2>5)ITC\l CTUBT O^fTCUCunii 

JC-ftcuftfijOjCri? 

O Lord of radiant knowledge and 
countless glories, making all things 
so different, yet like one! When 
friends call and I go, you stop and dry 


us. Alas, what will the unfriendly 
ones not say? (8) 

2_0,<rffKnjujrTc\j Qfb0>0ii) 2-err a_0<£) £_eirr 
5,niD«ng0 0>i_ib GSliftacrflan 
^1<9> cuesrcuu u0uufT6ST ^ii^dj^rraj e_cjrr 
^0cvm.iurTcv); 

^,a>eu Clatu^cmcu; ujmb<aH0 

ilp G^fTQjii) <5>633T0 r£)eyi 
(ip<9> ff^CTfl ;^<9>ip(ip2i)CU6C) 0<5lU£| 

CJT f§l 6316U G UJ. 

To melt our heart with love and trap 
us in your lotus-snare, you trod on 
the sand-castles we made and 
took the food we had laid out. You 
did not merely stand and watch, 
with your radiant smile. Alas! We 
are not fortunate. (9) 

ifilratgj ^cui^(£) (ynnuSlciitiui! ,<§)(ju®G.!F ) im 

*ncu &ttj& acnotailu 
OtnjCTTrfil j^ciT iD(Lp<ajn! dikiicffi (CT>itgvjlo (iptfjr 

gcrrjji jgrii (geu^enfl, d?($\ o_iuiufl, 

CjSirrai^luj «,(ff)incTG!3fl&3>fl o,uii! 
j£ltfar /> 1 «3T<OTfTt,\j u(^lGcunu) ctcthqjld 

c^jjiiiiilGujrTGu). 

O Lord of radiant crown, wielder of 
the axe that destroyed kings! O Lord 
who made the Universe, O Lord of 
radiant hue! Today you have come and 
uplifted the cowherd-clan. Alas we 
cowhcrd-girls are pained! (10) 

(#3T691631UinCVt 

(ol6ii«aiO«3Tu i 6>mii&€n$iLj6Ti tfn'in) (ipwJ3i0 
^• 3 ) < 3 } c?MUU63I <2,631631631 IT0 

01 Cfi»(TU«t 

GJfrdjItu g>ibVp LO(T63>t*u .tri^uSIg^^jich v^iaicinqib 
6j>n Qujn0LO 

rbrT5>.2,63T63mGVt 5,6fit(AJ 4L_631IIUi IOITA0 ^GVJGJICU 

5 >cb 0 fiCcu, 
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This decad of the thousand songs 
sung with music by Kurugur Satakopan 
on the lord who stole butter and 
was punished by the cowherd-mother, 
— those who master it will be freed 
of poverty. 

6.3 / Svapadesam: On 
Tiru-vinnagar 

Nalkuravum \ Todi \ Adi 

2>eu®i7ca|i£> QssOsnib, 


0 ,rrcjT(ipLb (%pi-(ipi£> 

r9<3>IT (Ajgl, «3ri_fT ^lij , ^,11J 

^UJ, G^talbL^UJ 

1^5,17 Lfjni_r^j 5 )GTT (^lp 

Crtirrb^ i51gfTe3T 
l_|<5>n Q^MTGTT <£^(T2>^1 ^CUGUfTGU 

LurTGiindj>( 5 pib qswrcjufliuCiD. 

As cities and villages, as knowledge and 
ignorance, as the brilliant orbs and 
darkness, as Earth and the wide sky, - 
- the lord resides in Tiru-vinnagar, 
surrounded by mansions. Other than 
his grace, we have no refuge. (3) 


OcuajuGfiAujib sCqii cffluyiti), 

dtWjiu 

ucusuanaqu) uojbg, Clu^umsir ctototictt 

^GTTQJ fT&nCJT 

QffcOswi IDCO 0 (gqB, 

&i (idlit (j t_C6i5T . 

f see the lord everywhere; he appears 
in many ways, as poverty and plenty, 
as heaven and hell, as bitter feud 
and friendship, as poison and medicine. 
He is my master living with affluent 
people in Tiru-vinnagar. ( 1 ) 


qcfjiOTjflujib urrcuLD i_jOT;niT5^1 iSlffldJ <rrG5Trr)j 
pencil e2H,UJ 

GTOTJTfaoulLb e^4jiu IDIDUM .^UJ, ©...GiTOTC^UD ^LLJ 
^STTCJUD ^GUGUGTT^UJ 

LD IT|— nij£F>6TT ^,l(fTjG51cjiJT631IT«9>IT 

CsfTf&g) iSI*JfT63T 

5)G33TCT7Trir ^(fT^Ccn a>G^(^Q,5,nGTim5lG3TAGTT 

63WbG)jCtC. 

As good and bad Karmas, as union and 
separation, as memory and amnesia, as 
reality and illusion, — he is these and he 
is not. Krishna, the lord of Tiru-vinnagar. 
is surrounded by mansions. Other than him 
there is no doer, witness ye all! (4) 


asisiu g'siruii) gjeinjii) 

CajbiDtipiii 

^CJCTL-^Lplb £)GraTGF>LDU.Jlb £ipg^ljlh f^ipGyjlb ^lij 

o.6TOig) Canuibig, ^rfluj Clu(5,it,nsir, 

CTG5T6JDGJT ^^GTTGIJ fTGST £fi» fj 
ClftSOT iSIot.iji-, qtjrsO |*,ip fl^sfilsrarsOTTa,* 
/bCVj |b< 9 >CQ. 

As pleasure and pain, as confusion and 
clear thought, as punishment and 
forgiveness, as light and shade, - the 
lord my master is hard to understand. 
He resides in Tiru-vinnagar, 
surrounded by clear waters. (?) 


CtalilGniH, OGU(CTT)6iniOll|li) 

OoDUj Quniij ^OTGiDlD fLpgjj^LD, HgjjGiDlD 
l.JVpCPlDlLJ lb c^lij , 

'ol<f?uj<3j iD^lcn 

Cfffrn^O) iSlijnaT 
Ql »Uj£) #,(761) 31 ix»n Oi g cm 

(IpQ^GuC^. 

The doer is the colours fair and red» 
black and white, truth and falsehood, 
youth and age, the new and the old- 
d he lord is in Tiru-vinnagar, fortified 
by walls. See, he laid out this garden' 
world and all the good in it. (5) 
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«^4,IU »c5HC0ffUS3T ^lU, 2_<5>UL_| 

^lu . (tpcjfl^y ^lU, 

UjS^GVl GLUT l£> LD< 5 >CTT ^UJ, tfjOJCTlCU ^t,tU. 

U|<S,y? <^lU r Ujp 

Cg)CU«T CtDcfilg) Gg>fTy£lb ^(fTjCfil^JTOTTftlT 
Gsngg i9(jiT63T 

U rrs^lCU jG 3 T ii 5 C 3 Tg>Cg> £L_Gnrr>^ 63 Tfr) 

u(j0<£M_Gg. 

As these three worlds and not them, as 
peace and anger, as the lotus-dame, and 
the wretched-dame, as praise and terrible 
blame, — the lord of Tiru-vinnagar is 
worshipped by the gods. He Ls a radiant 
lotus-form that lives in my heart. ( 6 ) 


6TG3T c^ULJ^T 6T£tJT<5>(5) , ^J0GTT <?J4jUJ 

GTOTTCDOTTU GufD/DSUGTT f 

OufTG3T ^UlJfiST lOGTsf) ^UUGST, C i p8>§)l 

(SMUucar, gtott ^uuguib 
Lfilcircnu OurrcTT 0ip 

^(njcfilirjoTGOjiftiT Gangg ^uucar 
g>63T 6J>UUrTIT ^6U «^UUG3T gggGSTGSl gcXT 

g>rT6TT f£lipCcu. 

My lord and father is my mother and 
my foster-mother. The golden father, 
the gem-hued father, the pearly 
father, my father, — he resides in 
Tiru-vinnakar with golden walls 
around. Peerless lord, he gave me the 
shade of his golden feet. (9) 


uflib *i_ii <S<ty>e>(£>0 u$g,g, 

2_L_lhl_| 

Ga>rTC3Tf5)ujii> r^lcjrnjjii) 6Jn*5)6ur»ijA6n 
CWlUgjJtb, dS)cS5lCc33TfnT 
/fl fj njj &> sn neb GUGf3Uh)(&)ib <f£l (j^GSIc&STGnn&yff 
C<SIT(T)g, lS)(JfT63T 

curjib CWrcrr ungib ^jeOsurcu, 

djCJT 5fjGtiiJoi. 

A body of exceeding radiance, a body 
full of filth, hiding now and coming 
then, faithful and deceiving, — he 
resides in Vinnagar worshipped by 
the gods. Other than his lotus feet, 
we have no refuge. (7) 

GvrifT tffJSiTCT GdJLD 

**>ibjD(!ptn <^uj, 

djjsjr tfgsni <£lipn)Aip S-Gv&w Gneuggnb 
ctncu uj rrgj ld 

Qgds t ^Qsnrr $<&>&&{&)&> 

CjITljjS, l9lJfT65T 
CT63T 01 ]6731 ffTCaT<5>OT3TCTUTC3T 6T6ST6316BT L 

CT63T ^ULjCcTT. 

The permanent refuge of the gods, the 
ghastly death of Asuras, protecting all 
the worlds below his feet and yet not 
thus, — the lord of Tiru-vinnagar, 
refuge of the Southern Quarter, is 
my reluge. O My Father, My Lord, 
My Krishna, My Master! ( 8 ) 


r^lipco GcrnuuSlcu ilnjjcniDG u^cjhji, 0rpjer>u> 

CljT>0GTHOmib 

<S»lp6VJ6U63T ffjljTJUCTT, lDfT) 0l LD (^UJ c^HGDQJ 


gi) 6U 6T)| ID 

U)ipGT>6U cumu GIJCOTT^ Climp $ 06$ C33Tu7JT<9,rT 
LDCTT gTI iSIrjfTGM 

5»ipGi>(3,6TT iDfbGnr>niT <3,601 err acini 

^cutb; arrcr3u5«rTaGerT. 

As shade and sunlight, as small and 
big, as long and short, as walking and 
standing, as other things and yet not 
any of them, — the lord resides in 
Tiru-vinnagar with sweetly humming 
bees. His feet alone protect us all. 
O, See the truth in this! (101 


0*IT63STllil63T3>cn, CTOTrpJ AeijgtpauCu 

rfJliiJlnTFig, 

gjiTcn jgcinenTujOTT gjcaTcmcrra 00asxrra 
5i_CarTuc3i QarrcSrejT 
c^encain ^uSlfj^gjig, $0<^<nyjT63<ii«s>iTu 

u^gjjih cucuGumi 
<s.arT6T>G33T (gsTTrfil cfilcTOiGcTOimia^ CTtOTrnjih 
^rjojiTaGcTT. 

This decad ot the thousand songs 
by Kurugur Satakopan addresses the 
lord of Tiru-vinnagar who grew before 
our eyes when he came begging as a 
lad and said "Behold, O Bali”, those 
who can sing it with mastery will 
become Gurus to the gods. ( 11 ) 
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6.4 / Svapadesam : The Eighth 
Union 

Kuravai \ Navarasakanada \ Adi 

^iisilujGangl C&irgggjib 
0sjr^ii) escarp ib 

Si_riCM £itu QumLcjn^ rb^ib <‘fcfTiuib3>£j l i) 
S_i1ul_ lAnrpli) UGO 
c^ctgSIgu usttctAu iSIgrroT LDmu 
S^€7>CiIT55einCTTGuj -2>jGU(T)rf)) 

^‘fJ6L|Lb ff)65T U^EGyjU) £F>efi) lid^GUlb 
aeSTOT (SjOVT) CTGJTSsGab? 

Night and day I have sung the 
wonderful exploits of my lord Krishna, 
— his blending with the Gopis in Rasa! 
his lifting the mount, his dancing on the 
hooded snake, and many, many more. 
Now what do I lack? ' (l) 

Go,\ua,g 1 m (ajipsO a®x<£l rr)gjni>, flavjGiDciigggjLc 
i»is,ajt«ni_ span acrai 
fiairau L 4 ,ti) (#)ip<Kj iSlrareinraT Ggrrdrasn 

IDSUOTrfjffjgjii) LDfQplb U6U 

mriuja, CarTcuu gar Ctciuens, 

'f)cjtarfr,gj u>aiii> 

CffjiugGgrrQ Gung,! - erargia, 

STsii a_<Ma,ib rQ«>Gg? 


The lord killed the heavy wrestlers, 
and the mountain-like rut-elephant. 
I recall the stories of his grazing 
cows in the forest, and weep to hear 
the exploits of my effulgent gem- 
My time is spent enjoyably, now what 
on Earth can hurt me? P) 

Crtjmni, ^tus,fl a—rrGcurtQ ^j,rr«>-5> 

oiigjou Ou£t 6 T 6 ff 1 ^® T 

<£HT6uu urrcu s_gyiyn_gtiib, sstit q&* i_ib 
§}}D& iSniqujgjjLD 
C^€u«s> GariGuu tSlrjnciT g>cjr 

f£)GT>Gn > fb$| VBOTTlb 0GT>!j>'bglJ 
GlDSllA 5>fTGOfbl5j6TT ^«vt^Ge3T6jn - ST©nA(2) 
CT63T g'esfl CGiieffinglGuC^)? 

Oh, How he w’ept when Yasoda tied 
him to the mortar! He drank from the 
poisoned breasts of Putana and dried 
her to the bones. He destroyed the cad 
with his foot. My heart melts to think 
of him. My days are spent lovingly, n °" 
what on Earth do I need? P) 

GojGiiniq.gj Cg)6urr Gijfbgu 


My Krishna went grazing his cows, 
playing sweet melodies on his flute; 
he locked himself in the embrace of 
the well-coiffured Nappinnai. My 
heart melts when I recall these and 
many wonders of his. My time is 
spent lovingly, now who in the world 
can match me? ( 2 ) 

tflan @cu mcycusncja ClsBBgdii), $a>rj 

Gioujgggjo, jgch QjjjQu, ef)a , 

^a,rr urn a,c%, @ 0 , 0 , 

CuncvsyarGmi, iSlipgmb 
e|S,n Clgtisii Gart^lu [Signor gor CWiiisns, 
®«r>arj,gj uisuiiuSl erorgjib 
ffjl<9>g r GDQjftcu OTjGu^uQt irrjGfQdr - GicmS,^ 
GTtafr ^saf! Gf^rroj^iG su? 


@( 2 )OTGumu , 

y,0!JT(rjt ^irarp ^lorcmor ijcuidu, Go^ 11 -' 
egii ^i,iua>(a)Coii> 

an«53n_6U Jgorrf)) cucniiij,gj n>icF,aorar£, gil® 
6 D( 6 T)aU) QaiUgglLD 
praar{7^ n,nor ( J9icorr)fr)uOun)Gn) 6 3 1 

ffTrar«,(0 ) ctotot @a,cu SL.eirG^^’ 


1 , 

He was born in answer to the g ot 
prayers, as the child of Devaki. Th e ^ 
he left her weeping in the darkness 0 
the night, and entered Nanda’s hm lH ^ 
He grew up incognito and perfoim 1 
many miracles, then killed Kamsa. I 
the fortune of singing his praise. a 
who in the world is my enemy? ' 
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Oar-sit qcncnemj i$cn!bg>g>> { i > i® 1 ®* 
CTg3J<5)CTt Cl£FfT)»Dg)!SljU>j 

s_ ujit Oarrsir Gerrsncu* (5)05^ c?^3>5>& 11 ® 

s_ilui_ U)j)g))ii) ucu 

^asO Qarrsir ensmuib &eni>& “>">“*< CT * 

^Ourir g,cjr LDmijiSjaGcrr. 

uasu ^Ijdo uoaiu QupGpciT -snsstag, 

STSSTC3T LDS5TU urfluGu? 

Ripping the beak of the Baka-bird, 
killing the seven bulls, destroying the 
tall Kurundu trees, — night and day 
I am blest to sing these and other 
wonders that my lord performed, 
when he came and strode the wide 
Earth. I have no despair. (&) 

IOCTTU uifluGun® <9Kyj*(2> u> nSJ 0'- 
an^luSlsu *(TG3T l5f[)j)gu 
a«5T9.0 Csusot© «^Oarr«OT0, S’™* £ aI 
*?ir>!D2>4> 1 ‘ ;!ns51 UP**®® 1 ® 

Matg, gjLpniij (ip >4 iDitsnsu iDiriTurar && 

^UUS 31 2,S3T lDlTlU(il®.C«IT 

!©cr)C3T5,(5)Lb Qfblgj* a_smi-GuJSfT 

<rt«Ta0D«ifl 

Out of compassion he took birth in 
this filthy world of mortals. Taking 
the forms he chose to, he gave vent to 
his anger. My lord and father wears a 
crown of Tulasi flowers. My heart 
remembers him in wonder; who init te 
world can equal me? ' ' 

SsriflsoiGlg.iTgl ain«refliuui.i fl «®S> Glu © u> 
GufTfT0>6TT O^UJgjJ 

6iJfTCS7T65T ^4jUS1lJli> CgjITCTT ^ 

22 _ili_n iDfbSJib u6 ° 

'Oflcrafl f£lcV>U> Q<9 iT< 2T3Tl— IDITUJ63T 

5>63T iDmuftjftCcn 

2_cr>i-CuJC5t 

frejTOTT 3,G0fh&>v> ? 

The Earth and sky were wonder-struck 
to witness the great War. He then j.ut 
asunder the thousand arms of the might) 
Bana. He came as a manikin and took 


the Earth, by walking three good steps. 
My heart can see them all; now what 
can trouble me? (8) 

asus>& CJtp «.I_C0, «3jp u>«iricu, a-«IS ^IS 1 ® 

ai£1uj& At-rruJj 

n_ai&a,s, CsiVOair® OasSrjD u>mu<ipii 
2 _lUL iDfb^Jtb ucu 
GUCUftCin* ^L-&«*><*> <5 ffPh)&LD 

2_€Di_ i0r^6ufi!OT6i!rarcr>63T 

iD&jagjiiJ g> n a_«m-Ciu|b® 

^gib iD65ji«RitlaT iflaneGuj? 

The wonder of his crossing the seven 
turbid oceans and the seven tall 
mountains, driving over the end of 
the seven worlds, these and many other 
acts of the lord of discus-conch, — 
whoever speaks to me about these, 
can be he my enemy? ( 9 ) 

id£otl6Ict>0u Clu0ti> untnb 5 ®* S?" 

ung$ idit Glu0i® Gugn 
uswrarsfl uunuibiawii Oa\b^t Gaa'orsj'uju 
UljjL ^ LJITl U 

sfl«*n£lao*i 3> ar <S’ m ® Cu> 4* Cu)efi ’ ttJ 

&GR 'ffjfTCTT 

g,d3T05fl jbrtar suamiubuClujiCrDar - asra© 
iSln)lr gjirujaGfi? 

To rid the burden of the world, he 
waged a mighty war, and showed his 
wonder-form, routing and killing armies. 
He then left and entered his own 
dear resort in the sky. Through 
worshipping his feet alone, I have found 
a master without a peer. (10) 

JJ,nujaSSt Sjy> 

(iPiy? 6Tj£) 2_CU(£)li> 

sumuftib M* aimagxi c9l«»w« 

^6T><sTJ ^CUCO^Ili) cH,Lb 
Caaojrat ails gJsnsrcTLflssnaa @0««na 
auGafrusst OartsaTsaT 
g^iuj ^uSIriajaj! ®ij ua&ir«o t-ia&n Qpin 
gjsucit JgsarffilGLU. 
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This decad of the thousand songs by 
Kurugur Satakopan on the feet of 
Kesava, lord of the seven worlds, who 
lifted them and strode them, became 
them and not them, — those who 
can sing and dance to it will become 
blameless devotees. ( j j j 

6.5 / The Friend / On Tulaivilli- 
Mangalam 

Tuvalin | Karnataka Devagandhari | 
Rtipaka 

gjiairn ggaj ujn ujsnjfl umti_u> sjrsig, 
OsjTCJlcusSlsuoSlLDliliSCUli 
^'ejanstr ign g)«sfl ^ssTcncmiirr! a.icag, 

'S&ano ^isuGiDsu; cfflglifilGsnn 

£>euew adagio trianguic 

SmriGnijg, Sjeroi osjrgjd) 

©«iJSiSOT «ps ot ldguitA asotactt i§it idojs, 
jElGfrrrry f^GffTrpj ©(lP£)jGld. 

O Ladies, pray leave this girl alone, you 
have no love anymore. Her dark lotus 
eyes brim with tears, haltingly she 
murmurs, “Beautiful conch and discus”, 
Large lotus eyes” and “Spotless jewel 
mansions rise in Tulaivilli-Mangalam”. (1) 

©W>Euu> sfilipoi «^c5la 

dg.nGrcsusfilGOoSliorsj^evni) 

C 1 &, (TejaT (7JI q G) (0) 
<=M(iP5> GIidott Clioni^lujrTcncTT rga a_ij)A0 
^laprSIcisfiT 

^liflirClacrant 'ici)g>ag 1 )i£)iT) ( a )l b; Uirbtry ^lsusn 

Co,sii Gasiii9rtnrat cnarGio 
r£)iWuach funQiumfg) ftcwiasn ign uiGii«. 
^ 2 )*©, epS\ 

£b<#tngu_lGiii. 

You took this sweet and soft-spoken 
girl to Tulaivilli-Mangalam, — gay 
with festival sounds, — then 
abandoned her without a heart. She lies 
like one possessed, her lips form 
“Devadevapiran”, her eyes well with 
tears, she tails and then melts, alas! (2) 


Qe,rT€TT gthjld Gurripcu gjGiTOT 
Q5,nCn6Us£l(KjC\SlL£)l^l<5iGV«Lb OdhfTGiTST^ L-|*(5? 
a_Ging Q^ncn jggsin Gmni^lujnGtnCTT j^it D&(g) 

Q<g,rTGTT Qijcrrciicj^a G^irn-^&giJ^ 
^lcin.5 ^rTcuib gjffefi) &(&<£,&, § 3 } & 
f£l6<ng<£?,GrT GiDujgj^gjjGuD iSl^fQr^l 

<9>GT5T f£<T IDGU0, rQfp^GlX)- 

You look this sweetly chirping girl t° 
Tulaivilli-Mangalam, filled with cool 
green bowers, then left her heartlessly- 
She now stands with tear-filled eyes 
and only mutters incoherently about 
grazing cows, measuring the Earth a nt - 
reclining on waters. (3) 




Cl 2 ,"w>cv«filcuGiSlu)(S)a,suib 

ai2)*a) Q>s!TpLb aiff) S^JDtsir; ldc51 
<5.GsiyrieiT gjQid; ^cjrGjycjuSn! 

<5><T)(£)lb 5,€UGfil CTGUGUmb i, fhl^GO 
GlJGTQTUWIOTT , .SsOTTl £337 LSlgiTGffT 
fpnj&ri) Gj)G!fTn^uj ^Go6nj 

22_6T1 up- 

See, after going to Tulaivilli-Mangalaf 1 
— where Vedic seers throng, — sh ‘ 
has lost her self-control and becoip 1 
possessed. “Dark hued lord”, s* 1 ' 
keeps on calling, -- with rising jo>'- '' 
then pleased beyond measure. 5 ^ c 
falls into a swoon. (4) 


©ssnjpajib oindr (yjftftgj ejariipenuJg' 

Off,nmncus0GuGv < iliDi^io,cvjib Go,rc«ra4? 1 -l* l f 1 

<@«b!P Qs, tier, Gfl^ls ^ 

i9{jneas 3 >ctl' ^ 

ir>ra1 ,'P 

Sjasipujii <djj,ansujdi *(OTT«nOTiSn! 00 "^ 
c&lA i£>«n« S-BSi GsnAiElCuJ. 

O Ladies, you took this soft radt^j 
girl to Tulaivilli-Mangalam and sho^f, 

her the lord of lotus eyes and je*’f £ 
stealing radiance. From then c*n, Y , 
is in this mood, lost in thought- 
looks in that direction and bows, 
tears falling like rain. 
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CrbffA(tf)U) I ffTcOsurub aj^ibClurr^ 

O^FfjbClibGu 0<95>^aix)6D(j 

6ufnu&(g)U> $><$ST Oi_irt(2)5,G0 6UL_<9>«nnrj 
C IJ fco'of Q$n GTi 6U Gu ©5) IQ nil &i 6\j t£) 
CfJijfTft^ClQGO $€&<> ^cOcVjfrcO, iogjj 

Gr&ffftfg) ^gvjgtt; ©ncusiGO fb^GrrO^n-^jii) 

eumL)*0a>fTCn GUfT<5^>(vpii) lQGJTlflQJ6<reTOTn6gi 
^H-LdClD ^GUCTr ^63T6tr>63TLSl7! 

The wealthy Tulaivilli-Mangalam lies on 
the Northern banks of cool Porunal, 
where sugarcane, paddy and lotus 
grow tall all around. Since that fateful 
day, this girl looks that-a-ways night 
and day and only mutters the names of 
the gem-hued lord. (6) 

u>n muSlcO vflrryiimfiST 
^eweir n5ii>cimn<9) cr> 0,611 ©SI fbgjj 

6^C3T6T» iTuni^<STl£,mii> G<5>ll(2>n}rTCTT 

0§jfTtf3''€v>cfilc06'S1iI>f^t5»€Oib CTCijrn^j j^cOcurrcO- 
f i p fisp dr id GjT>^fDiD ^fil^lCl^rrCcorr? 

Qj \sOv) I €WT &tfT LOfTUJli) O ih ffCpGU (T ? ^^|SU63T 
^l67TC3T(ipiQ fiiS&inDQfHb ^GUQT 

6U rTUJ £3T<9iCTT ^(T^fb^Coj. 

O Ladies, this peacock-fair fawn has 
slipped out of your hands. She cannot 
hear anything save “Tulaivilli- 
Mangalam”. His symbols and his names 
alone are on her lips, unfailingly. Alas! 
Is this the fruit of her past Karinas, or 
the Maya-tricks of the lord? ( 7 ) 

$(32>itii OaifbQp uJ Gsurfiefluju) 

ion fsmbiDoSliligji 

<@©5,g>l CALjfr^OjijurO euuatsnj 

ciicot Clg>rr63'>6UGfi)sO©SliDi&*6inn 
*K n )!b 631*0^,(111^ nsnerr 

Ogifu ^'Jb Ib'TenClsfTjjnii 
^(55^)1 ^UIsfiljbajCfiuiTffGKT! 

6T63Tgu sifijiCnr) ffin2,!bg>i ^rjnu^Gio. 

The lord lives in plenty on the Northern 
banks on Porunal, in prosperous 
Tulaivilli-Mangalam, amid Vedic 
chanters and Lakshmi-like ladies. Since 


the day this dark-eyed fawn 
worshipped him there, everyday she 
says “Aravindalochana” patiently, then 
falls and weeps. (g) 

^rrrai^) ibrTcitCt^njmi) euniiiCleuitJg gsucii 

*673T633T l^>lT*6n <£HCUlO{J 
lOIJliiaigplil ^Q(bJ0tb 6U63S* 

ixicsiflsijsjijiCOTGajri ctott^i .wisum/rai; 
giHtisiai b 6KITUJ iScnjjffiirair s_®nj) 

Q2,' ,cr, «U«fi'cV6'SlLDISJO,CUU) CT63TQ) a,®, 

*trri,acri an.uiSla, Gg>ri|igib < 9)60 sen A, 

$©!blTlOI£l S,pn )g,OTT iSejlejlGSrCuJ. 

Ever since this girl learnt the town’s 
name, she weeps and speaks disjointedly. 
“O, Manivannal", she calls, with a 
cr>‘ that would melt a tree. “The lord 
who ripped the horse’s jaws lives in 
Tulaivilli-Mangalam”, she says, then 
joins her hands in silent prayer. (9) 

iSl63Ten63rO*rrcu £)gu ion io*6rt 0*fT6(>. 

Cl*rr6u, l51fr)jt>£IC.i_iT€iT? 
6T63T63T LD(TUJlbCl*fTG6U(T! fj^GUGU Clfb^lOlTGi) 
6 T 63 rCn) (063TQ5J am cl, 10 trei); 

y>63I63fl Slllbga <SH6)isjl (glOTJ)! 

2^63inruLub QgneiocosfilcufflSlioiijftauii 

Clff63T63V"llu(T6U 6IJtoJ,M(KI(510 ) gerri 

^t5)2 >(TLOL ® dfl(T,63l0,CuJ. 

What a miraculous birth she has taken! 
She calls “O Lord! you came to live 
permanently, standing and sitting in 
Tulaivilli-Mangalam". She bows her 
head and only yearns to hear the name 
of that town. Is she Nappinnai, or 
Bhu-devi or Lakshmi? I wonder! (10) 

, 'tlrt)63ia,u_ina t ij,o Oansucunguib Gaiiico* uSWmeuiih 

C;5)61J iSIfJITGWtffjrCuj 
e,froj crife-iTfrj, 5,3, gugrr 

(2>05ta IJ6LI1T ,51 Gaih i<sn 

^ 6ineu 

Clfl,rt£310,«61ct, t lSlLO(WACu£6J, ft aO*rT63I6JI 
Qarb&ifilgiu u&giiio Gi/cuGunii ^i,so,n 
CleiuaiiuT 
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This decad of Tamil songs on the lord 
of Tulaivilli-Mangalam, from the pure 
thousand by Kurugur Satakopan, 
who attained the lord as his father and 
mother in thought, word and deed, will 
secure a life of service to the lord, for 
those can who sing it. ( 11 ) 

6.6 / The Mother / The Eighth 
Separation 

Malitkk.it 1 Temmangtt 


2_CDl ^fTCJT^ip^hCDCJTvj 1 jCDl 

LDfT0 £> CD I_ GDOJUJlD ^GTTfV^ UJOTiJl r?CTTIT)(j£ 

fbCT0 2_CDl_ LDG3TCJrn<5>(^5j gjlgtl Q<36U 

crear 

urr0 2 _cdi_ .^cu^cvj uctotCu. 

My wide-hipped daughter has lost her 
manners, — to the lord who created the 
powerful Brahma, to the bachelor- 
groom who measured the wide Earth, 
to the one who went as a messenger 
for the ruling kings. ( 4 ) 


IDrTCyj5>(£j CDOJUJID <3>1 GTTfE>£F) LOGDUfTCTTtT)^ 
jV)SUi5» <9>(Tf) f^fT) ClD<5> f§lujnUJIT)(£j 

G<3>rrcu<9 Qaf£>g 3 n\£>ani}&> &CffSTe33Trr)0 ctg3t 
0<3>rTnii(5) ^cuii 
6 JCV)^>(g)LpoS 1 0 ^]Gs». 

My fair coiffured daughter has lost her 
bangles, — to the groom of beautiful 
red lotus eyes, who came as a manikin 
and measured the Earth, the lord of 
dark cloud hue. til 


aihig) efileu, cuitsit, g,ra5i0 rjs, sSKbuin^g, 
U5fSjai6gfleurTujff Qaiijoj ^aiDcriria, 


«9j C6dl CiTiTT &) 

^cvjrr <3tii> gjLpiriij 

(yn€VunTgua,g) ctg«t 
mtiienit, Jyipjjiagj iDncnin Jln>Cio. 


My beautiful daughter has lost the pink in 
her cheeks, — to the conch-bow-dagger- 
mace-discus wielder, lord of red lotus 
eyes and coral lips, who wears honey¬ 
dripping Tulasi flowers on his crown. ( 2 ) 


ftilfpib I'Sitluin€^)|lg0 t> cuffl) e> srcii 
.^lfr»LD •'fclcnn cunuja «flrT)].d, ^gticuot* 

I <TD5>UlCi)glJ(9)^ CTC7TT 

tSlfQfty*) @ 0 U> a*. -@ip!b< 5 >£l tSCi . 

My well-coiffured daughter has lost her 
grace, ~ to the dark-hued lord, the 
trickster who swallowed the worlds 
with his small mouth, to the one who 
bears a spinning discus in hand. ( 3 ) 


UGy3Tl| SL.CDl_ Gdig,ID UVUjj)2> U(JCjpi<9>0 
ixieiffT L_j6Dfj CDdiujib @l_ 5)5) Qnjrr<5>fT)(^ 
OgjCTJT LJ63TOJ udtctfl CTID GtfjO' l9rpT f3) l&(.ff) CTQFT 
u cjjt cd cd G<fhncD^, fl»n}Gij. 

My well-coiffured daughter has lost 
her mind, — to the lord who gave the 
good Vedas, to the one who came as a 
boar and lifted the Earth, to the lord 
who sleeps on clear waters. (5) 

ft<T)ij5)& <5>fT ^cjt 5>gO ugvj CgjiTcniri^ 

Quncffi sm. rr* 0 CDrr)j 5><s>£jt 

(y5iq U-Ifb^ 

fEjCO UCU GjfTIDCDfJ rEjfTCTT iDGVJlTflj CD<g>UJlT)0 CTQT 
cfildJ L^0CU5>Q5>niq C^fTITJlTjgjj OiDlLlGlU. 

My tender daughter with bow-like 
eyebrows has lost her bod)',—to the lord 
of Kalpa-tree-like arms, who wears a 
beautiful crown of radiant gold; his hands 
are like freshly blossomed lotuses. ( 6 ) 

e.l J)U) ^U.n LjgCj a.&\JG3T J5 j65T(^> 

«rii i ^sjiotjtu usncifluSI«i>ing)i 0 ,<tf] 

«3i<3>Qujn0 s,nsu QtitL uj thGtincnn 

6l(jrtg)i4>(3) cnsifi 

an^ujeo g>t«ifp<asi_a flrtCuj. 

My fair daughter has lost her ornaments- 
— to the lord who wears many good 
ornaments and reclines on a hooded 
couch, to Krishna, whose hands and 
feet are red. (7) 
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0niu*h 5>i5liurf)0 

lD niu5 <5<5>i_ib a_OT>2)2)g) iDffjjrnenrr)^ 

Cu«^uju i^GWTibuLU uneu s_otjt 

iSlrjrT€p,g»0 ctgst 

surras. @iP2>SS>J urncijiGu. 

My fragrant-tressed daughter has lost 
her beauty, — to the lord who singly 
uprooted the Kurundu trees, to the 
groom who smote the laden cart, 
to the child who drank the ogress’s 

milk and killed her. (8) 

lorTGinsTLi C*iteoj&gl «ni ujrrujffi. 

(£j IT) CTT ff) 0 

0.t_fT£> 063T(j(ll 57TG3T O0(gj«£M_IT 
(jprTa,^la.(2, 

a,t TsiffT (Pu(rt)U> Ggjrmjrrrsjgu enh 

<bUM9a0 CTcir 

l^ott n«nc3r Clio sir (tp«f>«u G®irj>pgu 

QuiribGu. 

Mv soft-breasted jewel-girl has lost her 
radiance, — to the lord who came as 
beautiful groom, the Kakutstha lord 
who looks a perfect hero, and rises tall 
like a dark radiant mountain. (9) 

OijrrrpM <^rsr>io (Lpn^o yyb s,sr3T 

gjiptiiij2)0 

lOJ) Cluit(J G^ncrr 2_«m_ iflriimj 

iSlgrrspag) 

f9jpuc3T u6u ffi—r£lji)(£)ib iDmurp^g, stsst 
2 _om-iijmlu( @tp&agil arlCu. 

Mv intelligent daughter has lost her all, 

_to the beautiful tall-crown-Tulasi- 

blossom-lord w'hose wondrous arms 
matched the wrestlers, who stands in 
all the things that are. (10) 

CTlfjlcu CdfdCTiCVJ 5)CO CcurhlAi. GljncroTSJICJT 
ft L ’ cu^lcv rru ai_Ca,ni_)65T 

Cl^ncO 

< 5H ) uSlgg>$)| U$$|lb 6UCC*C04UIT 

fti'(^1 ffnjilcu aiirTG3T<;)»n Ct m<g*ib oiraii inCiT. 


This beautiful radiant decad of 
the thousand by beautiful radiant 
Kurugur’s Satakopan on the beautiful 
radiant Vcnkatam lord gives beautiful 
radiant celestials’ joy. (11) 

6.7 / The mother laments her 
girl’s disappearance / 

On Tirukkolur 

Unnwn Soni \ Chakravakam \ Adi 

a_caVr cflrm b G<3fTrpj U00LD i£n (£1631 01 ib 
Qcufbj^®r>€oiLjU) ffTCocunib 

(h SlfiJTfatfdT£cfT Cllb OlJ0jLDft65T 6TCST n)l CTtiStCj!} 
5>600l fh tb IT LDGu£l 
ID600!M£163))6T7 GUCTT £|TG1J6TTLQ 

lSl£<9>6UC3T asSIT ffSWcfj) 
^IsTOTCXJUb 6T63T ^GmD(T63T q0lD 212117 

$ 0 a>Ga n^G rj. 

With tears in her eyes my tender 
fawn would say: “My food, drink and the 
Betel I chew, are all my Krishna”. 
I am sure she has found her way 
to Tirukkolur, enquiring about his town 
of fame and fortune on Earth. (1) 

2en0ib,jbrc(^a>,2_cu£h(ipiD gjCTrsnnOTTuGufTcb 

63)1 CT>L_ III 

Cu0lb 5jmTc9.(6TT)GlD iSlgjfbrr) <5)fT>H CIKTB5T 
Cdy(fTjLD £>6U 6USTTLD kotfIT UipOTff. 

^1 (S £ G th it rr £ k» &> 

CurT0ib Q*fT6u a_65DOi^n ClainmCiussr 

Q&niq. Li ) {ryi(nic , hG6n? 

Throwing her grace to the winds, — like 
herself, making the town and country 
prate his names and symbols, —my tender 
fawn must have reached Tirukkolur 
of fertile fields. Alas, hapless me! Tell 
me, O Mynahs! Will she return? (2) 

ryancu, 63)ufbJ^ltffla>6TT, U 2 >$| gjficng,, i t,ib 
l |ll iq.6V>«£h6TT 

U)rT<anGtlll|li> ^ 0 LDDt?ii ^l 0 JbmD(^l*C 6 TT 

6T(i nLD 6T65T 

urTCDAi Gumii £«wr utpcsr^y 

£l(r^S)Cs»tr(en^nA,C^ 

GdfefTODGlJ 6>lfTlil gjJiq.lJU, LDCDipA 

fl>6TOTGl6S5Tn(hl £i63i Qtf'iuufihQtfiirCcun'? 
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Her mynahs, her parrots, her ball, 
her toys, and flower boxes were all 
‘the lord’ for her, — she used to call 
them by his names. Alas! My doll is 
now in fertile Tirukkolur itself. With 
raining eyes and twitching lips, what 
would she be doing? ( 3 ) 

CTGffTUIT G&flG&jrT? 0633TLD 
t$a0>ffjTGTT CTcanjiiOarrCcurT 

•flcuancvi «umiiuGlusroT0a,OT, ^uigu Goifl 
2_6TTGTrfT{fT)Lb ctcuCgvj! 

Oaeuaub 

^)0s>Gan(w,n'ff,Ca 

Glow rj^Lniia genioncir Qaciiw 

Ciog£)gstGot! 

What now? Will the wags in the 
neighbourhood call this an act of 
shamelessness or of high conduct? Alas, 
my tender fawn decided to leave for 
Tirrukkolur swinging her hips, where 
the lord lives with abundant wealth! ( 4 ) 

Ginsfil, ffiojbfbgij suijbJbgiJ cfilisncntijnt_<Fyjrr)nGiT 
(jTcifT ^"1 jrjJi-b 

Guniu dfl(o,iDirsu 

$ 0ff.Gsi riijjifl w 

kb ®“ JS ' > Guiriflguio 5,i_(y)io ^isixot 

Gff,iruS)guio assn10 
a_dr (jjjCiflg, gtoji^iGcbt 2_^»&^jibClAneij 
gjirirGiD? 

M)’ little goddess gave up her toys and 
faded day by day. Now she is with her 
beloved lord in Tirukkolur amid flower 
gardens, water tanks and in his temple. I 
wonder how she enjoys herself today! ( 5 ) 

&l sin & s’on«,(a 5 2_<t,G);rW|i ^aaiir) ^ismoircit 

Ci jnu.) 

' -IgjGST ch)\ C\Jl_D 

& I (4T) <9> C Si n (OT, n Oi C 

sltfGFrrji ajOT t ^j)(fr,iDnc\i ^tann ^n i) 

Q<5ffucufTu^ib 

<f>lGBirry GrbQib ^gtot^gtti ig# 

• DCU#^ bGi: . 


My little fawn is of no use to me 
anymore. She has left me and gone to 
Tirukkolur where her lord stands as a 
Tilaka to the South. Would she be 
standing in a swoon, — with tears in her 
eyes, — waiting to see her lord’s 
auspicious red eyes and lips? ( 6 ) 


idc 0(5) j^rr^» *cireTG63irnT0 cmoujcu 2-.fi>tD 

lDOTT.g>$ CSTCtTlTlU , 

<Stsugyui) 2>rii uAgyjib Qr5)0LDiici) eTOTipi 
gisflili Gumu 

Gactiaub idguTI 

4? (h G fh it (vri) a C &> 

1 _|^li>0.£MTW 

^i\nJZg>7 

With overflowing tears and longing 
heart, night and day she would call. 
Ancient Lord!” Now she has gone 
to Tirukkolur where her lord lives 
amid riches. Alas, I wonder how she 
would have reached, with trailing steps 
and a shrivelled frame! ( 7 ) 






Gfb™bg>i Gjbwbgjl 

*>&$>& GijugjrflOTTOTnis, acOTOT, grr 

§H^rr>ii)Lj5 Cl06Oeyjii)(Gi9>fTGv? 
spiljjO, sgcro iDCuijrsn QainyjrFjsin 

gf? (2) a, G &, n (vri) it ih G <?> 
/hS^g, Q2,(g,41ansmnij criicrun iga,o, cnb 
s>inflena>Guj'? 


Resting her hands on her waist, drag¬ 
ging herself painfully, did she walk with 
a seething heart and brimming eyes to 
reach the lord of the lotus-dame in 
tirukkolur? Alas, my daughter has for¬ 
saken me for her Love! ( 8 ) 

s.'rrflujub lhajeusJTftd, fn* 


Frrfltijnuj ^; (5 ui mdi; ;§}$, ncueurKh £1 l 

GufTUJt 

u<s{j u i£ l &nSL_iI. ^ongOua> 

„ ^(r^&CtSifT^ci^rrAC^ 

r^i rVj^rrGTT GnihccTMu G^Nsjrrryib 

ft, 1 Grl63T5^«^lGX>C6^ 7, 
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All the good things she had, she would 
save for her Krishna. Now casting 
all aside, she has left home, and walked 
all the way to Tirukkolur, with people 
showering slander. Alas! She had no 
thought for us. (9) 

{£lcO(«a<9>^£lGGU63T, Q^auGuriiafTcir 

s,«rar @smon«3T ^uflu Guitiii 
^cinosiAgJ 2_GVJ(a)io ^cm_uj 

ITjt^G €VJ IT<fT 63T GUI 63T 

d£)63TG3Tg,g,GT>67TuaiD cSli_fTsn; ^isuGar G,?n 
<£) (^i^Ga IT^61^ IT&G^J, 
iDsnsyra(£) Qjrresr uL^iu^ib f£)€063TujrT6TT 

Odigugv snffij^^GtrrGcrr. 

O Gods! I cannot understand how my 
tender fawn could leave and go on her 
own, all the way to Tirukkolur. She 
would never for a moment leave her 
Aravindalochana. Alas, she never 
thought of the slander she has brought 
on the household! (10) 

GiTtG Ug>g> ton J0^1ujmb LDgj)(^^ gtigjtGlu 

^GUfb <51 , 

G\o>ng>& I OuntpQj 0056\)T3 

SuG^rTUOTT ClanGSTGJT 

LJgjgjJ Ugjgjl ^GIJOTT G.JMT 

$ 0 (h C & fT(€5 IT5» C 3, 
<sr>Gug>g>) 2-6tnguumT $<9>ip QumafT 
e^cncurrCfl, 

This decad ot the thousand songs by 
bowered Kurugur’s Satakopan on 
Madhusudana, Vaittamanidi, lord of 
Ti rrukkolur, will secure the rule of golden 
Earth for those who can master it. (11) 

6.8 / The Girl, sending messages 
through the birds 

Pnnnulaku \ Kurinji | Misra Chapu 

QtjrrcOT £»_cvj(di) c^CifCfjn, 

Ljfixicufl 

rr^cii inCviu t^sncrflcjTf^j&neTT! 

6f)«PSHUjr»uiqCtUC3i ibrTOTT { @fj£>Gg,oin; 


(ipcar 2_GVSjfhJ&GTT CTCUGOfTlb 

LJSiTM—QJGT3TST376TT &(To’iJTGTiJT63T, 
(JTC3T fE>G\J LD Q<9>ITC73T|_ lS) g<TlT3T 

5,C3T&(5) 6TG3T j£)GnC\JGruD £2-.Gnrj& } G& > . 

O Good birds flocking together! 
May you rule the golden heaven and 
the Earth. This hapless lover beseeches 
you, my Krishna made the worlds 
and stole my well being. Pray go and 
tell him of my plight. (1) 

OTUD c^lDIT GUfTCTT dh&f3T 

iDf^Gn<ff>LomT(ip€in-j gtgtt ^(ffjfbgii 
Gf£>lU dUDli ,@65^ ^Lq.-Jlcu 

rfjl^aGu unGeufT^l GLodjGgn 

GMh ^JlDfT G&fhlJ&Qi 6T63T 

5,«jflbUrTLULJ Qu^lOrTGDGTT^ 

OlDUJ c^lDIT <9sfTg)Oj Q5ITCUClS)5> 

•^lcrflafTGTr! ejuq-OjffjG^,. 

O My parrots, before Vel-eyed damsels 
I swear, I will give you sweet butter- 
filled pudding with my hands. Pray 
seek my discus-bearing lord of berry 
lips. Tell him of my love and come 
back to me quickly. (2) 

6^UV6lJji,g>) 6T63T (£)LpC\jCLD€V 

6y>6lfl LDfT IDGUIT aSt^CgD, 

5«v iq uj feTj 600 1 iq. GJTnii <9s rrerr! 

(f>( 52> n 0 «gGuiT,£feiL(2) 

ion Qfb^ylib Gg,riu 

U63T1L ffrips Garpn) i9gfTG3T 

ftsjin gticfTciiii) 

sa_6irjTu g)fl id^jj cunuj^ch G<s,n<sraTCi_. 

O Gregarious bees, go drink the nectar 
from the Tulasi flowers worn by the lord, 

— he steered the chariot for the 
Pandavas against the great army in war, 

— come back quickly and blow his 
fragrance over my coiffure flowers.(3) 

g)IT LDgjI Glintij^jCTT (olftfrcreT^l 

SDfbgj] STuTT (jp€V)6UT<Ai^chClD(AJ ID lSI .fh ff ! 

y, iDgjI 3L CtnjTCI57 a QacCjcSltTL) 

cfilcnfcinGjucTK^ni'! GunujQauigjj ^M«,C3Tfr> 
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if jit LDgj currrr 0,OT3T gjjtprruj 

(LpUJ. QJfTCTTQJIT G^rTCDOTlA 
uimh ^^jGsijit gj3><5i6i»mT)i 

CTOTTimTT GojCuiJT^j^lli} £J>(»iJiflUiilT, IT}]HlftLCft ? 

O Bumble-bees! Take note, if you wish 
to sip the nectar from my Mullai flowers, 
go seek the lord who played false and 
deserted me. He wears the fragrant 
Tulasi on his crown. Tell him, this is no 
way to treat a lover. (4) 

gjjniiailg) ujircir a_or>oACs,«5i 

suibiflcii ujncjT sucnniia dOctfia,n«ii! 

Clcuib fliOTST L|ch 

cSlsjiraiCujcjicaT Clfb^aih aciiiWf,#, 
Cl«(SI0,C53T A(n}(tp^)cail6Ufl 

Clstijuj eumij a Q<mgrii OijjuA.icng, 
ClaiaTrDrT^^ii) 

o,crai0 ^gjOsurr {bftftffungjj? acinfiKIai. 

O Parrots, I brought you up; now let 
me teach you something. The lord 
came riding on his Garuda and stole 
my wicked heart. He has red eyes and 
lips, a dark hue and rises like a Kalpa 
tree. Go seek him wherever he is, then 
say to him, “This is the proper way”. (5) 

CTcw ITjfTcO LDfTrrCDCin 

ffT<arr Qu^iorcaT stott <«fc6ircrareT<rdT 

fljOTT LD63T^pj I^CTT 0>lJ)6uCinci> 

from gjjipiTiu fbin5>0 <SM«nrfjl fbcviAircirr; 
blcjr&cn gtctiit)| h ibanio ujitott 

0>jbi$)ujncff)ciJ2b#> iDn<T)r[)ib Q^ncuoS) 
ClflcuiSlcJn^Gn <^cr{]le^G3TGujcjr 

QJcrriTgjjg, ilgjj y^cffyfojftGcn! 

O Little mynahs, this wicked self 
brought you up. My radiant-chestec 
dark lord Krishna will not deny you the 
I ulasi on his radiant lotus feet. Go to 
him and speak the words I taught, 
repealing them all the way. (6) 


i^Ga-iOjihcn Curtcu r£)fr)g) 3 ,<aT, 

u|6OTL.iT*riasn Currsyiiri b,ci3tootgjt 
uJitcnEmuib lunsuyjjib ^t,iu jS'cs'.O 

u>muCTt, cebr <5i,ijSu i9<jit63T 

U)(T6DCU GUCVJ GlJtTlij l5tcnj>g> 

ctrai n>tw>JD'i> Qonsucfl 

unsn«ua>CTi! 

GG1c3>6fllujrTL.^Cuj6ffl LJfTflfrjCffll? 

O My pet dolls! Would you not go to 
Madusudana, — who ripped the horse s 
jaws, — deliver my message, and end 
my sorry plight? My lord is dark like 
the Puvai flower, he has eyes like 
lotus petals, he is the discus-lord who 
stands as everyone and everything. (7) 

u rvjrpo-j criij^l c (§}c&tGg3t 

sfilciTJGJlCujcijT CTCJT>€3T C^ITjGcilGjT; 

eSH/0. «^rry CViicrrciDcrTtf, 

c£l(jT)Cn 6^10 |i)fTcn 

lOfTfl, i£cvj0 -0»i_ it (ipiq 

eunoncuiT Gift non on A ft cost 
sj<9> «^'T)jii) &|ib«nio ^icucurrcu 

lOijjjGrtnrfK^ ^cvjtfh Gutybgj iofl}Gip- 

O Perfect-winged white egret, 
pray help me! How many ages must 
I suffer thus, bereft of my love? Go see 
the heedless lord of spotless hue 
and radiant crown, and say, “This 
maiden sees no one save you”. (8) 

Guirg,g>i ujrfjQi Gj>n ft C»iT> 6TT ft tftfoT 

sfilcncuTujfTLLinGujciT n^ncsr «£>«nrr)j ^Gcvjcjt; 

fijngj <£lcinrjGiDG\j S3_coc0 

^6DQ Gg,0lh Hj5>n ^)CTTI^Jfl,fT6TT! 

<MTiTg> ir>n (ip<£)cvj Gurrcu 

ifhGTJT kddicin cfil cjiUCTiJTffij n Gftn 6 iD 65 Tft ft <nrar0 

surnTgjcm^ftCTT ClftrrOTm^ ^(jr^CTfl 

».. CtfTQllSlT 6ffT6>lftCO Giij^^C^fbGft* 

O Flock of geese searching for worms 
in the water! Hapless me, other than 
him, I have no protector. Go see the 
monsoon-cloud Krishna, lord 
celestials. Come back to me and 
repeat his words incessantly. (^) 
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IDGJtjfltf GjCUgUlb J^0LD CTCUGVJlTlb 

£|jb$0£ 6j»CSFTJpjli) 

^cvjrr Cldco ^cj^ulilo Siena irouAnsn! 

CTCTl ^10 LDfTITCIirr)(2) ffTGfTCnCTT 

^CTTCTTClJfTmj ^CHCTT AnCOTTl$63T CT6?Tfpi 

^>^££1 ft-GWffywP 
2>_ cr> ij u!j 0 iD^jU)nrr)ff)rbi5)CcTT. 

O Beautiful swans, nestling amid 
lotus flowers in the water, — you, 
your bright spouses and all your kin, - 
- go see my Lakshmi-chested lord in 
his chambers and tell him, “This 
maiden is this and this”, then come 
back and tell me what he says. (10) 

iorrjE)nr>r!l)fl,6TT <£i,iurbgijClAfTOTCT(»J 

1£> S»I(S)5> iSlrjnriT ^iq.GiDCu 
2>fTir)rr>(bjQa.ncn li.iL Qurn^cO (S^ip 

(g)0dHTLlT^ ^L-GftfTUCTT GtfrrQTOP 
^5>rrri)fprbi^.ch ^uSl ij&gjIGTT 

@onojiqib cp^LiAgjiib Qicocurrn 
s©2)f$<aFTAc«nn iogwtcu Currcu 

2L_(r^dhrrr9(t)ui7 jgrjnCm. 

This decad of the thousand revelations 
of fragrant-groved Kurugur’s 
Satakopan on the feet of Madhusudana, 
with choicest words, will make the heart 
melt like fine sand in water. (11) 

6.9 / Svapadesam: Speaking to the 
lord 

Nirai | Navaroj | Rupakam 

ign ^4i,ui iQcurai ,91,01,^ ano'i 

Ll<b(j} eii ncai ,31,16, 
ifn c^t,n ®L_na«ii @oorai@ ,31,(6, 

rflciiOT ,31,16 bluest ^oiniii! 

mi Glmorai siiigi 

Cl fh n lq G 111 63T U ITGU 

QirrrffTui ^>0jj,rrOT inaiicjijnii sfilGysTG^giib 
iD^)u)CAJ, 


O Lord, you became the radiant 
orbs, Siva and Brahma, Earth, Water, 
Fire, Wind and Sky. Will you not come 
to this wicked self one day, with your 
conch and discus in hand, and let 
Heaven and Earth rejoice? (1) 

iDOT^pub sfilcrarcipii) inAlipA (3)2)01 cSM>uJ, 

GllGVJlD Afflllq 

U)OT3TCJpli> cfilt»flJl^oo)ILQ Cl AUCTOTL- uhtuj 

^iLiimtGctt! 

ITjfiWTCSrafl ffl—GDGJT 2,nG3T AGTOT^ S2_<5>2>^| 
06i.0)$}tTL. 

£>GJnfTC!nffl 6p>0fT)fTCTT (GTjrTGUgjgjflCL JTjl-QinGuJ. 

O Wonder-lord who took the Earth 
and Sky! You came as Vamana, and 
showed your power on Earth. Pray walk 
this Earth again one day. Come, let me 
touch and see you, and dance in joy.(2) 

^msu^ganCi- rF,L_jbg,nb »0OTTn}|ib 

40L.lb$|U> @0*bg)IU5 
irreou uco r^rf€Ti euAioCgbnrr}] ©..uSlnAGTi 
ArTijurrCfisr! 

G/hnc\ J& loft iOAGcTrrr0 c_ cot cm cut a 

fltfi i- rrGg) 

aaault ucu £>»Tcn ^itqGuiffji ^cimgjjib 

<g>«TTliGcijGOTTn? 

O Lord who protects all through 
every age, we see you walking, 
standing, sitting and lying. O Lord 
with beautiful lotus-dame Lakshmi, how 
many days must I live in seperation?(3) 

.n,aH7fbgjib (ipffjlfbgbJii <^Aijn 

Ccurpn 

tSlcnfb^l 0>ncu 

Cl u (ffj id nC 6UT 1 

JilcTIITgjgj) iSlaiOCOT, ilcUGn, ^2)$ 0^, 

cfil bd*i)l t.501 fill ft {£hyip 

cfilcmwA ^p(fTj 2 >ncTT Artessn currflmu cfilcirsuSGpj. 

You twisted, mangled and destroyed 
the Asuras, you smote a devil-cart with 
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your foot. At least appear in the sky 
one day, surrounded by Brahma, 
Siva, Indra and all the gods. (4) 

G&Granfjgjj gj 0 uumij! iDGncuCincu r 0 o)ufTiij! 

0>l_cu C^rtuufTuj! 

iDCffm£$j a_ipcucurnij! @curT)r£jCTT CTfbi(£jii> 

IDCT>fT)ITjgiJ £_CT>tT)6U fTlij! 

GTOraT l^gjj gujeBTJD l_|fT) 2>2jfTUj! 

CTCJTgjJ 

2 _CTT I^14 SL_(Oj* 0 »friLi_nCg> 

6^ crfl u u frO uj n ? 

O Lord, you sit in the sky, stand on the 
hill, sleep in the ocean, walk on 
the plains. You are present in all these, 
hidden. O Lord existing in countless 
other worlds as well. Blended in me, will 
you still hide yourself from me? (5) 

uiTiij «j,rr ^iu).cir>njg, 0 j &ta,isn 4apu urjcfieu 
fflcvub cTfiucufnb 

g>mij eg it ^mojdsu creueun sl su^id 41 ajjig, 
ir>nCujncji! a_sTtejicn», anemundr eu(tt)S}£i 
crcncyribfT^ib 

^GujitQ a_t_G 3 rCan OtjoiigAfriu a_cu<£lcv> 
^IflCcuCrarn? 

With one step you strode the Earth and 
Ocean. With one step you spread and took 
the worlds above. O Lord, how many 
days mast I yearn to see you? Alas! I melt 
like wax in fire and roam the Earth. (6) 

£-cv>4^ci, ^liflujih 6>(ff)U3 .sjijii i a_«u*ii, 

ifc-cu^ffiGa, egii 2 _uSI(njib ^oiiiuj! 

Mill &,{)}i 

OijneSltbg, <£l«e>o ^uj 
leu Cl, moSlij,^ j^i^l 6 filCcu@jia,(«) 

^Hf^cnnCu,. 

You are the Karmic souls roaming the 
Earth. You are the soul of the world 
itself. You are the formless ten spheres 
and the spirit beyond. Pray grace this 
tiny self of infinite ignorance. (7) 


^(njGTTrtuj 

2_i$n <5t, c5,l,l ^ J ' 
Oeurfil G«,<tcti Carrel Qpng,^ll 

Qj^glionC^' 

CTOTicmcaTu , L '-@ 

Ga.0utjnCuJ" 

iSI’fi'gil ^rfjlujrr ^mCujssr 

$en a.a.aiG 611 ^ 

O Soul of the mortals, pr; 
ignorant self. My fragrant 
infinite radiance! Will you still keep awa> 
and kill me with your tricks? Alas, know 
ing nothing else, my soul is afflicted!(S) 


iy grace this 
icon-lord of 


6)cn&,(hfb, ggcurr 

urrcfilGujCr>C3Tu UCU 5 ^fcfTlliqU 

u u u fr(# uJ 

g>rrdjl Q<9 >(tcjstl 0>t_ib 

«5tft 6|S1 fh QAndr^lb AfTCUib ^OTtf3Ub 

(£)fpj^rrCg^ ? 

My soul is afflicted by pleasures that the 
senses heap, would you still destroy n ’ e 
with distractions? Has the time not come 
for me to be united to your lotus-feet, 
that grew and strode the Earth? ( 9 ) 

Qjgpan, jSsnrt, ^§)rgj£\a«.i_n CKsrxai siXlf 1 
&n))3>n «£NcnCM^g}GU jgaruib 

Ca*!b{h n &> lb 

#>ncu fafdnrf)\ u>ffCujff€8V a 

fl,(TGj0>GTi0) £_ [TjlCmn 

ClftfluSlCw? 

My Lord! For many endless age* 
that neither shrink nor stretch, if I we' c 
to attain the infinite pleasures of the 
Self, — Alas! on reflection, — will th* lt 
ever match even a short while °* 
service to you without returns? (1 
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Clgj«flg>cu, r^GncJT&cu <rrOTjTCT37Cu 

$0tDrTgyj &0 

P rfluj Q^rrOTTi-n 02 >rTOTTi_iT Qg>fT©raTi_ car 
3l_C&tTu65T 

Clg,rtlu.o OenOTOT <?n ^uSloagjrir @u 

a_rf)uj ClgjfToan-" «$$,£<£>ib, a_6uAii> 

22_63RJTl_fTff)Gft. 

This decad of the thousand revelations 
of devotee’s devotee’s devotee Satakopan 
on the lord beyond sight, thought 
and feeling will secure the feet of the 
lord who swallowed the Earth. (11) 

6.10 / Svapadesam : To the lord of 
Venkatam 

Ulakamunda \ Sankarabharanam \ Adi 

a_»«Mb t-* 11 Ctu©«Jitiuir! 

Sl_otuh 

<0«u«jii> »l» (*,y? S?"* 1 opn'0^'! 

O^mujiruj! ^u^CujOT SiT Si—uSIGrj! 
£lcug>u> s_eu©*® 

Clto G1u(T*>U)IiGot! 

( 2 )CU ,$(u*CujOT ffi_OT ung,ib 

<$»>SJ an-cnGiu. 

O Lord of eternal glory who swallowed 
the Earth! O Great icon of effulgent 
knowledge, my soul’s master! You 
stand like a Tilaka for the Earth in 
Venkatam. Pray decree that this bonded 
serf reaches your lotus feet. (1) 

an gji s >>,jSsJJ ® CU ® T 

cuco ^SHArjrr 0cv>ib ucvGumb 

tffprr tfTrflujib $0Cjb^ 

QjCUCllrt! OgjUJClJA CdMTiDfrGcjH^ 

Clem i S&" ■ 9,Cff>C3T .® 

liiCU^iH 4^(^G<*)jfbi At A,fb n<»Gyr* 
^rnn u*GuiC 3T s_ car 

oiCTOTcsunb ^0cnrrGui 


O Lord of celestials bearing a fierce 
discus in hand that cuts, pulverises 
and grinds to dust the wicked Asura- 
clans! O Lord of Venkatam with water- 
tanks that brim with lotuses like fire! 
Grace that this love-brimming servant 
joins your lotus feet. (2) 

CUOTITGOTlh ID^GTT O&fTCTT ^OTlfl Gl£6> 

gusotsotit! tonuj ^ubiDnGrai! 
crcRTOTmi M©2>g>J (SlgijfjIAgjib 

^((ipGa! @raiioGiuitA di^lu^lGujf 

Q a crr J,CU ^0cfil lOOTlfl ClurtOT 

<£HOTiCU&(0)lb $©Cc!Jlbl0>L.0,2)ITGOT! 

<£icotot>tGsu! slot 

*Ji h CujB( 2) fflOTOTfrClU. 

O Lord of celestials, beautiful cloud- 
hued natural grace, O Ambrosial wonder- 
lord, entering sweetly into feeling! O 
Lord of Venkatam where rivulets wash 
gems, pearls and gold! My Lord, inquire 
of me and grant me your lotus feet.(3) 

CTtfJTCJTfTgjI 2_©J£»5>C3>g) 

^icy>sufl»0ib «iny> rbncbCiocu 

4) cuniii cuffcrfl incnip Qurri£)j>g> 

^lcncuujn! $0 if)ft io<sh€TT 
GfljOJl)* 3>tjn(h<sjl 5>C33TIh»ACTT 

cfi)0ii>Hib $0Gcurhi5>L_g><g>nGcar’ 

ujj *2>4,n &,ipd)3>cn ^0c61ct>C3tGuiC5T 

Ql ia05>gjjiOfTg)) t jcnrunGui. 

O Lord of lotus-dame Lakshmi, you 
rained tire-arrows ending the days of the 
heartless Asuras who troubled the Earth! 
O Lord of Venkatam adored by gods, 
Asuras and Munis! Pray show this lowly 
self the way to your lotus feet. (4) 

HGWTijn f£l<*3Tir) iDfjib Gji’p 

cubit) 6p>0 «J6v»om! §>' 

i jcroin cjiij rPcsTfi) io»jih 

ffy^Ccu Gi tnoT ypg,cixajn! £>’ 

j^cwtri Gioftib CTGjrii 

G«0ib ^l0Coif^J5»L g>g>nCcar* 
^losTn ,alA unncb&ibg)} f> <-jt iifT«g,tb 

G»«tcw^>i CTfjigjrrGGTT? 
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O Deft archer who pierced an arrow 
through seven trees! O First-lord who 
went between the two Marudu trees! 

O Lord of Venkatam where elephants 
resemble dark clouds! O Wielder of 
the heavy Sarnga-bow, when will 
I reach your feet? (5) 

CTn^nCinT njrrib 1 O 6 OT 

@<ar>633Tg) g.fTiDGnfj&crT <5>fTOTjTu5,(T)0 
fftejTrpj 

fgldfTp ^ffff>U)CujrTIT5>GrT 

,@€!r>rD0^1 ^gOTTiDfiui 

QtDiijff, rF>n LDtCTgjGjrrco SDL^luaQ 

QtflLULjUl ^0G61irbJ<5>L.^)g > nGc3T! 
Uldujjfj r^nsOT cnuj<£t 6TfT> rbrnstT 

c^uv.5>ACirar ^i^Gluott Gidc^guG^)? 

O Lord of Venkatam whom celestials 
worship everyday, through thought, 
word, deed, and praise! I long to see 
the lotus-feet that spanned the Earth. 
O, When will the day be when I join 
you inseparably? (6) 

^4iq.CujOTT GinsSl in n£lsarrri 

^(ipCg,! gganinGujirir <2 h ! £Iuj£'Guj! 
Qflitiu^ujn i_|5ri a_at)i_ujiTGisr! 

G0>ns\j.s> ^scsflcurTtuu Gu(^)U>nC6ffr! 
Gam dpr sflcjiGSTasn toyybGg,! 

^?(r^Gsurtijfl>v - gtid Qu^njjixmGffsr! 

ClojfTici. Glur(Lggjii a_aa ung,ii 

5>frt,>oi Crf,nGor!g,i ^ytjGnjGcsi. 

O Lord of celestials, my ambrosia, 
staying for the love of me! O Lord of 
Garuda-banner, lord with beautiful 
berry lips! O Lord of Venkatam, cure 
for the weeds of Karma! No more can 
I rest without seeing your lotus feet. (7) 

Gijjitftjn^, rSMjjjCrrjOT «5I ufTOjib 

5) n*(jji rp | n c* 

'Lgu <3,€it5T( ^ui)torrOT)i ii 

jglcnirj 2,n<art(ijjii,«piD ,@!i>i09g)HD 
G^gu Qiij ^annGOTrtn uGoff 

Gfil(it>ujeid) ^ii(RjG6vtbj«»i 5>g,nGffn! 
UitTGulTuj IDUjas^jt ^mGuJGGiurrG'j 

ffun>a>nuj GuffCcu cnjcronGui. 


Alas, undeseiwingly I crave and grieve 
for your lotus feet! The blue-throated 
Siva, the four-faced Brahma, the subtle- 
minded Indra and many fish-eyed 
damsels surround you desirously 
forever. O Lord of Venkatam, pray come 
as you did then, and bewitch me! (8) 

6U(Fj£b fT WJ GurrGcvj GDnrjnvg>fTiu! 

GijnrjngjrHu Currsu su0ajrrG<?JT! 

0<3JTj<(b fT LA£^>*J<53 <£B6T37 O & f^ldJi£3^! GlIfTUJ , 

5>n€u G^jacTT <^(ipGdJ>! CTOTigy s_uSlGrj! 

^•B^rTlOGJdfl5>6TT ,^CU5iDCVJU 

U5>6\J Gc7UJ ^l^GGllf^JAl.^^fTGcsr! 
^IJFjG^rr! L^GiuGST S2 —C3T un«2>LD 

c^ 5 j 6D^6 uG€\JC 3T @cnrr)iL|GiO. 

You never come when you seem to, and 
come when you only seem to. My soul’s 
ambrosia! My Lord with lotus eyes, coral 
lips and four arms! O Lord of Venkat.un, 
where brilliant gems turn night into day! 
Alas, I cannot bear the separation from 

your feet even for a moment! (9) 

<£lff,CU.£lGuGcu6iFT ^6iDjniUU) GTCGT^JJ 

cS^GunClDSXj IDI^J6T>3, S^GGifT) lonTrufl! 
(£la,fr a_svjau) (npOTjji 

a_Gini_ujnuj! otguaGgsi! 

£)*j ^UDijii (ipesflo, a,amiiis,er\ 

gS1(£jU) mi> *9(tT>G6UfhJ3,l„ : g>0fftp63 T - 

ffGiijy ,g)G0Gun .^Ciuor $_£* 

O Lord, you bear the inseparable lotus- 
dame on your chest! O My Master of 
matchless fame, bearing the th>‘ e< j 
worlds, O Lord of Venkatam desirs' 1 - 
by celestials and great sages! Falling 
at your feet, this refuge less sell h‘ lS 
found his refuge. (I ™ 

^lunSii. 

cumpifilcirr CTG3T0I GT 63 Trpi ^0«snOdbrT(^tf , (£> 

1 Hq.0> C&l£> ^IGOCOITU Qu0lDfTeiT»6ijnj 

uyiCTT* 00^1, fra <9i_C5» nL 1 ’* 

(ip fq tli u fTOTT OarTOTtUi £ 34 J u9rjS>g)!£> ^ 

l ^ ,c f5>fi»rTiT irm d?rbr5l0^jgil + 

Qurflui g)>fr er) ig^ rpcvifT^l * 551 
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This decad of the complete thousand 
songs by Kurugur Satakopan on 
Venkatam lord — who gives refuge to 
devotees at his feet, — will secure the 
joy of Vaikunta forever. (11) 

7.1 / Svapadesam : Giving up the 
senses 

Unnilaviya \ Sankarabbaranam | 
Misra Cbapu 

2—6TT r^GUfTcfiluJ «D6UfjrT60 (£)€T»L£>^(T)(^ 
CTQT61T)G3T 2_(f3T UH5>Ufb»5>UJli) 
JbS7CrTG«fflCurT€U6^5,Caj fF)C61cijrTCTT ^CgTgTHlb 
CT &ifuT €yp|I <f hi £37 fT) fTUJ J 
CT637T ^eunu Qu(fT) iDfTujGcrr! 

@Sr>U)Gujn(T&Gn€j4)fiHb 2_SUAli> £pG3Tp 2_6T>L_ 

^otjt^o.jtGgvj! ^(tpG^)! <^uuGar! GTG3T6y>Gn 

^crTGii nG(«yr! 

O Lord of countless good, lord of the 
three worlds, worshipped by the celesuals! 
You heap miseries on me, through the 
five senses borne on this body. You are 
still intent on torturing me, separating 
me from your lotus feet. O My sweet 
ambrosia. My father, My Master! (1) 

cTsiTsnesT ^ycrtjib surar Carr sjrrr gJjLgrt g)®r>®J 
Gluiugj ^fjnuuftcO ^iong 1 ie£lg>^lL.(^l 
S_|SFTGT*C3T tr,fTC3T £3p<3> rr«J 0, GauJ^) 

GurT$0,633Tl_rTlij ; 

5>63T«5TG6U! ihfTIT (y)d£leU 

SU6^5T635tGc3t! &l_€U (£T)I76Ulb AfT5,^l6aTn> 

rflsgT CTri CfT)l£tu9s3TrTlij! GSlsss^STGiij^nf^ 1 — 

You have made five tyrant kings 
rule me, shooting pain night and day. O 
Sap of the sugarcane, my dark- 
hued lord, protector of the Earth and 
ocean! O Bearer of the lightning- 


discus, O this sinner’s Vedic Lord! 
See, you have made sure that I do not 
reach your lotus feet! (2) 

G«u.4>liuiTj£l!D(2>ib sgcurjrrso cfilsnssiCujcnOT 

Gl£>n-gjjcSlg)gJ £_63T 

srr<£lujn'<nj6tf><& jS ibQibQ Qujjj^I? 

^£1 ®c-ib u«m-4>gj 2_raa0 

*uS>gii ®‘-5>i'Lu 
Cffngl $en y>unumij! QgircraiuGarOT 

ID gj (£«j5> ^ • 

You have made these five senses stay 
and obstruct my path with mines, h ou 
are the first-cause, you made this 
Universe, then spanned and lifted it. 
O Lord with a tall radiant crown, 
this servant’s own Madhusudana! 
Alas, what have you achieved by not 
letting me join your feet? (3) 

(£^gii S>ae3T ^rf>iujn6u6n& a*rpji>£5^ 

g>GJJSDfj5> ^fTlllq. 2_6ifT ^tq-U 
Gungj jbirdr .aigyianajana. Garugii 

Gur^laffisnuiriij; 
ujrrgjjL b ujnsu^ii) (0OT ^laihuitcu 

«£>ir ^JjGiSIcst gen 

iSgj Carr (gjrpsSlI cSlemcjrCujOT G0onar^iT 
rij^rrjjltG^! 

You planted these five senses like snares 
around me leaving no room for escape. 
You placed all things and beings without 
exception in your person, then slept 
as a child floating on a fig leaf. O 
The medicine for my Karmas! See, 
you have made me incapable of 

joining your lotus-feet. (f) 

gn in^jbgji SS&'fi g£>s>l Gsitui 

Qaa^lcu geuono 

CrbIT lD(fT}ni)(£) 5J—637L ib£b n £>{h I 

QfF,iilipUUfTC3T J 
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•SH" U)(3!bgil Jgafl ^ygjsumr ^i_si sjri^ 

c^<5rfJ<T 6UOTT {SjCVJlO 

CciJIT LD0(^J0 c5^67TT €g)| grTfTIT 

Clu(rP)LDrrCc3T? g^! 

These five senses swirl me in a giant- 
w'heel causing me incurable sicknesses. 
O Lord of celestials, you routed the 
wicked Asura clan; O Lord of radiant 
discus! Now who will be my 
medicine? Alas, you are like the 
executioner who blocks the front, 
back and the sides. (5) 

djlOT5T^jJ6TTfTI7 Glu(fT)li>rTI[T)(£j 
C1<nij£>jiTGnijiL|ii Gagiii g>0ii_(cu«3T 
LDOTSIGgpGTT Ct65TCT>GutLi Ourr)fT)rTGU <TTG3T Q^lijlLifT 
LOJDgU cfi)ili_rrcu? 

UOTffT^JjCTTnuj! 0>6& gigSTCyilGTTrTqj! Ug^uSlcffT 
S_cncTTrTuj! urjiftaGcur! cujjgjJ ■stctt 

■fjjQTin^DjGTTnuj! Qr^^AGrTmL! QdjrTGu^j6nnuj! 

gpGgTlT^I Q^fTCUGLinClU. 

These five senses afflict even the celestials 
who serve and worship you. What can 
they not do to an earthling, more so when 
you too have left me? O Great Lord, 
you are hidden in music, in poetry and 
in devotion. I see you in my eyes, now in 
my heart, now in my speech; pray speak 
a word to me! (6) 

f£>OTifp| Q,5fT6o«vS1 , 

Gpin gDGurr qjgtt &iu6b6inrj 
GTCinjpJ UJfT63T Qg1J6U^JT)LJC3T 2_65T 

^jGUGm CuGuJ 6U ? 

cSMCTTfQJ ^^arr Gunr^jA eO 

^rjGfnii ^cnTTcB G£>n 
f<5)G3Trnib CFiGUOjO, <nrF> 0 ,rnn! Q.5>mqGujG3T i 

^uy>C §>\ 

These fickle senses cannot stick to 
one path or goal. My sweet ambrosial 
lord, you churned the ocean with 
gods and the Asuras, with a snake 
rolled around a mountain planted 
in the deep. Alas, how wdll I ever 
control my senses il your grace is 
not forthcoming? (7) 


g)63! GTGST3, GgCTOTTfSI «J>IT sgGUlt 

lurTcijcnamu) loujiio, <£ cnCTijOb 
(Vp6jrctui) icmuib ercOsunO, (ip^Lg Csuit 

crraionCTT a-® 11 

<fl«jiiKn(Lpii <£1(5 (jpit&^mO) £lj,£t|5jgii 

Gj££l<$> GJT,3>Gg,rHpC6U <£>1(5^1 ffT63T5>@l 
ctot ^ibion! sTsir B.eratsrariTl^siniDGai't'r 

o>ii> (gjtuylgiGco! 

The five senses you gave can deceive 
anyone as sweet ambrosia. My Master! 
My Krishna! Lord of celestials! Grant 
that I may be rid of timeless Maya, rod 
and all, that I may contemplate, sing an^ 
worship your symbols and forms. ( 8 ) 

(5CUlb (lp0,GU £d?CJ>CTT<5, Qdhflfp 

(^ifluSlcaflcv ggcu 6 ^ 

ojcvnb (ipgjGti G&Q&^O) GurjCtfl 

asa(5«iTa,6ifi!U- f,uJ 

£Iguio (yjg,©'j Jgcifl stsi'j 

<9<T)UG3T CWeUGVSST 6T<5JTuG<J rr (!!t 611 

u«v (tpssu uani_samij! mb s,oti«33t"! ^ 

Git 1 

uruey*^ 

These five senses can fell even th e 
gods into the sin-pit. My Krishna, 
radiant effulgence, you made this Ear'* 1, 
and all the worlds, the standing, l *' e 
moving, and the things. Grant th e 
destruction of the five, their sirenS 11 
and all, pray heed me. 

OOT urj|CT,*i_ Go' STOTIJJ, SLOTOnCTT 

a - 6 ® 1 ® <jr>CT3T 5» g?fTii)ffprj(9>t_ (g) ^ 

a_®i0 (©©(^Lb (gijpfl,. 

GU63I um^*,ch SOJ n glevafi'*'* 

ojeStg><y s’jisnCIcjTjiOTit 
<gj63T urtcffifiu <9,<am 0,g,, Ga, 0 ** ( 

ppa&f 1 ' $ j 

O Lord you churned the ocean a^ 
gave ambrosia to the gods, I svisE 1 
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sing your glory and melt with love over 
your lotus-feet. Instead you made me 
carry this log and heave a burden. These 
five drag me into stormy directions, 
and beat me painfully, Oh! (iq) 


™rguu>; acW* u,** 

“ CWGi, ’ s5, ’ 9® 

a-uSlirg^, 

(y>S5i Qaiug, sflcnorCu 


■®uj (Lp&uui_rriu 


QftfTca'iyTi— Qpir^)^) £^it {Jpcurjaiij^j ^crairhi&cfi 
i J6ini_5)gjj ^crfl^g^ <^u 

LjGJTcO UCTTCTfl 

^uucp&Cs, 

Q5,fi€37m_rT O^rr^urT Q^rrcTOrurr Q^nGWTudT 
BU C*mj«3T Osmw t ^uSlrj.g )S , c h ,@u usgjii 
asOT® um_ sucueumr eSsnor Cumb, 

u&Ceu. 

This decad of the thousand songs, by 
the devotee’s devotee’s devotee 
Satakopan of Kurugur on the lord of 
three qualities, — of making, keeping 
and breaking, —will end Karmas for 
those who sing it night and day. (n) 

7.2 / The Mother / The Ninth 
Union / On Tiruvarangam 

Kdngulum | Kamboji | Adi 

ftf^j(^>gyLb LJAgyjib >5sicd"oi £ju9g 0 n51 LLJ rrcTT; 

&>G5iSTG!xi &>n CsnA^icmrgO 
<Snil((3} O &,£h(Jfh)fh<Sn \ 6T63T 0I €$)&> <96V ij L| li); 

5) fTLDCD [J5> 8>6$31 GTGjrQfT) (gjCTT ‘ 

^trhjfhiC^in5)fn5>Cfl>Gjrr ff.-sarancaTcfilil^l? cicjr g^i th; 

,@(2> flsvii ana gjjipn ^(jag,ii> 
OaihithiuGo until j^na, ^gcugffyaagrTtu! 
^gcush $ fDStOji sraji Qsu'j^lsjrjjnCuj? 

O Lord of 1 iruvarangam reclining 
on fish-dancing waters, what have 
you done to my girl? She knows no sleep 
through night and day, she doles out tears 
by the handfull. She folds her hands and 
says “discus", then “lotus-lord”, and 
swoons. “How can I live without you?”, 
she weeps then feels the Earth. ( 1 ) 


. CTG3T6pib; 

^7 S©a»C sf ,? CTO, m ti> 

y>OT Qaibg, ,§)* a_cuau 2_om0 

• n = s_c61y>*,g l j ^cn^niii! 

OdTQaaGcun ^euCCa? 

“What are you doing to me, my lotus- 
lord? , she asks with tears in her eves 
then, “What shall I do, O Ranga?”,she 
weeps with hot and heavy sighs. “Oh, 
My Karmas!”, she laments, “Come, 
O Dai k Lord, is this proper?” You 
made the Earth, swallowed it, and 
brought it out, then measured it 
How is it going to end for her? (2) 

“MS @<uot gonjjjnub; LDCraflsuOTTCBm! 

CTG3T£pj LD J 

ojitotGid Crbrragib; anununagii); 

2_«ni_ ^*air a_uSln cTcucumi) a^cnm. 
ff?(2>ajGai! eiOTgmb; slot -Lggu,; 
a<_i£1c\J! a_ciTcnena atTgruiomj, ^gcmnu; 

i&CTOTGJjtCgSt! CT63T^pjLD 

£)®it Clam, u)£Iot gy, 

@svcfr^lija,g^ ctot Qaiu^luLirCui? 

Shamelessly she calls, “Gem Lord”, 
then sighs and stares into the sky; “O 
My lord who destroyed the Asuras'” 
then stans to weep; “O My Krishna! 
Kakutstha, come let me see you 
here!" -O Ranga, surrounded by walls, 
what have you done to her? ( 3 ) 

^>i_c ftircu, g)L_u snaiuOTiTiij Jjjgagib; 

< * T ty? 5 >#il louiiiigib; ana ssyuliio; 

aili A,io ftn/ijti, ctannji (ymailagib; 

ai_cun/«®jT< 3 OTir! aigianujanGssi crraigruii); 
niue smruj Cibja svcuiicnaujn! erejrgjub; 

rnij stotjj, l0al(Sl(?>li) 

aluL.Ccn' Qsttg ^ S^ainn'Mhs&mi,' 
^aich^jD®®, ct<* 
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She remains as she is left, she rises, 
falls and folds her hands; “Woe, this 
love!”, she says, then swoons; “Ocean 
Lord, invisible!”, then “Orbed discus 
lord!”, she says, “Please come!", on and 
on, then faints. O Perfect Ranga, lord 
reclining on bright waters, what do 
you intend for her? ( 4 ) 

tyixi, asl uL|ib; 

.©(^Qjiji^jaidjjgjjCTrGnniJu! (rreBTcp ib; 

^yiiGa U5«r>yis, s,em ign cncba, 
<n«rrGtr) ldoj/Ui^jld 

■Sh;M?uCi »w>I 2 _i_cb ^un^anGon! 

^ICTIGU a>i_«u a,er>L-j> 2 , ^(ipGo,! 
3rb$S>ji>l E_S5T sricssub ffirrriajCg, 

GD^,aj65n€\j GxniDojGu Qxnij&fTGOTr! 

She falls into thought, faints and 
recovers; with folded hands utters, “In 
Arangam , bows that-a-ways with tears 
like rain; says, “Come, I prithee!”, such 
and swoons. O Lord who tore Hrranya’s 
chest, rare ambrosia who churned the 
ocean, you have infatuated a strong 
maiden; now unite her to your feet.( 5 ) 

gsdldujcO Cj)<9ujj5j gtottcdgjt LOtffttb ft^aft^nCOTr! 

cidriGpib; urn iDnujCcin! lc 

QfliLuj ffiinuj iD«raflCu.i! <rTCT g_)n h; gsgffai i.jcsicv) (^ip 
^(ff)Qjrjrbjai5,^jj€T7CTTfTuj! gTgjr cy)i ih; 
Oguujuj ciirrcrr, , #iTij0, ^Atfjijib cfilcu 

cjjbgjih 6‘fils3;5TGcif8inn (fp<sF)6 \j gTOTtgrinh; 

Gnu <ol<9.n6TT umb^ ^HCinsyjTujniuf 

r^0cnnud urr^CwoT 

Cl a uj rb» j ncvj gji Gcu. 

O Lord on serpent-bed, grace this girl. 
She says: “O Lord who stole and took 
my heart!”, m O Red-lipped gem-hued 
lord!”, “O Lord lying in Arangam, girdled 
by cool waters!” w O Celestial lord with 
dagger, discus, bow, mace and conch!” 
Alas, my Karmas are to blame. ( 6 ) 


uitoj ^jjfc'iiur&Jibcn ij£«ni_g)£>nuj! 

U j) f/)l G\J fTIT UfDlD •£)<o3T<T)rTG63T! 

AUGO <9<5><9>!Jg>2,rTlLj! >3>l_GU ^L_li) Q^jfTG^JT 1 — 
<9>L_G0cUCfa74iJ3inf ^GJTJTCSaKpGTTj G1G5Tgyii)J 

G<£7GU Q(£fencn <3 jOT 3T qGSIGVJ (^g) 

CTGyr^pjLD) CTOTT ^IT^^Gott! GTUaTG^Jlb j 
Gansu LOU in63iLpa,o>«irin uofl icsba, 

CT63icpjsr>i_ft Ga,cnosiTA ClanjigjjjGs. 

My tender princess sits with her large 
eyes raining tears. She says: “Lord who 
made both pain and pleasure, loved eveft 
by the loveless!", “Lord bearing the 
wheel ol Time, ocean-reclining lord!") 
O My Krishna, sacred pilgrimage spot 
in Srirangam’s cool-fish waters!” ( 7 ) 

C'0''’Hg!bg ) j gu non«uCTdigmb; 

(g)S3Tfry GJfT^P, 

G<5>rr f^c^Dg *Mr.g>£bQj65T; gtstt^i io ; 

Clg,a(i£ih; c9t,sfil 

CTlcusuciiuSt itA^ld : 

G1JGT3TG5^tG6Tt! GTG31g)nb; 

GlDCO CnjfTSxfk) ^GiTHDUtSlcvlCn 

b; 

GTnb rruGGST Cfbn^,0G«>G3T? GTG3TGQ) lb 
Cl<5^lb #L_lb qGiITGU ^l^QjrjfhJAgj^imj! 

< * 7S ^ T GltftuCdMJT TT€5T ^l0LD<^llGft? 

O Ranga, what can 1 do for my precious 
daughter? She says: “O Lord of gods, 
you lifted a mount to protect the cows!"’ 
She weeps and folds her hands, and 
sighs hotly as would dry her soul. She 
says: O Lord, how can I see you?”, theft 
looks up and stares. ( 8 ) 

£T63T ^0LD<9>6ff Can id it it guG Gin! CTcgT cry ib» 

CTGfTTGpj 67DI ^cfilGui! CT63T£p| LD ; 

rf>loT $0 cTuSlrr>n)fT 6 U ^»i jkgjj ig QftrrcsftfTt 
f^GDLna?CTT Ga>CTTGuCc5n! crgyi c^n b; 
,^jG 3 Tn)j a>. 0 GTfL^ib £bnficrfil $ C1a.ncroTi 

c§H,lLJ LD (h OT ^ G5T l J G G3T! GT<T3T £5}| ID 

Clg>G3T ^(rTjCurjf^KMb G<ffeni£lcuCWn<^TL nCcsr! 
Q2)6lf]41GGVJ55T (g)lqQ.| ^O/GTT 
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O Ranga in the temple of the South! 
She says: “My soul!”, “O Spouse of 
Dame Earth, whom you lifted on your 
tusk!”, “My Lord of lotus-dame 
Lakshmi, who rests on your chest!”, 
“Beloved Lord of cowherd-dame, you 
won her by subduing seven bulls!”. 
Alas, I cannot decipher her end. (9) 

GTcrjrgjj ii) 5 

(\pGij g\j^ orflGiu! GT63Tgyib; 

< 5 ,iq. aimp Q«5>rrCTTcr>n)<ff 5 GTm_iuGctt! CTcjigrjiLb; 
ff>fr€ 3 T(Lp< 5 >^> AI_GL)Gctt! CTGSTCplb; 

Qj iq q_j 2 _ 6 ff)U CD nGsUTniT g> <530 CD GU G C3T! 

CT65T ^jr)l LD ) 

OJC33T ^(fFjGtJff'&IAGfflt! CTOTg))lb; 
^GOL_ UirT5,rT6tT Cl-IWU ^GUGTT ^j£33J|A1 
sSHC^L-Jbgl^Cn ^ipdQGUtU€TOTG33IC3T 

<£Uq.Clu. 

She says: “O Lord of the worlds, 
I know not an end for myself!", 
“O Matted-hair Konrai-Siva!", 
“O Four-faced Brahma!” “O King of 
the great celestials!”, “O Lord of 
fragrant Srirangam!”. Becoming a 
refugeless, my daughter has attained the 
feet of the cloud-hued lord. (10) 

(ipdftco GDCwrarar^T 

c^ 0 dT (£, 1 * 

a_Ulli,5)6D^T^ lP,Tl ^ 1 1 QufT0ff)6VJ 
cu«fiJT«nng) Gaiiuutfjr 

6DG*aT(o)urTi£)cb (g,ip 
CDCOTT 005<n.lT5 4 FL_Ga(TU65I 
(ip.fQe’u c^iiq-Gmcu GWgmott CWcb 

mrrcaicu 

<^i,uSlgg)gij GDcbcurriT 

(!P<$6V> 6D6inJT-SJ7T GD rT63l4>&J ^g}®>U>UJ©JlT 
^ 0 ijtjiT Gu rflcsTu ClsDCTrcrrgjG^). 

This decad of the thousand songs by 
Satakopan of Kurugur, through grace 
attained at the lord’s feet in groves of 
Porunal waters, addresses the good 
lord of hue like the raincloud. Those 
who master it will secure a life of 
joy, hallowed by good celestials. (11) 


7.3 / The Girl / On Tiruppereyil 

Vellai | Sencburutti \ Adi 

GlajOTraiota arfl arsjQarr0 «trji>^bl > 

gjfTlOSDrja StbiJtj} i.-jj! GST GTG3T GlfT,(0,4lGjp/lGl— 
LJ t.1 ■ (iff> CT15, & L_ mil fifl IT) ft AltMjflT i 

star ClsircboSIs GairGua^GaGsr, 

^aisnOTLSnarith? 
CIcusiiOTa as>ib eSnj^ldjjjbg, 

Gcug> cpoSlimb sfflipir g>c51ujii) 

6lOT£J)(m* (£jg>n «Slcn«nujnL@ GgcSlit|ib ^png, 
^l0uGuOgu9cv Gantruot i*,nG6iTT. 

O Ladies, how shall I explain this? Alas, 
you do not see the way my heart sees. 
My lotus lord with discus and conch is 
riding away on his Garuda, he is there in 
Tiruppereyil of joy, where Vedic chants 
and festival sounds, and sounds of 
children playing merrily never subside, 
so thither shall I go. (1) 

(E)fTCTT«5i CgjfTl^l Lilian fir; 

^)631C3167TUjn5>fTCTT; ^UJGU Gsifl ll?IT<fMTCTT! 

(T>rTC3T fg}6} gjcaf) iDailGL-<sji; 

ctot Qf5ib c^cirg)) ^gjj; ^grruLiAcu Gumu 
Gp)C5Tdii>nujg)ai LjjibQuni^tv gjteajr ustuott 0i p 

^0uCuQ(juSlu-O G5n>^l0fb3» 
CDrrcuTu iSlgrrcir, LDcraflcDCTiJiciraTcii A6J3T«nrrc3i 
Cl<3rhJAdfl cDiTuSlrir $fDg,g,gi)G(ai. 

O Sakhis of fragrant tresses, O Ladies, 
O People of the neighbourhood! I cannot 
stop this galloping heart, it is not in my 
bridle, alas! Night and day it runs after 
the coral -lipped lord of celestials, 
Krishna who sits amid honey-dripping 
groves in Tiruppereyil surrounded 
by cool fertile fields. (2) 

Osriaofl sunuSlai 3?jD2>5>& ,, >L|a> 

G-uigt, ai.it j£ct ypu, g,fnpj,a,o>cTmib 
amiOairfiJI 00 , 0 , 01 b 3>csx r(jl s_ait,g)JLb 
®mo<anri 0 > 0>gs31s,|gij ) ,s, 0 ^ibst® Jimbgilib, 
$iki0,(iro,ib rT,fT|gn,ib cfilipn ^om® 

CI^gst jfil(iT)uGuQrruSlcb 
o,rsj0»Grr liilonOTjjaia, ct«» 7 O^ictt-sib C®rnJ>! 
(bi'gpib iglan©iijib ^gy)jb®SiiGrai. 
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O Friends, my heart has lost its shame 
and reserve to the lord who sits in 
Tinippereyil, where festivals continue 
for days and months. How can I forget 
his tall radiant crown, conch and 
discus, and the lotus eyes and coral-lips 
that I have enjoyed so long? ( 3 ) 

ctid uxTBmna^l 232,^1 u Cultest 

tisir Qtb(0<SlsiTn(2,ij) ^riiGs, epifSl rbg,nh\ 
iPJbgil <@63^1 uj riGinrrcijijT^ 

< 5 )l_ 6 VJ C£>©S) CufTGVJ CTf^l^J) 

£>60 Ccug^gj rgcffT^j 

Cla«OT ^I©uCuQouS 1 gu <rfi'iT)f 5 l( 2 jj > 2 , 
W 4 ® otiuM, csvsiudT U)mij2,gu ^jjbGaraT 


Arrev.ub Ouiro CTS3T6sn63T«g> 

«9>ng)c0 <3>i_oSl6?rT l61&u Guiflg>n , 60; 

]^6U (ip^lcO GU6jyTOT3Tg,gjJ CTlD Qu^LD^ 6 ^ 7 
i9j)(2)lB (ipCBlCoi GUJbgjJ ; 6TG3T 

ffnu^rTOT; 

0^605,^ ^«j63T curbgd 6^ft)f^C5i£)5> 
rbrTC3TLD6T>rr)UJ n-ffTT^LD C6U6tT^fil ^>6DfT, 
G&fTcud? Qon > Qj£,rb&,Gn <fj>ojrfl cfjsnb 
■s«rL@ ljcstgO ^0uGuG7uS))i)C5>. 

Save time and take me there, my love 
swells like the ocean! My cloud-hued 
lord appears before me, but is not 
within my grasp. He sits on Earth in 
Tirruppereyil amid large water tanks, 
whisked by fertile ears of paddy with 
endless Vedic chants. ( 6 ) 


,®|6irffinOTU)iTs,ncn! ctAcdot ctcst yiofl^Ca,? 

O Ladies, why blame me? Lost in the 
boom of his wonderful conch, I bade 
my heart, “Go retrieve my lost lustre 
from the lord in Tiruppereyil, where he 
sits amid Vedic chants that rise like 
the ocean eternally”. Alas! My heart 
too remained there; now whose help 
have I for doing what? (4) 

(ipraftjbgj »«Lib 2_cna^gil utitijju Guuj 

(tp«n<M 10 ( 52,1 ^solGuhuj 

5>£cin)i CTr5t5,5> 

acrarrastiSlijngjja^ ctot Cli icmtottld 

G5,TTrr)Grr)6jT 

(ipaflfr,(5l cicjr Clfluj^rr, ^)OTT63>sntJ?it,g,rTch? 

(yirorcrfl ^iojot 015 , 5,1 cSib^ 05 ia 
8>«ffl5>® Quni^lsu ^(ijuCuCljiflibCs, 
5,irsuiiQu2, CTfflnonsura, 5>nil0ifilCffln. 

I lost my femininity to my Krishna who 
smote a devil-can, drank the ogress’ 
breasts, went between dense Mamdu 
trees, and threw a calf against the 
wood-apple tree. Ladies, come forward, 
quick! No use blaming me now; 
show me the way to Tiruppereyil of 
fruit-laden groves. ( 5 ) 


CtJIT CTuS)cO £>i_6U ClgjCTT 

QtflTJJD LS1fjrT«ffT QjfVjgjj cSfr)$(*)(!£>$> 
GuQrru^n^GtS* ctcst 

Cur^gj) Gvrj 6Tfb)0li «9>rTC33TlDfTL_Cl_63 T > 

^> 6 <ng Jgafl 22 _er>i_ujii), Cpnip? 

CTcir Q5 ,(ct,5^ 55 V 6 U 0jcocuiT(iT)ii) ^cOcn^' 
dyanu @ofl5,O5,irssiT0 ctcst 5rrr^l<5«^lGSTrDg>l'i ? 
ffT6ST Q5>(CT,5,h 5.C5BIL gjGcu 5>GiT3TCl G*&- 

Longingly, O Sakhis!, my heart enters 
Tiruppereyil where the lord resides. H e 
destroyed the walled city of Lanka 
girdled by the ocean. Alas! I do not see 
my heart return, now whose compan) 
have I? None to call him back either* 
whose help for doing w hat, alas- 
I see only what my heart sees. 0 


hGS8Tt_ gjlCcil Q*rT6?nn01 CTGuevi 0(1^0) 0* 1 
<9>fTiT5> alcu ciiQraTG33TGc3Tn(^ 

.UnG5TijT@ c^Gufi gjjl,ibr61rb£>j; (iP 2 ’ 6V,n fj 

Q^nsTOTt ffT63T AfT^cO 2_«nrj.sj<£lcO. Gdh^r 
D633T (0rT6V<(ipLb gyi Lf> 

^Gn cfiliSfix>Ljii) Q, ;(f1g,nGu; 

'l3>6ni $k<T>Q (£$>£>&] c^61IG3» 

Ggjcar j® 0 uGi jQi}u 5 lfiu G^<tgii 6 ?t C.ldK-'tfG'-' 

^ Sakhis! For the very reason th* 1 * 
' ou all gather and join hands with ^ 
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lord in heaping blame over me, my love 
grows. If I were to tell you how, it 
would exceed the Earth and sky. I must 
go then to my lord and join him in 
Tirruppereyil, lapped by waters. (8) 

ggt 6ji gstuj lift n git! erdnanarSi Cg,pp 

C 611 <SMT I_ IT | 

]Si s_ssr)i;a<£le^pg)l pot §j§i9(g>'? 
Cl!b(Gj|iMi> i£l gt> p Gi| lb eraiTa,0 

Jgjaian ev; 

i5>fTITGlIG73TOTiJT(73T <9>rTfT<9><‘fsL-CU (GT^nCULD S2_C3TJTL. 

■^«3TrG7aTiSlQfTG3T djfbgjj <&!b!t)l(2)!bg} 

67 rT cijerr cpcairr ^ipcnflu utpcsTgi 

G^car <£)(fT}u(puGrjuSlcu Lornb<5>Gfj. 

My Sakhis! I must go. O Ladies, pray 
do not stop me, of what use is this? 

1 have no contentment of heart anymore. 
My lord of dark ocean-hue, lord who 
swallowed the Earth and Ocean resides 
in Tiruppereyil surrounded by fertile 
fields. (9) 

,Jbrr(^hb , iSljDGtjib C^nCojciT; 

GTOTT&(£) CT(T3T C^jITl^ltfi/TAfTCTT! 

3\o,q Lueriff) GrF>( 5 ' tDnr *- l * > 

G$£3T ^uCuGfJlflcU ^fflT).(^(5f5>g? 

LD^jj Orf,(i^nii 06 <r>Lp* ^>rT^c?fT lonujcarr, 
5 >fTrnr[)J6>f6infj <^6^2^ {h/I/D/D 

ffjtaiT .^Jcvi ^y)^)cociJ6iniT(«niTG3T Cff)i£)ujnc3T ctott 
Q rp>^<3U) AGutrfeQi cremenn Euaii^lujrTCcaT? 

O Sakhis! I will search town and 
country, I have no shame. The lord 
in Tiruppereyil is surrounded by 
mountain-like jewel mansions. He is 
Makara-Nedun-Kulai-Kadan, lord 
wearing Makara ear rings. He is the 
discus lord who killed the hundred 
Kauravas; how long ago he stole 
my heart! (i o) 


aenflC^frrru sffljjil, 2_0Guib Gu0ib 
ClaiijGn0>iL|u> GoipGucir snca»uno 

fl (g(T G1JGffiJTGmiiST t 3HQ3r4JjGS)G3 T, 

000GLlld tfl_G*fTUG3T Q.ffrrG3T63T 
C&y? ,<§Gu ^Ijbgrr^l «£IT ^uSItr^gjOT gjertaj 
^|0uGuQ(JIiSI6VJ GlDUJ ugjg^lb 

^rbjcDAujejncji ej6>a, Gucucuirn ^jojit 

This decad of the thousand songs by 
Kurugur Satakopan, on the lord of 
Tiruppereyil who takes many forms and 
names through countless ages 
every time to protect the world, — 
those who master it will secure the 
golden feet of the discus lord. (11) 

7.4 / Svapadesam : Alatti for the 
lord’s return 

Aliela \ Kurinji \ Khanda Chapu 

cryj^j dilGUGyjib tup 

cunjfl GTip-j, £,OT>n(j)lu> cur i&^ib Gnp ld 

CtfHTGTlip Grip (LpUJ- UfTgilD CTip ^UUGST 
sasnifl Grip a_cu.£bii> Qfl>(TGRrTLCunGrD! 

The discus grew, the conch and l he bow 
also grew, the Earth resounded, “Hail!”, 
the mace and the dagger grew. 
The world became a bubble, the lord’s 
foot touched the Asura’s head. Oh! 
How my father grew and strode the 
Earth, heralding a new age! (1) 

iogiogu 0,0 grAtriih ffii G£>(ij)ib g^qSI ^ehijgu 
esi0l asumii uigticu Cg>uij,0ib epoSl, a,l gu 

UMTpl .*ip«tp| ^|CnipA;SlGjt0 GfiGlSI ^juuGai 
■9IT0IUU Gancnni. pnciiGp! 

What sounds arose when my father 
churned lor ambrosia! The rivers 
lashed water backwards over mountains, 
the ocean swirled in waves back and 
loith, as a snake-wrapped-mountain 
grated the Earth! (?) 
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jbirdrjfileu cjip iDsmgpib £naig, s ,C ai ; 

l51 6BTGpj lb , 

2>naTr5lcv> cjjp iD«ncu airang,a,C«u; 

61 OTTCpi LD 

5>fTG3Tf5)cu cry? ai_6U s^saCcu; anuuOT 
sssrar/® ^uibgi eniSlib^lcO Qa,nsjjru ^nCcti! 

The seven plains stood firmly in 
place, the seven mountains stood firmly 
in place, the seven oceans stood firmly 
m place, when my father Lifted the Earth 
with his tusk teeth! (3) 

tb'TICJU) CTlf, igleuib CT; p cSlcOTgJni 

cnp ) CT ,fi ^ 

arr^ju) enpa a,i_ir Sirepib erip 
ssasrfl crip a_eo*u) suem u asr-Ccrai! 

The day disappeared, Earth and 
Water disappeared, the sky and stars 
disappeared, I-ire and Wind disappeared, 
mountains and plains disappeared, 
the radiant orbs disappeared, the day 
my father feasted on the Universe 
with relish! m 


£E!©l®r)i_ iDcucun $, 5 , 115,2 g>«S) lorarram 

<&l,af 5 T a_S 5 U..a C a ®nejr epeSl 

cfil ©fiJTOT^jGTT 

6J6TOT 2_ODL ^ C&QjfT QciJfflfluuil L_ £.6^ 

^Wuucar 

ArT^jcmLu urrrj^ib «na, CumpCs,! 

Oh! The sounds of well-fed wrestlers 
being crushed! The jitters of the 
manly warrior kings, and the praise 
that the wakeful celestials showered, 
when my father took charge of the 
glorious Bharata war! (5) 

Cuni^g,, QioeSlibg, i-irarOaftAiflcu suitcst £l<sn a 

cruign^gji a_$gu L-jG 3 TCUfT LDGD6U 
■^ifgil 15)015,2, iflrtiftib ^Ouejr 

• 3 itP Clsujg,i eSM^troniia, 

Cl a, it Gu id rr G ns! 


When the day waned into twilight, 
a lion-like form exploded from a rock, 
and blood spewed high like a fountain 
every which way, when my father 
came and killed the wicked Asura.(6) 


ujirtru < 9 gmj a,^ Jgcnga,(a,ib agiiia,oi 
Ebfi©! mcmcuGurrcO L|gcn, 0 >l-CV 

^>2)1 U>Ql0>g } l 2_rfjltJU L|63T6un ^|UUC3T 

$!Diui_ ggaiiiians, Qapnj Grj>Gg! 

Arrows grinding against countless heavy' 
arrows, corpses by the hundreds heaped 
like mountains, pools 
blood flowing like rivers everywhere, 
— Oh, how my father destroyed Lanka 
to dust! ( 7 ) 

G^atfiflfT^rrcyr Q« 9 >rTuj.ft GijhfTi^lQ&rTOTJLL-fT^' 

tSIejr^iLb 

CffjrT^fflr^^jrrcjT cr rfl u_j «Jb <sn <?yrG cu n £3*; 

6)tf3Tg)J ^ 

GrbrT5(fljT>^,fT65T ^p*5>QTT QpfT0>$ 

^JUU^ 1 

G(j>n<?rfl curTcnnOT $G7ffTGg)fr6iT Q fh 

The cock-bannered god ran away , 
know ye! Then the burning Fire-god 

ran away, then the three-eyed god to° 

In’ 


ran away, when my father cut t 


strong arms of Bana. 


( 8 ) 


^CffTOJJ IfiCTOT, jg|T, CTlf) iSflGV efil6ST3T, 

^jWTrry jjr 1 n ^igcirjT^l i5liriGijii>; ,5l6tf , fp ,L£l 
LDCJTip £2_uStn C2GT|lb IDjlgJIli 


3 \uo& 


^rarrgi (ip®«u » ci*ii> CUcij.j.gdGiD! 


d. 


Beginning with water, earth, fire, win 
and sky, and then the mountains and 1 v 
radiant orbs, and thereafter the ran 1 
the gods, the living, itl . 
all else, — how my father m* 1 
the first Universe! ( 9 ' 
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OlOUJ ffjlcmiJ qA, LDfT MtTCrt SrGnGST 
fiurriij r£)ong j^it iSlerfll^ltf QtfrTlfluJ l&j 53 * 

< 5 i, jglcngumg .©iuuot 

£ losing *n®g>is> (£)S3raii e'0S>3> ^, ^’ 4J, - 

Herds of grazing cows and all animals 
couched under; the great tanks 
overflowed with gurgling waters. The 
entire cowherd-clan found a shelter 
when my father lifted a mount and 
stopped the bad rains! (1 

<g)637rr>ii ct0£g> iSjitgSi ,£Hiq.ujtrClgg0u> 
gx,W>l rgleaTro tfeCarTurir &_«girjCl^uj60 
3>oirf)\ LisnOTjii g> e^yiSlgjjgjcTT ,©«r>&i 

Ocucjtrfil e.( 5 ih u*guib CtoeflU *nunnaGa. 

This decad of the sweet thousand 
songs sung by the grateful Satakopan who 
stood with the devotees of the lord who 
lifted a mountain, -- reciting it with 
love bestows success. (11) 

7.5 / Svapadesam : On the glories 
of Rama & Krishna 

Karpar | Yaduktdakamboji \ Adi 

ftfbufTii ^rjnu) iS)(jrTcy>tf3T ^cugnjitcu, u)rr)|TyiX) 

5>n)LiGgrT 

t^fi) i_jfT (ipg)CufTu M«0 CTQjibq 

^cjrrftCuj 

rbri) ufT<u ^Cojrr^^uSIcO cofT^ib ffrjiTsgib 
Qpfb fDGTjib 

fT) UfTCyj<5>(2) S2_lUg>5>63TC3T fT>rT63T(Lp5>CrfT«T 

ClurbiD /b^L-C^GGn? 

In the blessed Ayodhya, the land created 
by Brahma, — down to the meanest grass 
and insect without exception, he gives an 
exalted place to all the sentient and the 
insentient. So would any scholar study 
about a king other than Rama? (1) 

fljfTU Lq G\J l51n>(b^61MT IT>rTfT<, 1 >uiii i(5) <51,6TT 

«£M,euCrjrr 

r^fTiliijcO i51rDrbgjj ui rT&cjT uil(p 

id cafl a n*a> a 


jj,nil6y>i_ fbCvS1u_|ib ^g&*cy>g 

rjjfTilcru- 2_tuu»5 Osiiigji rFjujb^jCimD 

CaiIQGld? 

For the sake of humanity, Narayana took 
birth and walked on Earth, suffering 
countless miseries, then destroyed the 
plague of Rakshasas. He gave the 
kingdom to Vibhishana, and liberation 
to all. Knowing this, would mortals be 
devotees to anyone else? (2) 

CftiLurmarir Gasaicir £n£6) <a;cucugcu 
iDjDpib GsjiluCrjrr 

C&LLurm Cl< 3 cfil A 0 djer> 5 ffn< 9 >GGTT 

ODCUlMli) 

CtfCOTTUfTCO UtplD UCD*GU63T ^l^urTGUOTT 

^ 1 (£)CU 14 

g,rrcn unco g>cjr erne ^r^corrcna 

Sisupala the arch-enemy of Krishna 
would utter lowly words of abuse, such 
as would blister the ears, yet he attained 
the lord’s feet. Knowing those who 
know this well, would anyone listen 
to any but Kesava’s praise? ( 3 ) 

•gcStcs-HD ^rfilustjir a,iub .Staiib© <^yA 

<5iG5irf)l <3ysuCgn 
ufC3Tsyiiou ui—iT Qun(rij6n JgJeb unijp 

QgyQkb ftriGUggJ 
rb 63 T«mBU msjtcu usssranfl iBgrarypasnamj 
Lieraiorafl g,gBTCTSusrGcn 
CI®n65T«y)iD iduja^SIlu C^gjorfiluj (^tpgu&cri 

In the hoary past when none of 
this existed, he made the waters, then 
the four-faced Brahma, then hid all 
these within himself. Contemplating 
these wonders, will scientists ponder on 
anything else? (4) 
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(g^cuacn ujmusji aopcO 

. _ (g^yisuCgg 

c^tpu (.lu^rn M e4Su adr^oT ai^rj^o. 

I2j4cua,«ng,g, 

«."ipu ULM* ® 6 i,ur.eo g>( 4 , Co, ml 14 

^fT63T Q<9>nci«rn_ 
^ag>cO £l(j t _ 0 ^uSl^gj^, C*il 0 ib, 
s—6ty3Trrnsg^Cain? 

The Lord then came as a beautiful 
hoar, and in a trice lifted the Earth, — 
submerged in deep deluge waters,— 
°n his tusk teeth. Knowing this, would 
seekers seek any thing other than his 
feet? (5) 


CkM-glli) 2>_OT5Tri!b2,GUIT Co,osun>( 0 , ^ch 
cSh€3t^ ^euCgrr 
Sum ~ uii gjajn ojot, cna, ujrreueSI cun^lao, 

Cuaj0UC|«RIT0 

wc-i-ifc.CWsi, Cg,suno,OT Closjigi 

©OSSmTO,;*, jSo,^laj 

ft'iuQ ^irijRDo, cutruiejTcn QotGo, 

■Wi- 0 ,gllS>«>OT o>GraT 0 CiD? 

Afflicted by the Senerous king Bali, 
t e gods in hordes petitioned to the 
lord, who then came as an alrns- 
e Sg' n g manikin. Knowing these 
wondrous deeds, how will anyone 
not be a devotee of Kesava? (6) 


< 9 >S!raT 0 if,, Cl^ciflrgg^ih o»rTjjr>ffri o,6iraT633Tri>(0) 
cSlGiTt/jl ^rajGgn 

Ojcrn^t a_«sr ldsuit#, Gianni,o,c0 

connaonannCi-ujg)ia0 svn(igu) g,rrch 
gjemanL a oan U (ipi4 naan a_i_oiO<9,4OT70 
SL-3n& QdcOcvj, 
G>o,iuafoi0 dniig, ,g>criTClMm0l<i> Qs,4«jjt0 
2 - 1 6 B 1 Q^fiOTfDgjJ s> GU'.TTft^gjjCl/)? 

The fragrant garland-decked 
Markandeya prayed for life. The mat¬ 
haired Siva took him in and showed 
himself as example. The lord then 
took him unto himself. Contemplating 
this, will anyone seek a god other 
than Krishna? n\ 


Uogusu a_ 6 TOTiTii,<j(njft Glasusueji 3 >ot ^4 
^isjr^l aipuCgg 

CTciioncu @c vna, Gluhih a,euS)S>naj ueu 

Glatu 1 Slffnp 

^leocucO ^iiDffonga ©ffiuuiib ggeraflujsjr 

e, 

UUMU » airf) ^ Claws, 

^lj51jl«jClD? 

The Asura king Hiranya with the 
power of his penance afflicted 
the gods. The lord then came as a 
man-lion and showed his wonder. 

Knowing this, will knowers learn any 

other than the lord’s names? (8) 


• ^ <^i,«jCgn 

S> a| v> ajiub gjnjjgicug , 0 ^, 0 , ^4 

Q * e ' h •nvfimnjji Ctaargji 

, _ C<JFCr?63T6tPUJ 

!b ■'HD «W.£lll0 5,1_2>3, g,c(, njgnjjCT,^ 

The lord drove a chariot, destroyin] 
the hundred who cheated in dice 

securing victory for the good five, in. 

battle that the world spoke about 
buuhelord? IS ’ Wlllany0neSeek f Q ? 


«u na,ari a, ,^rfj) Uaj iy u>muojjr)<«) ^orpp 

/• . . „ ^kaiGu 11 

■ U "" 3 ® ^Cluir© 02,400,40 
~ .. ry>uO,j 40 iganeii 

ftl«*uu> Ca ,4 ^a, rgaAl® 

„ , , < t JyrTGlfleiiT&\jp& 

'*"*>& ****** C«u>**>* 

STGjrarcnjfl^ Cl^cTflGijrnCfp’? 

He removes and destroys by the root 
'he great miseries of Maya-birth, 
sickness, old age and death, then takes 
us all unto his good feet. Knowing this, 
will anyone with wisdom not be a 

devotee of the lord? ( 10 ) 
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OgjCTflGtjfbn^J g£gL| ,@C3TJ$ l£)s3m)6Un5>0 

^ciTua a^l Qtfiuttjib 
Cl5>6rflc^(T)fO 0,€JJT6OTT£T>63T5» C)5>63T (£j(TC)0$\_IT0 
£fl_CaiTUC3T GWcG 

O^jCtFI 61Jrr>rp c^uS) rjg>gx)6^ Ug)&|lb 

sucucurrrr ,^cuit 

Q5>CTfl6t|fbrD ilfbGn&ujiT u(t uj(ctj 

Qp £I|COft^£iJ CTtGctt. 

This decad of the lucid thousand songs 
by Kurugur Satakopan on Krishna, — 
who gives joy to those who stand and 
worship him, -- will bequeath clear 
thought to those who master it. (11) 

7.6 / Svapadesam : The Ninth 
Separation 

Pamaru \ Purvikalyani \ Misra Cbapu 

IJfT UJ(TCj QpGV<W(£)U> UGM—3>3} uri)urt3mjfT! £g! 

ufT U)(fTj £pericu(£)ii> u&u uirg, n! ffg! 

g)ITl£)C3175, 0,GiTOT63*ITrT! Gg! g,CjflGujC3T fljOjfl 

^4,snn! jg! 

gjmfiGnij* cn^ujn! tfg! a_63TCffnsJT cr*mk}j Oaitgu 

CarrcugjCsij? 

O Great lotus-navel that created the 
worlds! O Great lotus-feet that strode 
the Earth! O Lord of lotus eyes, 
protector of this forlorn self! O Lord of 
lotus hands, when will I join you? (1) 

ffT63T23jCT)0>n6u Carsuga 

ff>n<T3T(ipa63T Qsujuj 

rgleaT £\(p}Uun&0>Gr>$> ujncitT? jglcvjih, £n, <rrrf1 f 
ancu, cfil6T3T,£L_uSlfT 
6TC3TJ)J JgCDCfi fij'TUS (tp&CMIT, (lpiD©JLb , 

rf^«rrrn CTfbg>mij!£>! 
(«9)63Tn)i <£& {Qcnrj Gtnujagji 

Aff£$ ctii) 

Alas, when am I to join your red 
lotus feet, fittingly worshipped by 
Siva and Brahma? O Lord who stands as 
Earth, Fire, Water, Wind and 
Sky! O My Dancer-lord who protected 
the cows under a mount! (2) 


ftfTgig, cni> iDGncu 0 >cu 

iomf) g>sirGr>«3i; 

L4,4> gijginuj (Lpi^ujrruj! Ljeyjsar G&rTOTTSnir) 
<£lih Gsig,a«r>i_ujmi)! 

QjrTLUgjS, CT63T 2>rTOTT(y55)GdT! CUftjgjI CT€3T ^,(T 

a_uSllT $ ^CJTtlGU 

GJtbgH 1) ^tidj^luSWrruj 2 _OT 6 !r>C 5 T 

»)«5>CUuQuUJ«uGc!T? 

My Lord of cool Tulasi crown, my Lord 
of Konrai-blossom Siva, my four-faced 
Lord Brahma, Lord of praiseworthy 
names. Lifting a mountain, you stopped 
a hailstorm. If indeed you are my soul’s 
soul, pray where am I to meet you? (3) 

CTrh)(£)<j> 0)C<nCDuOuiLIGlJC3T fFjfTCTT CTL^CD 

qpcl|gu(2)U) <£Cuj; 

nL (2) 2_UJ<T (ip 6, dh GT3T lSI fj fT C3T lSI (JID 

Ou0UHT63T ^CUCIFT l£ | 
Q«JO> 5>^)rr CD 3) 

(tp^cun^Ogjiueuii <£; 
CldJ»rrri(£j c^evjri 2>6 ott ^til gjjtpnuj (ipitv 

ffTC3T^)Cini_ft C<ff,fT61JCoGc5T? 

O My Gopala, wearing a honey¬ 
dripping cool Tulasi wreath! You 
are the three fair worlds. The three¬ 
eyed Siva is you, the lord Brahma 
too is you. The thunderbolt-Indra 
and all the other gods are you. Where 
am I to meet you? (4) 

crgar gni gpi g, Ca>rTCNGv>C63r! cresi QurrcOG\jfT<5> 
2_63T^jent S—fbjSI lOCUfT 2_6U5ilb ^(CJDCXJ 

Qptiarrpiib urj<bg*i 

g_CgT g)| Cm 6 G&n$ Qciicncn^^i ^|5iiburTCvj 

2 —failGD(sUT 3, (ol<J>n 6931 iq | 

CTC3TgJ|«im ^|,fT a.uSIfJfTIT ^ilCGyiQ<5>fTCVJ 
eu(bgj) CTujgjjcuGr?? 

My Gopala, my uncut black-gem 
lord! The three worlds are spread 
in your lotus-navel. In the midst of your 
effulgent radiance, how is this 
soul to see and attain you? ( 5 ) 
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GUJbgd GTUjgjjinnju ^f^lGujffjr inGU(5) ^Gv»<5dM_rr 
O<!J(67}<3rt_|T0 CcTfT^dJjCTT I 

LDncyrjrf)^»d>,Lb C^itsu^jj Guncu 

t£Jfbg>rjGlDGU ClaiDUllGufT^l ^Lq CtT)0>, 

L£>nrru|, ^&3Vi,cumjj 

Qi5(6TjO.L_na Carrel g£1l_ 2_cy>rr) ctsst 

.< 90 id rr ri u cy< csnC tu! 

I know not how to see the lord with 
Lakshmi on his chest. He looks like a 
brilliant gem, spreading a flood of blue 
effulgence. His feet and hands, lips and 
eyes, chest and navel are like sparks of 
dazzling red blowing everywhere. (6) 

rreSr ^cjjionirusii ftsitiarxnn ctiOT io«nsuioa>en 
a«{Dsjr aeirenOT' 

dsnijijii) adn 5> iud a, assn ^la.ibuiTcu 

Qa,ncff»n_ rf,n65i(ipA<rj)C3T 
jQarj) at flu;£l«3iuj rQcuiij Xssji 0 mu9cu 
ppcjrrpj ff!<fl2>£i 
Osuaigj ijojsjr gjjjjjg, sSla,iin ( ^sifldnu/d. 

anCdratGsjrn? 

My lord with Lakshmi on his chest, is 
the lord with Parvati on his half, and 
the lord with Sarasvati on his face, and 
the lord of Indrani too. He lifted the 
Barth, burnt the three cities, subdued 
his senses and rules the world of the 
celestials. Alas, I do not see him! ( 7 ) 

Airsffffi uiftiurraj OiitisOTT 

ffjffluinuj, 8>(hR 

2>^56!r>cn ^cann)) <9 >l Jbjfljj 

iSl«vnh i |^>(^) 1 

iJfafl ^)LD I ICTTCmCTt^, 0 , 1 . ftUJ djln)®* UJlf®SI«a>luA 
Q\thn&nnj\ 6ldrT<a;Mh 
^CTT SL. U »a (/JjGOTfT) fT») i*h€TT GtfIJJgjI 
cSHi n«*!>ncsr» gjtt u.|ii.i 

Bike horses before a gargoyle, like foxes 
before a lion, the demons howled and 
left their haunts and went into hiding, 
when the Garuda-lord killed the lierce 
Mali and stacked bodies like a mountain. 
Ob, can we not see him too? (8) 


o.ncrnQiiiOftnCGun OrbicjsCio! 0,14uj 

cfilcjscnCui (^pujg^nQ 
<^ 4,6151 < 9 it)gu lSstTI QinirujiiiLSIcii tSwaAojcSr 
g)Co®or>ftg, <5,145,^ 
|J?GOT 01 £| ^GbcOT g,U>l 55 >Gfi, cfilrfl <g|T 
§)<MIbiaia, 

^,6wr01 Ojas r Gandhi i|Aa» ^mrjir 

^ G111 j) rfj) «r> otG , u 9 

Can we see him too, O Heart? He 
destroyed the demon clan of deathly 
might and wickedness, and gave the 
kingdom to the younger brother, then 
himself ruled like a lion among gods 
in abounding glory. (9) 

» u>4, <2> =">!> ui| i (ft*'®.?!' 
pr 'ID©J ®G»ub iSsinanOT ffpcirnjitiiju 

innuir’ia.Gcnt gujrfjifl 
tftt jT)rrp v 1 c.vj (-.Tu.nth Oa,rr<;7tnjj 

^h,u'i Q<sn 0 ii> Gnaoen a,i4ftpg)j, 
j^ybpcv iilA«,ircjr, Glurfluj ua^Gan^l 

4** cSiitlGai. 

He took birth in the cowherd-clan, did 
many wondrous deeds, killed Kamsa, 
befriended the Pandavas, and destroyed 
the armies. Full of patient goodness, he 
shall by his grace give us the precious 
ascent to Vaikunta. Hari! (10) 

l.|A0» ^M(tl & -(TT) r?H,lU, -‘SMCtlGOTICBT i gy, 

sL.aji.gt, 

aOi/hna OBcijcnicir zhdncftczr/h fia 

a\ G^m ifiar ClBireSran 
<fi)thth epn ,-"u ) u t ilrA,ej|6'' 'c..t> 4.j, 1 iA,ftju> 

ciicucuiui ^saantiB, 

Q,®itA(B 5 1 jcucorrareiiyi ®cuiflt,loiiisiici 

«SJC 3 >l^U iGfl. 

This decad of the exceedingly sweet 
thousand songs by Kurugur Satakopan 
on the discus lord who came as a lion 
and tore the bowels of the Asura, — 
those who master it will secure the whisk 
and service of fair damsels. (| n 
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7-7 / The Girl : On the lord’s 
beauty 

Elaiyar | Saramati | Rttpakam 

< T® r >yiuiii 2> usjtotiiU) 

<9*i.rT)fT)iiiGfl,nC6un? ^r^lCujcji! 
C?«U5 a,C53TC53TlSlljrTaT 
®0A*OT0>GnOa»(TCcun? < £^r5)Gul£^ , 
^rrijjcjnij 5,ncj3T iogsj n Guncu cujbgji 
G£,fT63TIT)]lb AGlTCTlf 1 ^; 
f s^^r:63')6i5Ti6n! (Turin O^ujG ifeCfff 
^HurjiTu^GujCCTT? 

^ re they two sentinels of death, conic 
to devour the souls of females, or are 
jY the beautiful eyes of the ocean-hued 
lord?, __ i i^ now not what they are. 
^11 around they appear, like day-fresh 
lot us flowers. Oh, See! O Sinful me! 
Sakhis! Ladies! What shall 1 do? ( 1 ) 

«U4iL 2>n<Tir£U(io 

fflOTffinaiT $& els ’ 71 

lt,n C0 JLujfl g,j ) uO>g>j0«n Sll6U®St l -'Ujn 1 

G/M'yjjjjCjbf'? ifilL«uitor! 

L ~ l S u -i Ck^icamGwwuJ ©_cff3Ti nc.jn 
sroigii 

‘‘"c-'iiui s,ioj sfilcnAAilsir gniii (0ni(#)ib 
ajireSlwC®. 

^ Ladies, what use punishing me with 
n ' J dges and abuse? Is it a tendril or stem 
of a grown Kalpa creeper?, 1 know not, 
~ the beautiful nose of the thief-loro 
? niers my soul, strongly like a radiant 
arri P hanging on a chain. 

s>m#s !ui ftJ d>Ww"‘ «»Cuidi 

Q 

^^Cvjco i j(SU6rr<9> 

gjiccrari ibC»l/haG6v?n? 

** CfePjypAku Cl rcrcO &*PU**' a** 0 *? 

Q^ncwr^i G ' JfTUJ 

,* criwmb 

.s.<A a 


Is it a beautiful berry fruit, — the sins 
of my wicked self?, — or is it a coral 
sprig of beauty, l know not. The radiant 
lips of my dark hued lord appear before 
me everywhere, sweetly to my soul.( 3 ) 


A'tfjr u. 9 n<fb( 5 } iS 7 <SJ 3 ipujnCinco cu 63 »tfnu 4 ib 
j&tinaffiT j$jcw 6nl»T)GlAncu? 

inOTCuflui S’fl lDa>C5T63T 0>0Ul-|0 <fl«3nCL'GWcbV 

LO <£) iSTJTGiJT 

chcir e_uSliT2> g>i*<sr>2) Ou0ii>rrc5T 

i j0miti> e 5Hfi«r>©iCu.i 

CTC roT CtoevKaiTciinuj ^w0^fiSTnr>cn 

CTirari r^j tr> fp GWrCff) * 

Is it the dark sugarcane bow of the 
blessed Madana, god of love dnccttd 
on sweet damsels? The eyebrows of my 
Krishna, the father of Madana, appear 
everywhere and kill me, alas! ( 3 ) 


njjnh i0diG.IT> iU(JgJ> CWm> ■** Ai " 
GcuffiaT ifildTgtiAGftncb ? 

,-jigD eieii 

y>g,4,ib0a>irCeuit? ^jfilGairai! 
anrrub ^jnsii OAO** 11 * ffTcnftl 

iJinjnb ^tflAldirfflCwdr, .wdtaxwdW 
ClOTA(g) 82 _IL)SU Jjh t.m 1 

it a flash of lightning, raking a fire 
at burns my soul? Or is it a beautiful 
ring of pearls, 1 know not The 
diant smile of my lord who lifted 
ie mount kills me. Alas, Ladies, 
enow not where to escape. 

0J«I $ I in et«mpuinA(0)ib ^^nn.i.^un 

Viin 

&&, .b? cTeitiiji ina,!U * . 0 

«fi| L u ..mini diaranuiw*' 

(germ cuA 

.Adili -v v . , 
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Gujbgji cnijgjLDrm)) <§ij51Cujot ID6U0 

2>fiT)JJ)UU, 

^l50^rL_IT5 G« 3 f 7 ^ 1 <sdr y,5)giJ 6£>0 

LDrTc^jflftaLD Gcjncugjj Gurr go 
t^f^rjCLOGu QaibuiLGun^ ^iq. a_rp^£| «n<5>, 
LDnrri—j, <JWTiJT,cunuj 

Q- 3 (CT)oti_ it^ G<srr$ cfil l_ a_ccD]T) ctqt 

$ (5 U) n ri u gtj qt G uj ! 

I know not how to see the lord with 
Lakshmi on his chest. He looks like a 
brilliant gem, spreading a flood of blue 
effulgence. His feet and hands, lips and 
eyes, chest and navel are like sparks of 
dazzling red blowing everywhere. (6) 

eicai ^l^mirrrusjT aejranOT ctot ujcneoioa.sn 

fT)&JT fej>(S 1 T 

CTOTTpLi) ctsjt r^niD^^DGa ^^ihuncu 

Q < 5 >nCTOTi_ (Tj fT G 3 T (y) &, CJ) GUT 
f 9 G 3 Tr^ < 9 <£li i^I^IDuj Sleuth -£<Sn}T0 CTuSIgO 
(n.pG 3 T(T}J CTlflg,g, 
ClQjC 3 T^j LjG\JG 5 T gjJ|J(T> 5 > GiSWlDi j ^GrflGiTrUJ^, 
Oj n G 63 iST G GUT fT ? 

My lord with Lakshmi on his chest, is 
the lord with Parvati on his half, and 
the lord with Sarasvati on his face, and 
the lord of Indrani too. He lifted the 
Earth, burnt the three cities, subdued 
his senses and rules the world of the 
celestials. Alas, I do not see him! (7) 

* 2 H,Grfleinu.j< 5 i 5 >fT<ariji ufflujmu <5116 o >rreffsr 

5 >ifliuitiij, < 5 tga, 3 ,iT 

afliraicn < 5 HGiin}i Jjicurisnffi a,u 

i 9 smi> i_|&0 sjsrfluu 

tSad ,5110 Lichesicna, &c.niij ctjlrQcu umoSleffiuj* 
QansitT^j L f ilcar£irj|in 

<%<* a-uiri 0 rairr>ftiaietr Qau'jg,, 

<SM! na,g,ncniaTu|Lb a.frran0 l i,Q o ,„G cun 'p 

Like horses before a gargoyle, like foxes 
before a lion, the demons howled and 
left their haunts and went into hiding, 
when the Garuda-lord killed the fierce 
Mali and stacked bodies like a mountain. 
Oh, can we not see him too? /St 


^>nOTn(^luDQftrrGGun QfFjiCTj^Gio! <£f>iq.uj 

GfjlGjnGsrCuj (Mpius^iib 

C=H,COTT <£lfT)Gu l^GTfl Q LD fTlJJ li)l9 GST ^rftfxSbGST 

iSgTOI^IlD r§H G1J(j37 2jLDlS1<fj»G& tfilffl jjbfT 
@Gunii<Kr!5> 

^gsjtQ) 2 >G 3 T Ct?rT$ cSHLDfjn- 

^ ffl G uj fp r$ gt> GJiG u-i ? 

Can we see him too, O Heart? He 
destroyed the demon clan of deathly 
might and wickedness, and gave the 
kingdom to the younger brother, then 
himself ruled like a lion among gods 
in abounding glory. ( 9 ) 

sJBSi ^I 0 ii) eff>cu 0 ji; 5 )g,cing, e &K 0 i©e ) 
jbinAg) ^t,ujiT 0 S v&tgi 1 
n: k>GJ L9sir«j)cit SjSSOTrrjmiju M*C?) 

id run njj&C cn 

JH1DJ -©ujgo <%(gVG& nGjrtry gg<syff&(5? 

Q*n0ib Clemen tfjiqS?#* 3 ’ 
e^ybjD®0 l£l.&AltC3r, Qu^Iuj 

L|A0> 

He took birth in the cowherd-clan, did 
many wondrous deeds, killed Kamsa, 
befriended the Pandavas, and destroyed 
the armies. Full of patient goodness, he 
shall by his grace give us the precio 1 ' 5 
ascent to Vaikunta. Hari! ( l0 > 

^-(5 j^iu, ^isu«nn«iT a-'-®-’ 

&&>o>ij 6 Qacunisir gesTenixT ih gQ* 1 

si Gs>iTu«ii Qsn ^^ 51 
iflas, gin ^,u9o2>gjcii §)anai 

cuajcumi ,51 e ‘ >en ^,fi 
Qs,rrs.fS) i reucumnrarf, } l ^lerwjgajj 

sjcmiguiO 

This decad of the exceedingly 
thousand songs by Kurugur Satakop* ^ 
on the discus lord who came as a 1 ^ 
and tore the bowels of the As uri1 ’ j, 
those who master it wiU secure the ^ 
and service of fair damsels. 
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7.7 / The Girl : On the lord’s 
beauty 

Elaiyar | Saramati \ Rupakam 

cjantpujii 2_«53T@!]ii> JgemOTft 

* s - L iT)juiiQftnC«ur T ? < ^s5 ! Gujci 1 ! 
5>6ff3TS33Ti5l p(TC3T 

^yi,a.a.iOTff.«iiCl«.nGcun? 

(ft,LpO)Ui ff,rriDcy>(I n,nerin iDGon Cuncu cu^gj) 
G^irOTpib aarafieir; 

Camflujnancn! ^ssrsn^r.! ^ OftibCftOT 

<ftj| liJ {I fT ll tq-C U.J G C7T ? 

Are they two sentinels of death, come 
to devour the souls of females, or are 
they the beautiful eyes of the ocean-hued 
lord?, — I know not what they are. 
All around they appear, like day-fresh 
lotus flowers. Oh, See! O Sinful me! 
Sakhis! L.adies! What shall I do? ( 1 ) 

< 9 * 2)1 st*™™**'- 
sTssranssr §n t&cSt&ga eTl35r 1 
u>nC® a_u jit aidicSlCujr? 

Q*n^5,Ga,iT? a)^ IC ‘ uraI - 
fT-L.^tu ClaiafeiGl®^ 

um^ui a.* «8««*** J?*®* 

6ii rrcol LuCs^j. 

O Ladies, what use punishing me with 
nudges and abuse? Is it a tendril or stem 
of a grown Kalpa creeper?, I know no 

-the beautiful nose of the thieWord 

enters my soul, strongly like a radiant 
lamp hanging on a chain. 

tijnnSlujgd 9 * ‘ 9 ^«num_ K>Cu f 

Gareth u«u«n* 

MW u)Gl*nCcu(r? 

Sco Q^upfi* Cunw 

OgnOTiwnL-Cumu 

njguih ^IcnaiustT fftwsomfa a>p& ( *7’ rt ® r f l | D 
si63T ,@* a_uSln*C*. 


Is it a beautiful berry fruit, — the sins 
of my wicked self?, - or is it a coral 
sprig of beauty, I know not. The radiant 
lips of my dark hued lord appear e ore 
me everywhere, sweetly to my soul.( 3 ) 

fflo, a.uSWta® euensnu4 ^ 

gjanan igco sSlrbClfferrcu . 

todrfui * «»** •&»* 

^iSAjj *«»» «*"•" Clu © ,D 7 

M (5,nni) ^icooiGiu 

sxd, a_ifiln Cuxwataimii 

6T63T^JLb rgl63TkpJD* 

Is it the dark sugarcane bow of the 
blessed Madana, god of love direc 

on sweet damsels? The eyebrows of my 

Krishna, the father of Madana, appea 

everywhere and kill me, alas! W 

< 9 *G® fr-VS* %* 

«*»* »®** *“* 

** crcna.0 a_u.i6U ®‘- Cu ’- 

Is it a flash of lightning, raking a fire 

LburnsmysouflOrisitabeautih, 

string of pearls, I know not. The 

Siam .mile of my lord «ho >£d 

the mount kills me. Alas, Lad"! - 
I know not where to escape. 1 

cmirfli A? “f. 1 * ■ 9 

•kCmpA®^ 3,cfln^*na> 

rfluu L.ntbM £©* 

g,sraTi-wa angjftt.cn 

mi*# *•** f 


557 























THE sacred book / Divya Prabandham 


Are they sprigs dangling with 
Makara fish?, — that make damsels 
and Asuras fear and ask, “Where?”, — 
O Ladies, See! The ornamented ears 
of the lord who sleeps on a hooded snake 
kill me relentlessly. (6) 

aafiyaTiSlgaTacrr ^GjrcnsjTujiTftn'ciT! CTGffTp 
GvGnth ^jSIChjot! 

SjrrciT LDOTTCpj Qojgtjt ^fjli^iAsii Qafrcu? 

S>u j Jbamiaiilg, ^sncuQarrcu? 
Gacna LDOTgpj rT,crcu Ggirsn Qu0u>TC3t 

gjCjr ^)0 paGsu 
GAITCTTlflCTTGjfl QAfTtq.Gu.JGjT 

a_uSln Cl&mrit gjarupgiGg,. 

Ladies, I know not how to show you 
this, but see! Is it the waxing crescent 
moon?Alas, is there no poison 
for lovers? The forehead of my lord 
with four arms afflicts my soul and 
kills me relentlessly. (7) 

Ga>n6ir gcnyig, smDonrrujii), OaiTiquiib, 

UG 1 JCTT(Lpli) , cfilGUgillb 

Gatrsir ^eriLpi, jjott cip2>a><ipLb 

(6F)GlfllT CllUG 3 T lSlCiD^)U4lI) 
CftfTGTT ^CiD^UjfT 2_62TM lU Q^rT^lX) 

C^rr^lcniLll li> Q«,fT€U? (TiTtJT OTtfT GST 
C&rrcn ,@€T)ip curiGrr (Lp^iurriuSs G<5>rriq.Gtu®fT 
a_uS1lT Q&rT6TT<£Q6iTfDG^. 

The beautiful face of Krishna has 
taken my soul! His lotus eyes, tendril 
nose, coral lips, bow-like eyebrows, 
pearly teeth, ornamented ears and 
crescent-marked forehead stand like 
a radiant orb of brilliance. (8) 

'.laudr^lciin) Cancit g;0an«TTa 

GlSiOUliih <Sr(rTj 6 Tf )637 

a_GnQ< 9 jns 55 ri j^cu n^flco g>ffmpO<9.rTCu? 

^HGSTfrjj; LDfTOJCST (t9)ipGO 
Ginn gjjjprriu cfilcng r*>nrr) 
GTCTT s>. uS 1 c 3 MJ 5 > 

^€TT^IdrTn)Ojrrgy ^Mf^uSa c 2ne3T«D®mf>rc! 

ffi>y>n)fT r£liT)rf)lGrj. 


Are they radiant sunrays that have 
soaked up the darkness of night? 
No, they are the dark radiant tresses 
of the lord, fragrant with fresh Tulasi 
blossoms, taking in my soul. Alas! 
You do not understand this. Ladies, 
and you abuse me. ( 9 ) 

jSihif? (Jp2>JDa>g)JCT srrarp Ogiflffjg, gttaujit 

, GTC5T63163T J^IT 

aibrSliuto (gjjpsgtui) «t!Qj£Iit; alAitG an$ 
icsrafl rglnjii) <3t,uJ, 

CiPBB Qpci|Cu0ii al.it ^i^aGa 

sjibfryGnuj QairaraTugi a_CTTGmi>; ^OTcncinFiT! 

TT,G7T<9 GT63T pfUIAL-CA? 

Ladies, you stand around me with 
rough hands and abuse me for standing 
in the porch. My heart is set on the 
gem-hued lord whose radiance is 
spread everywhere; w'hat do you 
want of me? (10) 

AL.0 tSlJlDCST, 

CTCTTp @SIHT*0U> 

AL_(£) ^TlfllU AffiTST633TC3TG!TTA (A,00tfLtT5 

®i_GairusiT GIaitss'®!’ 

2_L-(£) 2_OTTI_ ^j,uSlrja,gil^ ^§Joneuuju> 

ogsgjno ^lJsC)«v n ' ,, 

2_il(A) s_einL- eurr63TcuGgfT0 i earmu 
CTsarpib icrriunGc- 

This decad of the powerful thousand 
songs by Kurugur Satakopf 10 
on Krishna who is hard to see i° r 
even the celestials, — those who 
master it will secure the world ot th e 
celestials forever. (1^' 

7.8 / Svapadesam ; Speaking 
to the lord 

Maya \ Sri \ Rupakam 

LDfTum! sumDanCsn 1 ingytAjcbfT! P, ■5T(2> srrrt '! J 
$, <=*,<*! £|T cSUlij. I0CUS3T ^uu. sfilAiou <K> UJ 

AfTGU . 

ftmu^yu s,rh,ens> ^ii, idaagtt ir>P& 

^i,uj (_tp!DEUW ^ 

$ <$^tu jS f&sjTnjojcrp Jjpjcnsv ere^ 1 ^ , 
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O Wondrous Lord!, Vamana., 
Madhusudana! Tell me. You stand as 
Earth, Fire, Water, Sky and wind, 
then as Mother, Father, children 
and relatives, as all else, and as you, tv at 
do these mean? ' 

ftCTT LDGUIT^) ^>6TJT 

^0tfrmuj | 

(CTjmfitjJJU) GlatLgvb ugu 

^ ^XJ, $©«" 

Cluiriii/o, Gtjinfil icsnvp 3^’ M 31 !# 1 ' 

ujp » 

CWmb acrar Onni> ^jb<D(‘P lb «|° ®T" 

Beautiful Tulasi-wreathed Lord, 
Achvuta! Pray tell me: YouaretheMoon 
the Sun, the stars, darkness^ 
thundering rain. Great tame blame, 
and the sinister-eyed god o ea 
also you; what wonders are these?(2) 

CS.A &<£>* 

CT * aonsr 

©sa, e><*. ui 

cflaaaa&rw 'S'P!# £ 

Beautiful discus Lord! Deft Charioteer! 

.Of “‘"LTm £ 

a 8 e,.- ,„dmovmg«h 
countless myriad obj j as 

or not, — wondrously > ou 

these, what mischiefs are these. 

QG,,OTOTff ® La> 


Honey-dripping-lotus-eyed-lord. Pray 

give me an answer. You lie in the deep 
ocean on a hooded snake, and will 
these many things, being and non-being, 
permament and impermanent. VC hat 
designs are these? t J 

U "^ S,CT $ 

aaTaia> u,5> <£> ft ' 3> t» s1T - 

Fragrant-Tulasi-blossom-lord! Pray 

tell me. You rid me of my desir 
and took me as your own; body, br a , 
birth and death are you. The many 
wondrous acts are yours, sv hat 
deceptions are these. 

sumn^rC^ U>0 

lDlU ** ^rpi am©*"™- 

■ • lU w,, Catbpcipe 1 ■ %a,a 

^ixjnun^!, ^ft^.seiiooi^a, 

sfilaiuL, ^yu, utusir .Slaiguio $ 

. ^ ig flcjtjDsanBi ®« nOJ „ , 

S^*® S’ - p^ftCar! 

O Deceiving Manikin! Pray tell me, 

use and wastefulness are you, 

travails are these? 

*— o * i ' 

ni h tolauJ ftninis/ae" ^ 

^ " jglBT-W d&w B>® 1L ■*>' u 

• ^ CWiftl •@ cn<a ' 

gjujiliv “ * aciiTL nuiw*0cn. 
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O Hardships! My Krishna, Lord with a 
tall crown! Tell me. The afflicting pride, 
insolence and love, the afflicting desires, 
the heavy, the still, the moving, — 
you made these and caused me grief, — 
what games are these? (7) 

CTCJT63T <9r6*fjT|_rTujr£jS>GTTrTG0 f£lc3Tf^L.L Htu9 
CTceTcnOTT gigrjTc ajm ! 

^OTTGirrgjJ Gp>IT 2 jC 3T6T)IDCDUJ CTCTTn^J a_63TCT)63T 

ujrr«j<TA0Lb Gg>fr)fT)rflG7>uj; 
(LpOTCufluj (\pGLjCVj0ib <^©D6)J ^tU, 

c^eurbcnjDu uGDL-gbgjj 
2_€TTCTrrruj! nn)2>0)rTiu ^©r>GU 

ST<J5T63T ( (gujri}«n«£fe l S,GcTT! 

O My Krishna ruling me! What mischief 
you are filled with! You make it hard for 
anyone to see you and speak 
of you as this or that. Then you made 
the three worlds, and became them. 
You are within me, and without. What 
ways are these? (8) 

CTCTTGTT ^UJ/T)GT><3,<£fcSnrTCU 6TPdjr*jjGcTT 

r9<SOTr5liLi_rroj? gtgtt a>COTT6rorrT! 
gjOTTgj ^g^gctrjub (jpgjGurrs, crcucun 

2_^lUl_)fh 

s_G3T^j j, «£»srfl afilfpj, €p>oS), fFjnii)rr)d), 

(ipfbpib jSGuj; 

S?_G3TC1DOTT 2_GS3Trj6Hff))cO, 2_GVUl_| ^CUGiDGVJ 
g*J GjOpjtf, 8, rbJ <5> G STT. 

O My Krishna! You are the hands and 
feet and all the limbs, taste and form 
and touch; sound and smell too are you. 
Begin to think, there is no end to 
your subtle nature. What do these 
mean? How do you stand? (9) 

^GU67>coi|))|gjpj40>0>rhja)CcTT iSlrfJIgji 

(ncjrrgyib cueffUTcroub 

OdkfTGuClDGD fb«U g^fl©Slci» QiMTCTTGST 2_(gjG^lb, 

«^06L|lb j£GlU 

^IGuoS'g, gptpnuj cSMCurbj^cu iDimu! 

ffTG5T c^O^^Gg^I 
GUCUCUg^ 6p)IT 6iJ€ff3TOTtfub Qo rT63T©nncb, ^gjjG«j 
a_©JT<5»(^j ^M,lb CU©RJT6!5iJlGm. 


You are the form and the formless 
spoken of in the Vedas, the subtle 
inseparable from the gross reality- 
O My Achyuta with a Tulasi garlanc 
over your chest! Whatever one att ributes 
to you, that you are indeed! 0“) 

^H,LD GIJ©j3TG3oTlb Gp*G3T^J &GS1Q1 

c =>4 

Qj6OTT©ysT^>5)frGu iri av G^f 11 -” 557 

——cnr> 

«5H,lb GlJGT3TcT3irT 6^)6T3T gjiflipACTT 

^uSlg^giJGTT u5>g>i^ 

^V,li GjJCrjTGJCT^jgjfTGU 2_©niJUJl JfTIT 

^€smDg)g)fnT,g)iD«j,(£j GTfeir€«ng;^»(5)^ LD, 

This decad of the thousand radiant 
songs by Kurugur Satakopan on the lor 
who cannot be described as this or that, 
— those who master it will become 
devotees of Hari. (!*' 

7.9 / Svapadesam: The Tenth 
Union 

Enraikkum \ Behag \ Adi 

£T6CTGff>n)0>(£)ib 6TG3TGDG3T S> 

CufT^^ 

e^GSTGjyrrjA^^crCfTl^) ©TOTT6T>Cin£) 

€T63TGJTrTGU 

@€51 5>ibl^> urtu^uj rr^GDGST ^^^luJfTuJ 
f0€3NT) CTOTT G^rr^GiDlU, STOTT Q^fTCUG^ 

rglrrjuC^* * 

Oh, How shall I sing of my radiant fi rst 
cause lord? Day by day he makes n u 
rise higher and higher. Each day ^ 
makes me his own, and sings throng 
me his praise in Tamil verse. 

eisjt Ostcug^I fflipuar? stot 
@<*EU 

GTG3T Q^lTGVJGVJfTCU LUfTOTT OtffTOTTOTT ^ 

GTG 3 UQ && 1 

5iGjT G^rTGocorreu &,ncs\ g>OTT©r>GTr0> 

lOfTU iGF ^ 

G^‘ 

(ipGST QsrT«0|yiih (npciK^cufTib 
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Today he has rendered my sweet 
soul countworthy. Making it appear 
like I was singing with words mine, 
he with words his, has sung his praise, 
what a wonder! w' 


<Syi> (ipacucusjr tT “ T 

S" tysgjCo I £>«> ■@ riT aG ® 

an ypfttu Uj&ibfr*®® 0 ntiT ^drenars 

QsfTOTOT CT63T 

(ipg,«L aioucnor ctotju LDipijuCcsm? 

He entered my speech and made me 
acknowledge him. He sings his own 
songs of praise through the words ot 
pure-hearted devotees. How can I foi get 
the first-cause lord in my speech? (3) 


■StUUOOrai GTGFCQl IDJDUU63T? <31,^^111 
2>0M2>cu gJsW? g><jwjia> fi’’"® 1 ^atrcooSl, 
££>u I.S1 g\j n&> £, d? ot> otC uj gt> cot 

o lij UJ 0 

OaOuCui Qaiugi • 

Can I forget my father who, through 
my songs, has sung his own praise? 
He liberates me from beginningless 
Karma, and roams about ensuring 
my well-being. ^ 

ftOT®CWa=>T® «9£>2>«x it’ 60 

^2>nui_ loiTcji Qemwgyjii £>" a " D 

gjcuirouDuSlw 

° l ’ s t| @oua sisarnsOTra! >rtaie3 T ' t <w 

‘~ m 'i u5cl( a>d? uirQu* odiDCr. 

hie made me his, and through me, sang 
s *eet songs that the worlds praise. 
1 only uttered empty words, w u »■ 
he filled them with meaning. 1- 


®* &s£l unQib 0171D 

a* ad*«..-j ua0 s6lu "' g>) 

«j(bg„ crdigJiL 6SI 

* & a, 65it5i«> T 

*“* *«fil unQuj er* «*>«i<2>Sh* 


My lord of Vaikunta has preferred 
to blend with me and sing his praise. 
He did not choose worthy poets of 
great words and merit for this. (6) 

cnai(gi5>5> ib"S>«» ^ sv&jcflairar 

iDffiujbgil &\{D& 

GWuj §>d ten®! «r<* 

crOTOTneu 0 ,ototot 

anoi&ibS’ 1 *' ^>*0 M*iP ^ 

Qadj gjibgid’^sstcncKT, siij> j>hot il 

^ITwLlGOTrT? 

When shall I know to my fill the lord 
w ho destroyed my Karmas? He made 
me his and through my words has 
sung his own songs on Vaikunta. (7) 

^ayrcuCffism? ^ijf) mb iSljinai L|5>ij> 

um t, cfilwar, $ir (LpBJjnb s>cujjgji u 0 < 0 g!jib 

^^OJIT CTCSTGDGina, a>G3T63nT0jiCl - 

GT CTT uUT rT GU CUT CD GiJT 
^(iQufD ®651 G,&rTOTOT $rr>4>g>l'^G<5>. 

The lord of discus made me his, gave me 
excellence, and sang his sweet songs. 
Even if 1 mix and drink the whole Earth, 
will it quench my thirst for singing? (8) 


£lpd)§}l&'{&) STkij g>juqij6i4 $0i£iTGS1dT $rr 
ct^Iit Ancuib ^rrojCoSTn? 

l0f[)UU| (J^^V n (731G3TOTgj gjOTCTTfT^jifjl 

GTOTOT1TGU <3jOTOTOT 
g rpu UCU jgOT 5 >g 61 CUfTOTOT 2_2)Gfi1^jGeh. 

Even if I drink through past and 
future, will that quench my thirst 
for singing his glory? He favoured 
me by making this mindless me his, 
and with my tongue he sang his 
moving songs. ( 9 1 


4i>a.iisu>n©J swai s- e TsiT ‘ aI - fT> 2> ) 

C 1 OT 5 TOT>^«SVl, 

^aicnii u>ib0i s>o<^; _ 

ctototogO <3>otot»otu 

ug ^lai «■«» o««KU diuu®)*® 

^tuifa a'~ 4T,su 

a 1 ' 11 ’*. 
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What can I give in return for his favour 
of singing with my tongue?, I wonder! 
The songs in his praise are so moving, 
there is nothing of equal merit in 
this or another world. ( 10 ) 

tgiiigjib ansi($ib $l(5,inn«u 

^fb.rajGrai cucSn ^g^na s L C«,ni,» 

grsumCcir CWrrrarsiT @u 

. r. _ cifljgiith 

CTOnilUraT glsinju, uuni.g.CcD. 

This decad of the thousand songs 
by Kurugur Satakopan who saw the 
lord in every place here and there, gives 

joy, whichever way it is sung. ( 11 ) 


7.10 / Svapadesam : On 
Tiruvaranvilai 

Inbam \ Jonpiirt \ Ekam 

gjcjruiii uujAa, CTipco incur! inrTg^yb angpib, 
£§)sii cjyj si_sviar>o, 
i® 8 " 1 ,L “ 1 ‘“lAa,, a_i or 

^l,CTT^l63TfT> errhlftcn iSIrjITegT 
i^sj annirij^, a-tmnxtlOTm,^esaflQL ,nj£l«j 
|g,gi iStrijcsviTnjsjrsffcinOT 
^Gim^rbp , «JtU(g,Qflu Ja) snaU^,;, 

gjncbftia^ib ^(ajibClanCcuit? 

When will the day be when I 
ambulate with folded hands, the lord 
who dearly resides in Tiruvaranvilai 
amid groves with lotus-dame 
Lakshmi on his chest? He is our lord 
who rules us sweetly, spreading 
happiness over the seven worlds. (1) 


gou nb g)i i b 

(iprr)fTjCt|ih ir-n ^ C u , 
iM/h r£li/>l iTfTjff) r^uln icaT 

r^mnrbgi) 2 . 

iDfT^lfj Ifilti nii-^GTT 

<fjl(rTjGiirTrr)6in^'fj)<Tir>6n 

■Jj" <9>'b^i cuCu^ynlau'jj^i 

ftn^Cal^rTip^. &>, (i,lii)^l«»nC6iin9 


He came as a manikin and grew talk 
dispelling doubts he grew and measured 
the Earth with his two feet. He resides 
in Tiruvaranvilai, where pennonet 
mansions touch the sky. When 
will I worship him with fresh water am- 


folded hands? 


( 2 ) 


(^LbCtarTcu? gncugiCyiiQ 

lD gxl(g,£)«riCTT<9i GdJ>fTGTTrflciniH 
^,(^10 urr)CT^<nji£)Gfi«3*i, Gn5>d2> f K!i»$ l1 

^cuott £> ^r>rpiqii> 
ufr^lLbClu^ib t_|«»Mp ffjrTOTTiDC^fD, 

<9i>©i ^ibjaub u63iG>fl<nnfr suny 1 
Gluni^lcO <£i(ftj6if(TfD63rcblcncn 

suirtusnajibOansO? ^lsagy^ u ’ - 
Oh, when will I worship him instead 
of seeing him ride away on his Garuda- 
He is Govinda, I 
Narahari, residing in 

— surrounded by gai_ 

for the four Vedas, the five sacrifiee s 
and the six Angas. P) 

cuniuA^ibOAncb? r£l/j/i^|U) ciuCli intil^ 10 

LDffiSTgj^y 

wcij0 ^lsr>csia,auClLij) 

suraifl>(ajib |ib Ou(itjib t,l3j>Cn;E>£y' LD 

aiiusu (*,jp 

oj'Tu'jd,(»jib Qu(j,ib u.|aiy) npo.|cu0 rrYf< ’^ 
aiLiogjcnou »9 <t)J£>SE> 
ajtrujAfajib losretl rfjtrrxi, .£F>6ffijTCTJn^tI fr( ’® 1 ^ 0 ' 

tocua ^inuG, ingji^Gctr. 

Will I ever contemplate without end 
from here the lotus-feet of lln j 
beautiful Krishna? The glorious lord 
of the worlds was born in Mathura- 
He resides in Tiruvaranvilai afl 1 ! 
sugarcane and paddy. (*' 


ladhusudan^ 
Tiruvaranvil‘ l *j 
dens. — fam c ’ L 


r.ajn ^iq i a., ( o )g J ^a 0 & 


' l6un ■*"<> ujnii ttpra" i a^njofluj. ,mbi AS*** 

gHUUQrr '3# 10(T^jgjj 2L tipmU4<T' 


(3 31 


ocurflofT ijjojafi iDfti nii^GTi 

^,l < n ) G)jnfr)OTT^l6iT'Gti 






rr-ubCincv 




ffiejtnjnb it,io')cvn 
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of W con . lem plarion and worship 
l ^ feet forever, if we sing his 

va Ur *k 6SS P ra ‘ se ’ our K- armas will all 
■>nish. He resides in Tiruvaranvilai 

ihef mansions and tal1 walls, — 
( tr iend of many great devotees 
°‘ y°re. 7 6 ( 5 ) 

ypnjJDOiii) 

^ ^€37; £2_err^f]^ Clg>f7(l§l£)«37 Q^fTCTimefl! 

Ibr^j ^ ^ LD,=r GaJG37n}] 2_(^UL9GT3fl 

^gjt c ^® :ra ^ ClfbQii G^fTch 

tDjVU CTuGljnsjjti) 6TC3T OrTj^aiD g*J$ULJ 
^ . 22_ffnG<STT lS)an<T31 

^)^TjG>jfTfT)C3Td51cn«.'TT cnC3TgJ)l£) 
ficTT n^OilJ li) ^gjjGcb. 

his\° lees ' ^ we contem pl ate 

He ran ? e ’ our Karmas will vanish. 
L, ls within me at all times, praised 
^'o ^ earl - He th en fought and 
H e n . l ^ es to wed his Rukmini. 
cit le r s ‘ dcs m Tiruvaranvilai, the 
y °f great fame. (6) 


t^guGcu; LDCU(T5G<9n6in6U«9j(STT 
(^)ffu rTfH CTTsfil 6TT) GtT 
s> CiDfridPcaTlT) i9fTfT63T Qf^^lDfTCU 
^ Jrr ^inn < * C ®* T ® raT ® T » efilOT3J76337GU17 C<D>f7637 
6> Afi337l9 a f7 637637A 

«l)rr Gci/lb Gu«7f7A6TT CUuJjfjJ, 

T W7gjt G^n«n g,j 633^3) 0>f7637 0<J6337 

►v,, <^«37l/)l iDfhfpj 6£>637fT}J ^6uGlO. 

4 ne r ; t f ’ .. . 

s Ur r ll y °* Tiruvaranvilai is 

th er ° Unc J e ^ by gardens. He resides 
In ij^ as ^ r * s hna, lord ol the celestials. 
^ v e ,^ 1 ° re he entered Bana’s fortress, 
th e A hlle Siva fled, — and cut asunder 
°Urr. ? Uras thousand arms; he is 

ur only refuge. (7) 

r,fn {Dl f£ > ®vT<Tjj ^cv>ih 4>l(an an<lv«S3i 

^(OjUS lo)L.»»TtT»tfT* 1 5,uSl(^<W' T ^ 

)3i637 

Cl,^ 'T'ihtska. n ^i7A5> i9 <7*631 

^ 2L CTtip^GTTO 1 

l °'' ,rr $6v> .A,ip 


' Q -’(C7)'o I ^U_) u ] 6 c J(j3TiT)|C(Of7 .' ) 4><rfl167063 
€ ’ l6n 3>4ji63i flnncij ^Gbc^Ocu 


I he tusker standing in deep waters 
lifted his trunk and wailed, “O 
Krishna, I have no refuge, other than 
you!” The lord ended his misery then; 
he li ves in Tiruvaranvilai. If we go 
around him in worship, our Karmas 
will all vanish. (8) 

$$6lGr>637 a-CrTGrtgj^lGTT <9rn76t| ^CUCU 
Clg>crf! 67fT) Cyi fr>fnf7GU 

(7,fT(siilg)j677^10 2_GnGTT^j^jfa'rHGr^Lf> c^cntDfb^) 
O^ai^c^^jCTT^iX) r^cfilcairpj 

ajrTGll^TjLD ClJfbj^j 6lJC3Tm^^£jii) Qi |fT(^lc{j 
^)(r»)Gijr7fr)fc'3T«?fil(Mn6n ^^t^57 

Gmcfil «u go( cVjQ &uj 

0 *\ (►jllbClAaCO? 6T£3T gf)l Lb OG37 .‘flfT.^FjC^gJlGu.l. 

Even if my Karmas Vimish and I ascend 
Heaven, my thoughts will still be, 
“When will I praise and worship him?”. 
With proper deeds and proper heart 
and proper words alone, O When will 
I go around Tiruvaranvilai! (9) 

<£l|i)6F>g> ujjbQrn'T&‘»T!^637 $'D5>a>5 J j c^cocoff*?) 

g>G3TOT7lD G^iCVJ l9gi7OTT ^[51 U_| LD 1 
^lj»6'ir>fl)u9c37r7C\J G^LUCU 5»fT«1 

id( 7uifbj<9idr 6^>C37jpiii> ^cOcncu 
^lfT,tJ>fl)ljSlcDTTGU QanCU66lQTTTCu f QaU-JffiDdJjuSlOTmGX) 
j^)«Og»G^}6)J<7 QJ633irhJ(£h,lb 

^)(n)6lJfT0)6yr<sfn€<nCn 2> 6tDJD 
^fbfT) lS) oinGciJT. 

1 have resigned myself to the lord who 
lives in Tiruvaranvilai, where devotees 
worship him through thought, word 
and deed. The lord Tevarpiran knows 
my heart to the core. He knows that I 
nurture no secret desires. (10) 

c^iforoiblfe-jr. iDi^rpi flfUOTt i£)su«ir>G\ i 
tD63TfQ| Cl^yjTGiJ^l. ^n57<!bfaJ)jAG^» 

&n&,£h n 

flt C#>ni iCTi 

^i7^,5,nijA6D .^aSlo^^bi^ i 

GijGuc\jnn5><j'«nc.T7flh C^Giin ^ithvu dKov 
^(t4>5>^j<!»>Gcii fa-»ejTa)i ^ Q>iit i in 

Alb CA6blu-)f7AC<ffc. 
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This decad of the holy thousand 
songs by Kurugur Satakopan of saintly 
heart, on dedicating himself to the holy 
one’s feet, — those who master it will 
secure the worship of the celestials 
and their spouses. (11) 

8.1 / Svapadesam : Speaking to the 
lord 

Tevimar | Mayamalavagoula | Adi 

Cgt<sfillDfT!T g^Gunn ip0U)&6TT f ; 

STsn lOjbQJI tjHiorjii 
Cinsfluj b Qpeirrr)] 

GsuSTCT 0 GojCnT0 £_0GUlb j£lcSt 2_0Cmh 
unc£lGuj«3T jiisjicnssr s,id«u& 

SiCrilTGTIITgjI U6U6TI Gvmij idstcHGuj! 

^sfilGuu! ^i(ipGa! ^g-dgu SjL-Co fhd, <r>i_jB 2 > 

t^UuCc3T! g>fT OTff)H DfT<T)l ^(^CTTfTUJ. 

Your spouses Sri and Bhu command, 
and all the celestials serve; the blessed 
three worlds are your domain, the 
forms you will are yours. O Gem-lord 
with lotus eyes and coral lips that 
haunt me! O My soul’s ambrosia! 
Lord who churned the ocean! Bless 
me with your vision. (1) 

ftngQpjiomrjj ^(T^cnnuj ctotjji ctotGj) 

&> CY3T 6377 fT 6U ID fj, cfil CJD G3 tG LLJ C3T 

GugptcrrrT)] cTcCitunii Gusraft rglesi CtuujGrj 

iS\9>n)n}iiDim}),^i(n}CTi g iravj,0; ^jjGojtr! 
an^piDiTry ^(Tfjcnnuj <s,rT(gjfl,g,rr! (hti&emn 
Gt^rTwjulL G Got GST 5>fj)TT,GstlGUI! 
Gucwjjcuitit ^(LpGg,! Cluifluj /j.cc'n u<7TTG\> 

Qu(ff) j£lcuiii Guijnena! 

My only wish is to see you, tears flood 
my eyes, alas! Make me love you in every 
way, and prate your names. Show 
yourself to me. O Lord, Rama, Krishna, 
Kalpa-fmit! O Lord who lifted the Earth 
from the waters, you are the ambrosia 
for devotees. r 7 \ 


gt( 5*5>5> CuijncTrffsr rr ) (> ) 2 ) G<3>rTu&5T &>£& 

( g)63T&_u9f75 .ffln^CuCcn! 

CurflciTu* 06u ,@6^0) AcniCfn! 
«^UC-mGsTTCTT Qurfluj ^ididjtGcJt! 

si.i cu ino»& 

cr»5>sa_eQi^ crib al_Ggu! 

ca_0omiij @C3Tfpi |S curTfjniu 
ffrrbif^iGTTii) G<7j(T)|Qin 2_0>Gij? 

O Sweet child, dear as life to chieftain 
Nandagopa! O Chubby elephant- 
calf, Yasoda’s joy, deep as the ocean! 
You tore apart the wide chest of the 
wicked Hiranya with your claws! 
Come again in your nerot form, or else, 
how- w-ill devotees live ? (3) 

a_ioit a_a>5,§j a_a 2_0tm fa j£Ig 3T a_0«Da> 
a_«ft &«jrs>0 t ^4,CT m ' T 

<$Tajn a_aj^j ^iDnj,o, Osiiicra 2_ott icreniu; 
^r5lsij s^OTgiib s nil <£) u u sir 

sfil cn sirG UJ 

dt‘D" ucraissufl ^a,eu gjuib L|«J>u|£*iiP 
UCTH_ ^1603,5, < ^lhlDCC £JI ' 
<S(iD!jn o,ih &t(ipQg>\ rjjijjC®' 

GTG5TGpj6<r>L_ <£>^{7 S_u5HGfjG»UfT! 

O Lord who unleashed a terrible arm) 
on Earth in the war! O Celestials 
ambrosia, poison to the Asuras, d e ‘ ,r 
to my soul! Then I too may doubt th* 1 
you appear before devotees, — 111 
forms that they worship, — and accept 
their offerings. (*0 

a_u9GoGiAjrr! ^acu (tpiureu^i 1 - 1 

ussii Si'L-igii £_gsjt0 

2!_ l6ljp«E>g>l <=M G'&f’ 
Gun a_uSG{]GujfT! Ourfliu i jgjti 

fi_enjD!5gtf, ,-T^Ki, ^)0 1L 

ausra-^ 1 

<^rr a_uSlCgGiun( us«jflaira>0g> Gg)®^ ( 

Guereug, Cj5,sijna(ajih G . 
a_u5lCijGujn? a_ cviaa,au(a) « 

cnwKSji rr^rrs ji ev^>0l &—& 

° Great Soul! You made the Ea**Jjj 
ate, remade, lifted and measure 
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Glorious Soul! You made the Ocean, 
you sleep on it, you churned it, parted 
11 a ' K ' bridged it! O The Oversoul, what 
Sods are to men, you are to the gods. 
Soul of all the worlds, where can 
Cortle and meet you? (5) 


a_gjC«,rT? CT6TTCT1G3T < ^^€TTQ|fTVst*31 

s>_€ 05 ,^ 5 ,^ib j^Cuj; 

^(2) Qabuj6U(y>ib jSCuj ; 

Q i A(rv,u)(ipib r£,Guj ; 

unf ^i<£luj i_jfT)iburrco Qurr^sTT s_grrCcugyiib 
• f-, ^^ffuiTiCiurT rg; ^cyrncu, 

^ CojTjITuit_J^ipl_D gCuJ J 

CurTQT LjcucSr igGuj. 

w°L a / e tbe f° rm l ess ' the souls, and the 
Wo'fl ce ^ est ‘ a ls. You are the seven 
de*'. Ls and the gods therein, and their 
thi S .here is anything beyond space, 
L C tQo ‘ s y° u - So where can I go from 
e to meet you, my Lord? (6) 


®>ir. 


tSGuj; eiiilniijO,gjii> £Cuj; 

. '&s,jpa,Cg,rT <g; ^cnitcii 

£>a ©rii aOTrami a-g^ crcjtj)) 

tjsjTjuib srij-Quussr 

ifr . GfilcsnGrGiucs 7 

S uncu! Qf^ojGuj! Qrv,iuuSl63T ^qt 

<5rCff>6*jCuj! 

l5l a>£ ^y^Gio! a<(y>$GU 

^ (!^J ,G 3T AGT>€uGuj! 8rGT>GUUJg 1 l UIuGott! 

'Jlsjrsncn CgjircfuDCRnnjg, Guit^ujit! 

bamh^ wbo to °^ Nappinnai’s slender 
sw e r° 0 - soft arms in embrace! O Lord 
ehu' fresh milk and freshly 
Oc e , , butter! O Lord sweet as the 

F uturV’A 1 , br0S i J ! ° Pasl ’ Presem anti 

t^OuK. C | ^ as ’ ev en I may begin to 
1 that you are all these! (7) 


r ■ 

un iDtiuj2,g,rrsu (ipiiggjib 

^^dHcftOTrCiuGinGaT rr-n^l^jinr) 

60611 a -.E51i_ u jnuj! QjfJT 63^5,ajn 

1 '5581^ Sc ‘ ® rr ’^ in - CtftnitiU', JSTI£LUlltj>a)nltl , 
^ OT aisni u. an, ij, 5 ,irau 

6 ‘ ,e Jn^ -^sifliuitili! LHTrf)a u6 ii Gsitljuit! 

. 1,rT (UJ ^fnlUui6S! iiejrnpib, cunaa^pib 
o| 3iijcn <Jl m l j, mrrtyiuhi i§ SjtOa. 


O My wedding-prince with glories that 
break my sinful heart! O Lord who rides 
the fierce Garuda, smiting death to the 
wicked Asuras! O Lord reclining in the 
deep ocean on a thousand-hooded serpent! 
My words and deeds and I are you, 
1 know not how to worship you. (8) 


ajrrg)}ib jg ^rrGcsr ^euGgjrr OintiiGuj 

c^0 £>10 c^f^Gmqib ig ; ^CTmcu 
61MTC5T a_UJ«T ^OTUlb CUU^GU CTCOT? LDfp&OrT} 
2>rj0>GlX> CTS3T? ffTOTflcyjlb 

ujncpjib fg ^fTSSTmu^, CtajCTflOjjjrn^iib rF>63Trpjib 
«^£2><3»ajG5T rbrj&ib {T)fT63T ^Gnu.<bGv>: 
curTcsT 2_tun ^crruib nxsBTcsfl ! 

<3^01^5 SifTSTT^^nCTT CT65T5sC^. 

If it is true that I am you and Heaven 
and Hell are also you, then how does it 
matter whether I enter sweet Heaven 
or Hell? And yet my Lord, the thought 
of Hell does frighten me! O Lord 
residing in sweet Heaven, pray grant 
me your feet. (9) 


2)fT6TT<9,fe<nGTl 6l631,3,Ga> 0jGr>6VJd£,g)6a>6VJ0 efi/DUU^, 

g>£>0> Glut 2_£>Gfjl<3> t>m<9>ibLDmT)n<2> 
G<ff)fT6TT<9»G3>GTT ^fJ5j £>|L£5 g 51 CTC3T 2_klSli£T )\J 
cfilcncu Clduj^cnsjn G<5fT^! 

Gg 1 rT<>'fT0 1 6TT ^uSla^mu! (Lpiq.5>GTT J 

gJfe^^traTlDGVJlTft Sj«raT<?fc6n ^4,uS)a^>5>fTlIl! 
5)fT6TT<5>btT ^uSlgaj^fTUj! Cl JlTftGTT ^uSI !)&,&, ITIU! 
5>lbllijGc3T63T QlJlflui ^ibLlGcTt' 

O Effulgent lord of thousand arms and 
thousand heads, thousand lotus eyes, 
thousand feet and thousand names! 
For the gift of your feet to this destitute, 
— my Lord and Father! — 
I give my priceless life to you, and 
embrace you to my heart. (10) 


UurfVi ^i‘ni«inoiTu iSlrnoCTi ^uuamai, 

&-0^b^fT6'ir ^i'ii iCaD«n (ip<S5^G>iiTA0 
£- rfluj ^uufcmcdT c^iron c^uLuTicsn 

£ CV>(<5>^^ ^plT -Sal'll I63T 
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Cluifliu aj«®jr 00^11 susott ai_Gfi>nu65i 
CuctsAot 

S-ffliij ClanGu lonsncu 1 @cncuu4ib ug^j ^Guajjjncij 
Si^ujujcurTii) Qg,ne^ia.n 

This decad of the thousand songs 
by great Kunigur city’s Satakopan 
on the Grand Father, — Brahma’s 
father, Rudra’s father, the Bard’s father, 
the gods’ father, and the sole father 
of the world, — Devotees!, master it, 
you too can attain liberation. (11) 

8.2 / The Girl / The Tenth 
Separation 

Nankal | Dvijavanti \ Adi 

2)fbiA<?rT GurfltmencTT ^^ujr^i^rrCcnfT! 
Jbti>(tp6yiL- circuit (ipe3Tq fF>rr«rafl 

UJfTOTT £2_CiDg<5,^jU-l IDnn^rrjlD 

^fb^^^leiTCiTjGaT; 6irbj(£jU) ^rrcaar i£mlCt_65T; 
ad jaix) afOrrjj^OTt; emjj gupn^Cjbar; 

5 >L - (ip&DCu QurTOTT f^lfT)LDrTuj5> ^etrnrbGgjG^T 
^Qjfbjfl>«3T i ifQGDffuuSlearr u fT<9>G3T cTfruCarredr 
(a. Cliffy ,9,1 6UfTCilUT6iDC3T GdJCTOTlt*<9 Cl^cjnCfT). 

O Fair-bangled Sakhis, I am shamed by 
our wicked one. I look for words 
to speak, I find none to face youwith . 
My bangles have slipped, my colour has 
faded, my breasts are sagging, 
I faint. Alas, I went after the Venkatam 
lord who rides the fierce - eyed 
Garudabird! (i) 

Ccmsreriqa OflOTju 6 j>cji 2 )i Qi Ijjnfln), jrrrflcb 

0> Go>"^ujn njjnia,,; Gag^jih 
malwG) gi.'gj a, , jtqentu nLqrv/^rr' 

a,nOTtAlOTi^lG«^«3i oitLi^GujisiT , b nei<; 

3.<ta'3i arunajujo, adtcsj, 

uf)lOTT«» tl ,n Ga,n«T rb's.adrCanenan* ***,, „ i{j 
»«nnu,iu a^na-jd, rf,'olarrqtiq,,n^j, 
tiftsxaion an4,„b jjjjjnwi anCjoGo'7 


O Sakhis who are good at going to 
him and getting your favours! Alas, 
my wicked self has no words to 
unburden my woes on you! If ever that 
rogue with comely lotus eyes, our lord, 
is seen here again, how I yearn to 
receive from him my lost bangles 
and my lustre! (2) 

ancuii) §jenm&£\aj ^cusuneo, eSlsncsiCujsS' 
g,nsji g)cr>Gno,<£lOTrf>)6U63T; «,ot 0 GWrinfl^’ 

0n«uib <g,rf))uju uifl ■9.u>j,Gg,«3'. 

2>«u @®fl Jjrcjjfla g,ncst ersfr? 

j£cu LDCUIT Qj&glljj GafT$ {QtprrjOi 
fgcraTL- svcwTcrersir, affreTCtfireir 0an<33T^ 

Gansu suGy>CTrGlujn01 iDnsruD Oansnsunss 1 * 
STg,as5ns3T afTcu(ipii) an.,, s Clas3iCrT). 

O Fair Sakhis! It is Time that will end. 
not me, just wait and see. I have borne 
heaps of slander, now what use shying- 
I will wait as long as I have to, but g eI 
my bangles and my radiance from the 
dark hued effulgent lord, my Krishna 
who took them. P) 

■* * 9 

<96vi_.*j Q^csrCnjOTT ctcst ' 

C^rTGDGDCtDGTT, Og>m_0>a>li> 6T6^ C ° ,TlP 

urT 0 gj'ipfb£l, 

ucxjQjcncnujnn^cji urfla, 

lDfTi_& LD^GTT Qi5)63T {&)<&$? 6105? 

6U€7ffr (a^t_uncD fQcrrno »onuj5> <9«n 
c5M,i Gu i fi_mn£,£, (oIqicO 

< "k) cd ci 1 gid cr* 

O Sakhis! The wonder-d‘ifl Lt ^ 

Mayakkuttan lives westwards { _ 

Southern Kulandai amid g r ° Nt /: 
and mansions. The deft spinner 
the war discus rode away on 1 , 
dancing Garuda-mount. Filled " 
desire, I followed; my bangle 5 
my heart and all left me. I 
shamed belore bangled friends. ^ 
what can I lose? 
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< % f ^© rFjibiSltO suOGijib GTGucurui) 

^ 5>fT iP^J^ fT cn! 5>u) <d cm uiCm^fTcgT? 
^''"siigyeuCj.n £§}rii(g, 

^tPCojuiTji asnj£|, e^^jsucnn* 

25631 (2) ®-OTiirciinnA(£)UD e_6wrgcua&n5 
^.9^ a_©r»L uj <3.1 ri O^fTCTT £*$&> 
^^ncOcncvi ^ibC<9n$ r06ntfJT0>(0)rhj<9>nG«u. 

^ Sakhis! The lord has an effulgence that 
^P s a H like moth-unto-the-candle. 

rough countless ages, great seers have 
j-. ° u ght of him and failed. Are we the 
rs * to desire the discus wielder and 
lr >ake him come into our midst? Tell 
rne ’ are >'our words proper now? (5) 
q • 

. " 5uw >«u s^ib Car£! ^l«T>C3iA0ii®,rrcu, 
^ G\j ^GUfT^gjr Q«5lijlL|lb; 

^ ^ID'Xi ffnii 10 n^ntD Os>rcGjjTi_n63T; 

<3hc0c 5| me • • 

D6t>rTg, gjOjjT gjjipaiqib ^rTarrcai 

^ .^2) §}Q(i$>n lajcuflu y,0CU? QarrcooS’ii 

C1 ' 6TT ClJU,C ° &>& <2> , -2>« n * 

COrT **«^ CUGTTIT^IeiTfT) ionCcv>. 

^Ord^^' S ’ ^ rac ^' ant l or d beyond 
Ce ]^ r s ’ * s bard to attain even for the 
buf SlU j Be lhal as ‘ l ma y> be stole my 
Tui' an ^ den ' ec f me his pollen-laden 
rn v aSI ' .^ as ' to whom can I address 
v '’ith^ rieVanCes now ^ Tie sleeps 
a mi,-l f ir ^ e ^ olus e >' e s in Kudandai 

d fertile groves. ((,) 

‘""eo r* 

r r> •°' as >”X' ihnijewiOT jfiDne,si,6ji 
^ ‘ alsw (*)!b.%«n «rrarir ) i tifflinj, 

9*1^ rfV.qelQ 

Qcv. ,, "t J0ih a»nCI i»63t; 

rr C5r l 




* ,l, «Oli) 6r " * < * A,l if ,luft * l,sir ™» C-WiiCdbOT? 
a iWO ^Praigjub ftiTOTSTi ig,| ^anesjr; 

O p, ST ' n ® ‘ r,r ^ A " ® ar " 

fair Sakh er ', C i ffu L red Lad ^ "tv 

*'■4 H f h,s *»"«l »e. 

P rp d without a trace, making 


me prate “Mai, Hari, Kesava, 
Narayana, Sri Madhava, Govinda, 
Vaikunta” and many such names. 
What can I do? Though many years 
may pass, I swear I will see him. You 
may take it that you and I have nothing 
in common hence-forth! (7) 

Jgcnc ^'cuc^co turret cucna^a, dDstfl^fTch; 
L4j6<D6 Tj ifhG tt# 3rr gtt! (0>uSlGu0>rT6n! LDaSlcoarrcn! 
2i_cr>i_ai ibvi) inacsrtiXiiLjih Cljb^SiU) 

^cirrrQj ld 6£>iLt_ngjj Q^f.fTCT 3 Tu ndn; 

u_|ib c«n6ij(2)fb5>(Lptb u n rr) a u fty ib 
^t(gj<f 7 C 3 T Oojrr)L_|li) <SM6iT>QJ fTrG^luj J 
ftCrtL njrr>u un^rbi^GTT ^ili_iSl 65 T^cn 

^GinnS) t^CliCiT pencil ^rrcwrClArTi nC<^T. 

Out, out, my pet Mynahs, Parrots, my 
Koels and my Peacocks! He has stolen 
my health, wealth, heart and all else to 
the last bit. He resides in fair Vaikunta, 
in Milk Ocean and on Venkatam hill. 
Till my last remaining passions leave 
me, he will not see me, so get out!(8) 

Arrcr 3 T(oltf>n 0 ui insert ^isOcutan ^^n^^LD 

Oy (>irT sen sen j 

anavTlauj <2*0Juncugjj s£>ii inniuih ^sjT6nrr(?i> 
kDnsrrrt ^rr>crr C^ncu or 114611 dhtii.iq 
iDCOTTseQ^jih cfilcforannni) ^sjnntiu toet'irrb5> 
C^«nn fh\ (I^rrsTTAch 1 icv) * 63 rupgj^ 

tv.n6TOTfo)/>>fi( v^Ohdn; uTsin(oWri^^^kl f >>sirr‘ 

nji^KbXi 

O Sakhis! The lord of celestials is not 
the one to show himself easilv. He 
came as a sweet lad. then grew ansi 
took the Earth, skv and all. He has 
beautiful arms of exceeding radiance 
and mischief. I have lost mv diginity 
and my shame to him. So what can 
1 lose now? (9) 
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6 T«TGQj 6 ?r>l_ fTjGxj JTjgjGU fbiGT>L^IT« 5 ,fTCTT! 

UJfTOTT Q<£FOJGDg,j CTG3T? €T63T OlT)(05. 

CTgjn-sncin 

&£s\ ,@Gr>LGaJ63T ^GuCcvjG3T CT<J3Trpj £><hl£i 

Crt,t61 u_|to <srbi0ih < @0 gt> 5>5> Q^rTOTinQ 
ucu ClfbQu) 

(g^iP <5*1—IT (5T,nuSlj)GlT)fl(5l 
urrc ' J <&!b$ c^n C&rrcu <£cu 
&so Qj)0u) 0csrj)Lb euyijGugj 6£>uuire5T 
2 >freh iDsurru urn&ii 

O My fair-bangled Sakhis! My heart left 
me saying, “Not thine anymore”, and 
joined the lotus feet of the 
lord, who came walking like a huge 
dark mountain with the radiant Sun- 
like discus and Moon-white conch 
in hands. Now what can Ido? (10) 

un^ii ^lanuaj^rai uitss^itCcv 
LD ff)fDG)jQT UfT^fbl5,€Tr (iprrjfT) gS)u.(^ 

^** fT d* @cu Lj5,ij>5> ^ CT n ci reTCffT ^ujGldcu 

OJCffffT 00561. ft 0 Sl.Gfhnucin Q 5 fT 65 T 65 T 

«@6V) c£|(bg>fT$ 6£>IT ^tiSlgdj^CTT 
©onciiiqih «£>it u^>gjj @«D5GtijfT0ii> sDGucofTn 
G^IT jggjj ^GUfi @Ibl(£)LD 

c^ 7U0LD GIGuGufTtb ^H&DLOGU HIT5><7r7 ^nClD. • 

This faultless decad from the Andadi of 
thousand songs by Kurugur Satakopan 
who gave up all liis passions for securing 
Krishna’s feet, — those can sing this 
to the glorious Krishna lord will 
become faultless and attain everything on 
Hanh and in Heaven. (11) 

8.3 / Svapadesam : On Tiruvan- 
Parisaram 

Angitm | Kanada \ Adi 

£Ki<a,ih ejnsTCiiir anarsuir umsx^ii, 
*"*<&'* gionenar.u, stdTp a ' 

coiiyifjl 

A*®*** 'DGOTT.IaOT 
er.«,uj 6 U sii siOTun at. issnG.a, 


O Lord bearing a conch and discus, 
with Lotus Dame, Earth Dame and 
Nappinnai blending in you! Gods 
and Asuras everywhere worship you 
and seek refuge in you, but fail to 
fathom you. (1) 

■9ijarcni £>itG3UDOTirr> gyTcOa,(«ij>ii> 

&nnnG{b 

ingcffimi) C^rTrbrrjib cimcsT iSl^.Tafl (npun croup 
,g)6ir>6u iDrriij^>C^^,rrii> 

^.GGUJTU UCD USDl U|T)fTjj ^JT) ffg>(^LD 

<5>G3TCD ^ 

r 2tffJG3Z CTlTT U€JDl_ GJfE)<^l U_| PT5ff)0 

^s^ctt rrCuJ. 

Without ever learning the sacred 
Vedic chants, we have cut attachments 
and destroyed the woes of birth, death, 
old age and disease, by simply serving 
the radiant discus-lord who is our 
fortress of strength. (2) 

r^cnnrr; 5ri)0ii> 5-U)ULJ^ 

$>n ii>; 

SUrT(€t^ii) G&CD^Ilb Q5,rT6iraT0 lSIgjt 

udid^i .tgcOoPw; 

5)'T^,lL C&rT^Lb C7l5>5>€JtfcTT ^72, Q&W* 
/b n i$5)ii> •bnQGtiOTT^i^Gioc^ 0<rcu4>^* 

Ala s , nobody comes here bearing his 
conch and discus, nobody comes 
following him with his dagger and 
bow. I look out for him everyday to 
serve and worship him, on this Earth, 
but do not see him, al as! ( 3 ) 

<2>" 6l ' ,h a '«*t*ij> 1 i'ivWgm, ,p*mrr a - © 

' = ■ ■ n ^*cn©j ^trrTVTTQiaib',a^ L V lLJ1 ^ 
^LniDirC 01 ’ 

Gi inaifti jjaiT arm jg^sn Belif! 

Gairwib 0,tm CTlilsu s,n sa<W jT><ni ^?*>tiS U> 
Qauk|C u'S> C *‘ 
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O Lord who swallowed the Earth as a 

rnorsel and slept like a child, floating on 
f e leaf 1 Alas, time stretches like a dark 
" e and I drown in the des,re to see your 
dark beautiful torm. (4) 


.om-AC**©* 

6 'ejrC« IT £ & ,ub1e0 Cu,5SI 

lOAlipib^giJ <5>fT63T 

^sjrCirjcG ,§u 

ul * »** *"*B« <^OT«C«ua? 

ucsafluunCuj. 


o Lord lying still in beautiful Kolur 
and Pulingudi! What makes you sleep 
so soundlv? Are you weary from the 
battle of Lanka or from taking long 
strides over the Earth and sky? (5) 


ucra fla.n u«AnJ> uri^ii. 3 >nCu> 
jMsrafl 

(h fT titTOI tSl C3T 

Clcua> Ci&mu s_su<Qsu «,efilnuuTC5i 

iBcrafl ^1," GiossflCiiJii(9 wani> (^jp 
«j^6unCg. 

Being the lord of gods, he receives their 
homage, he wields a beautiful conch and 
discus, look! He destroys the pall of 
existence, he will come and light my 

heart with his gem-hue. (6) 


cu.^^nn GbwWTi 'ifUnrrg,^ 

<!§>0$bg> CTC.-JT 

_/Prr>ib OancObufra; 

CWiCllgjl (? 7 C 5 t? 

*, ^ afhfrthb #^(£5 .Srinfbgj, 

a_ii)Gajrr0 

S_cpGU<Surr63T C£>|7 tiifT ^n ji 

S. iHQI crtjnGfn. 

The lord resides in Parisaram with 
Lakshmi on his chest. Pilgrims come 
and go but alas, none to say to him. 


“A devotee waits there longing for a 
chance to go out with you bearing 
your conch and discus”. (7) 

CTTfcilTkefT) 67637 GiT) GOT £>_ ggT CJI7 ^H,IT 

$©£§>1 <£UST*<£ip 

jglsitCft) ^C-Osiiuj ;£ Glaircsjii_(j 5 jOT 

Jl cn OTu u gjj g, it nrr ? 
(grarrpj errip urm <ay>. (*,ip also ^nBuiii 
CiPttg GJtcgiij 

(glsinGiD g,refiiu £dt *ipGu ^(njumCaj! 


O Lord of discus who strode the seven 
mountains, the seven oceans and 
the seven worlds in one step! O When 
will you consider and grant me the 
joy of serving your lotus feet? (c\ 


£lt2>ioncu 2,nOTTips,OT, Cl«|CT,a<=r>Lujri£jr 
CTraiaj gsuna,^ ctu, 

Clu^iortrar araramoanuj ujit<t ^rfilAliriunn'P 
Wjdfl 063T? 

OPg>**SU"! s*iu£)u iSlfjrTQT' CTOTT 

inrr GlD«»fluJC^! CTOTUfiST 6TCTT 

•^GVtdEajCsD. 

My love overflowing, I call out- 
“O First-lord, Time, my gem-hued 
Master, my Tirumal”. Who can 
comprehend my lord's glory? N ol 
even Brahma, Siva and the gods 
now what use talking? (g\ ’ 


<r,6\)«,a,ib &'d>«ur rt,cu cyHifleim, s 

& aVr kj> 1 ft n 

5jjcna,atiD ^JcO^vjtt gli ncaTQjn GTcucvjrru) 

Cl^iT(iga)jn»Ta,6TT; 

LDevj« 4 >a>ih tniia, 10rr car gst,4, 

a gjh l_ n car 

sL.tviE.* o-.iTvi;. 1 w-Tfe-Jt Jlaiu<aja^? 

fe_ 6 iTH]t 5 Grj. 

The clear-sighted austere Munis can onlv 
see the shore. The great eternal celestials 
only stand and worship. How can we 
ever fully praise the lord who churned 
the deep ocean, pray tell me! (10) 
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a_G^fjujfT Qsuib Cfbmii &G S\ Ut ^0^ 

(J-P IQ UJ fT CD CTT 

^^0 U>m_ib .odrg), g,^*^ 

•3l_C<9>fTU63T 

2 -«r><j sjii QanejQg,^^ 

r, „ uagjlb 

AlonuGu; gugusu™ £Q 

lSI rj) qj rrC a. 

This decad of the beautiful thousand 
songs bj tall mansioned Kurugur city’s 
Satakopan addresses the tall-crowned 
lord who destroys the sickness of birth, 
.‘ho/e who master it will secure 
freedom from rebirth. (1 jj 


8.4 / Svapadesam : On 
rirucchengunrur 

Varkada \ Malayamarutam \ 

Rupakam 

curm «.l. n ^ng,sgl ujiranciT u>n idcdgvuSIot 
Senonn ©0.0 

smn Q *"«n £lafer unasjr sL.uSln 

loeoft,®,,* Qaararr,, g^jp u jOTrCcosi; 

' u "” * L " <SntaiT mnni, 

.Mans* a^oanraro, aaA^s 
4tr Qaasr, rflibnjtTujOT jglggdaniigjsimmfla, 
ffTnaacir QssuannCa). 

The mountain-like tusker rolled, 
overflowing with strong drink. The 
creeping mahout was killed, the 
display-wrestlers routed. The petrified 
kings on balconies turned and fled; 
Kamsa’s head was crushed, when our 
lord of Tirucchengunrur came as the 

victorious cowherd lad! (j) 

OWrmaj, ^ {ipfl>li 

®,'<5T.U)U.SUC STOT ^uUOT 

Gum*© npciicugjj) u», 

c.rfI a £,1 dWj^il&©ii) 
'"ebfb&i < 3 P«n©ftjd,, cni, ^e,,^ 


Qaiiiauj«u E-axOTjih Gajii uanarai qsjiu ©tj> 
$0aOei!ijg ) GiTn}jTri,j, 

c&iiDn&)63Trr) ncir ^sOcunsv 

lUfTSVIT LD(T>r£j ffTOTT g)6inOT3 tCUJ? 

Our sweet destination ' s 
Tirucchengunrur where fish dance 
enchanted in nectar-sweet waters of 
Tirucchitraru surrounding our first-lord. 
He is the lord who takes 
various forms to create, protect and 
destroy the world. Other than him, our 
ambrosia and master, who can 
be my refuge? (2) 

STcir ^unn ClugpDTCjT ^emmusun Glj(5U>' i ‘ : ’ t 

flani) ^jL_2>a, cud GUjytjini*® 7 
Ijpananan ojuj e&anaua,en S- l_ si* idk& 

CTsjrcinffljT ^Gn^lOTTfr) ci ,b 0. j©id rI! ^‘• 
Ct^rar $«n«* 9 >© Q ffi(T6 fi 

^tgjaGsniigjsjrgiralcu 

'DlTinjb'D'ia.sna iSuncu 
^Isjrr) «nh GugjiorTGjT ^susurev a<l& s ' 
^IcinOTTLjLSlguu) ^gcOcncu ct®jt*G** 

My eternal lord came and measured 
the Earth and sky. He rules over me* 
destroying my past Karinas by the 

root. He stands in Tirucchengunrur* 
jewel of the South, on Tirucchitraru- 
I cannot think of a refuge other than 
his lotus feet. (3) 


6lr§te,j IgsOensu gtgst 0,©G Cl. jrfluj Qpsviai© 1 ® 
iflannjuju Cun S-y^sinoiriij rf3ifiliTrj>0 
(ftifilui ldtcott enb.rnrsir ©gjiij a,. «u a.CT’L S*5> 
Uatfrcu id nsrofl 0 , 0 , 1 b gtott ^ibionGGi 
Clarfil g,ej.cij cunwiip, s.^©, Cla,(*g, ©fP 
^l(n,aQorhig,OTn3jrA0 $© 

*01!$m CliBujibCrrnoCu i rglciTrr) srii Qu(f 7 i°' tl ® r 
^<> 4 ,@®neiraT «^A ^nGann- 

Then he came as Vamana, his frame 
grew and covered the Earth. MV 
beautiful gem-hued lord then al- s0 
churned the ocean. In Tinicchengunru r ' 
where plantain, Areca and coconut trees 
line the sky, he appears in true form* 
standing; his feet are my refuge. ("^ 
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CcujTu ( @gvjgt>gl>; 

<3*giJ QlJfT^CTT c^4,«£&gyjli> ^6U«T1«(T 
^GViGvig^ crdu <£^6® c^iawbgjj ^cswarawcucung*]; 
szH^GVirTCU ^GUCT3T 2_GT>fD*£l<StTfD 

/bcOc\J rV,nOTTiD6T)fT)CujfTIT GcuOTGlSl LqGTT 

IbQiib l|6T>5j sfi^aihq s^crfl iDGT>(D<&(£)ii> 
Jbcoevj f^dr inrrug, $0<ffO$fhJ(S)G3TQ)JTrflGO 
$05<«flrT)fr)rTrr}j CT63T&0 fb^O ^gGarar. 

Any other refuge is not different from 
who is all. This is true, but even 
then my heart seeks him alone. Hence 
his abode in high mansioned 
Tirucchengunrur is my only refuge, 
"'here the fragrant smoke of the Vedic 
sacrifice clouds the sky. ( 5 ) 

6Tc3t < 9>^) tbcu ^gcmcOT crcsTgjj «SM,n J2_u9cng. 

@CTlLDujQjlT g)ITLU 0JG3T6DC3T 

2>€5TOi(£>ai 5jOTT€^tD <^<f)u.irT«r>63Tg> 

£> l 10 /hi CVJ tJCTTCtfl LDLDfTOT'lGST 

^WTfliQ^rrcTT £n ^psurruSIgcun Qjcain <iflcu <g)u D 
^ajCTj,o) ^jn^jib 6^>uufTn Qjrfij) 

^GTraQ^nCTT $6S3T lDfTl_^j 5f^(^63T^fTT^cb 

^5,g)j<nT ^syffrCi^G isst. 

1 have found the refuge for my soul, in 
Jt’gh mansioned Tirucchengunrur. Here 
e resides amid three thousand devotees 
' v >th Siva and Brahma. He is father and 
mother to the celestials and the sages, 
me reclines in the deep ocean, not 
mowing his own nature. (6) 

m^' o lflr1 iif5^(DTfr^Trf)cu ^^Tjs^ljbfonj^j ^na,gnfaiT 
CTcOTIQjlb 

ff,iocua> acwnayiLC Qasiicunujib 
Cl^UJOJ 

Ofliuuj *locv a_nr,$iuii> clrtujui 
Auicu lt> rTfTL.|ii> Qaujuj gtm 

. r h< 1 '=Uu,Uj (Iplumit, , jCr ,, UjU) 

CT6CT <fl ! i ) SS. a) u 4S n„C<OT. 

see ih e lustrous lord standing in 
trucchengunrur with lotus eyes, lotus 
tt. otus hands, lotus navel, and lotus 
est ’ COra l hps and red garments, and 


an auspicious red crown; his radiant 
form with ornaments and five 
weapons fills my heart. ( 7 ) 

«j£)5>ip GTtfin dflfbCTTijjU-iGn 

0<3^Lg jf^CVJ^GgjSU IT fba63TLD€T>rT)GuJfTn 

$gt>< 9 cyi<5>5«-LUiSl cj&^ub ^(^«^sr^(£)eirrn}jTTt)cO 

*£l ^ a *fl rr> <d n it) jt) rij a> cy> a uj n «sr> gtt 

l_l«£F,rT GlftfTCTT QjfTCTTGlIIT 5 s 6 TT L_j<9»6'SK_LD ^ 6 ffT 6 tT> 6 iJT 

,£H<3.rjrr qjoti «t><9jUJ fi Qsuii) ^suITJcdit) 
M5»^§lDfTp ^rf^GujOTT ClufT(^fbgjJ QpCLjGU^Lb 
L^uuQuaQ 0<9>(v^LJl_|<3> ftrTUUffuGfi^T. 

The lord in my thoughts resides in 
Tirucchengunrur, worshipped by sages 
and celestails. He is the refuge of 
devotees. He gives death to the Asuras. 

I know not how to praise him. He is 
the creator, protector, and the 
destroyer of the three worlds. (8) 

ucm uQufr(J) QaQul)#) <9>miiu<su63T, iSlgio 
urjibug&n ^ gvj u iSl g n tin ^guGgst; 

CfkJ«T>l- ULjA0 6£>n e_(fb«JLD 6 £>l£)gH ^GOCSDGVJ 

^ Q.I Ggut ; 

Lj 0 tU>Cl| ^cOcinGo; ujftcnQjiqiii g^nGesT 
Od>fTcnt u Ou^ib i jAipntf ^ca^emun 3,631 ^GSTTni 
<361 it) UJ 6fil.9Cin<9CujrT(^ tf^)(L^^>i9>Lb 

» ic\S) ^ujfT)fiDft4) 

^1(rVj<f>^rr)ngrT jji ^LD«Tjb§> rbrrg,Gc3T. 

The lord who is these is himself 
Brahma, Siva and Indra too. He fills 
all the worlds and is himself all of 
them. He resides in Tirucchengunrur, 
no words can praise him, — 
with generous nobles, scholars, 
craftsmen and devotees. ( 9 ) 

tbng,«n«n, <S«ain ^sun 

j.nbin'T.i'.ar 

a,iPfTiKa- I lipGTTg, g,l(Vjn^^ 

(rr, 3 rr) m «t ir> m tar* n a i n gs ■< 65^ 

^Mionib* rtp<aiffu9ij<ai«7 Goi^u ir^an 

(SsLL'’' i^D c^QiffiJ^G^CTin 6 V»rTipsu 
-^lDIT(b5b ifinGu i»T6lPCSft ^ibl0n65>63T 

■b r i65T < i > tAw»’'6in t ^ionrff>G§)G^n. 
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The eternal lord graces all by becoming 
all of them. I have attained forever 
the lord who is Siva and Brahma too. 
He resides in Tirucchengunrur on the 
banks of Tirucchitraru, inspiring 
three thousand Vedic seers and 
devotees of high merit. (10) 

ujnsnoja. adiOTcnso 
a_eo(£, a_araii_ ^nibmrrarxmr 
eunesT ^nsirypacrwsji iDcomj,®, g,srar O&mjLyp 

LDCUfTlflcin^^ UGDUcIji?) id frCuj nGT >OTT 
OaneinGST suejiT ajcfjT ffLGarrusjr 

CIsirsjlOT ^t,uSl5g,g,)GtI gu UfflgJlD 
GDCISsflcjliSgj Qsdjgl ypia*(£)U) 

iSlfrjsfil iDrr LDrraja^^^c^OTrCiu. 

This decad of the thousand songs 
by Kurugur Satakopan on the lotus- 
navel lord, sweet as honey, milk, sugar 
and sap, who swallowed the Earth, — 
those who can sing it will end this 
drama and attain Heaven. ( 11 ) 

8.5 / Svapadesam : The Third 
Seance 

Mayakkutta \ Ahirbhairavi \ Misra 
Chapu 

LGfTuj.Sjtfffi dje,"* cufnDcrrrr! 

^)cj)«nCuj6OTA€^a3TTT! &&& t, arxh, ftnco 
gi/TUJ GsiijUJ iDCUlTACTTfr^ 

Q^GuGumu (y>dQg>5>n, 
tffTujSNj dyrrun^, <£)0CtjDGif) 

&GSS1 UfT06iT»l_ luff, g>nO)€3n(J f^GTT 
GHK&Q, 5)1 .ibCufTCU CU^OifrCcST! 

f?C f I)5> rT ^ T cijnrjffGu.i. 

Vamana, my love! Your frame is a cool 
lotus pond, — your eyes, hands and feet 
ate like hill lotus blossoms, your radiant 
lips like their buds, your limbs like the 
dark leaves! O Wonderful dancer, will 
you not come one day to see me? (1) 


&\ fTC3TT ClirTgntU CTOTTn^J GTT IT)| f 

5)6S3di^djftb currigib ^loGiucr 

£>g 0 ^CULDff^ffcO, 

^(f^fbrroT jg .^ffjG^ff! 
5»fTC53T GUfTgfTlu! «>(Tf> 5)fTuS)f^j 
2_$<3>(<J)lI> LDfT 

r^fTGTT £>cu iD^cuCuncO 

(ipLq. G<5ff OsciKsf] ^iblDffGcff! 

With faltering steps I roam the good 
Earth in shame, I call and look every¬ 
where, with parched lips and dried 
tears. Alas, will you not come one day, 
showing your dark frame and glistening 
hair like a new mountain with a black 
Sun rising over its peaks? ( 2 ) 

(Jpu^C^fT 05tirfrjf) ^LDLDfT! r^OTT 

OiDfTaj ^,nir>6y .^ctot gjjiprrujA 

£>lqG<5ff 5>gf5T65;jflij Ol »^lD*tO€ 3 t ! 

STQT^j GTGSTT^ , 

LJtq.G<9ff (£jeT)ip<3,^GTTsii) 

U6UCTT C^JrTU_JL£>, fTifTcCj C^rTt^lb 
glJ l g G<£FIT @GiDl_ tT|Lb c^CTM.0£>5,^ ££>|T 

gj1&>fr GuffcO C^rTCTTfnrTCu). 

O Lord of radiant coiffure. Lord 
of fragrant garland, O Rain-cloud lord, 
I despair and weep calling for you. Alas, 
I do not see you, with your befitting 
ear rings, your coral lips, your four 
arms and slender waist! (3) 

gt/T j£it (j£<£)gu GufTcu G^rrGTrrpiib f&sfr 

5rl_IT Q^FjfTcn GUtq.CTjLD <9»CaflGuFTl4lb 
G^) ID6U<fk 

Ol5)g)) 6T€3T fglcuttiptT^aJff 

iflfT rgtr Goj^rrcrfl iD«ncu5,6^TGiD6u 

OJCiWT &>nn r^co (jp^FuGurTCU 

gjH igir^i < 9 »i .gycfr gjj11 SIgoclj ffGcrH 

6Tff>gjfflij! 0<9ffCuC\J ir>fTl’ Gl G^iff- 

O Lord! Your coral lips and dew-fresh 
lotus eyes and radiant form have 
occupied my heart, I cannot say how- 
I see you reclining in the Milk Ocean 
like a dark rain-cloud on a snow 
capped mountain pass. H) 
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QtffTGOCU lDrulGl_£3T «^1 %GujG3T 2—C3T 

g*jcnnii0 dan6)>§> ^0ui_:rTg,a) 
crcocncu gcu gjcn rp>rruSlp 

^•fjGnrrf^CufTGu ffTGJT £_6TT6n6i)rt; 
^CuOJCO CTGSTGpJli> <§0^ 

a_umuib ctcSitGcst? 

IDCOCTiCU (0PGV.ilb (ipiLg^ll 2_fiWTt_ 

ld rr it S] a &> fr<jij jt t 6u Gu ta$yi w^Gtaii*! 

O Dark-cloud lord who swallowed the 
round Earth and waters, I cannot 
describe the effulgence of your radiant 
feet. They are like two young Suns 
of infinite light shining in my heart. 
Now how can the darkness of evil 
ever approach me? (?) 

Oftrrejjii_su sutwtMin! g-Lft a#>.g>B J n\ 

cfi)cy>6*nCuj«3T fijGTiJTOTSTfT! ifcOTtJTSnrm! GT63T 
<yurTcutrrrT* ctgSti^j GTCTTcncjr 
t^GTT^, tfSwjlSlC^ c^^EP^Sx^afTCU, 
GjSicjHJT ^,63 tGiDGD 2,rTto5T LDOTTtGiDGU g,rT£5T 

dilrfl 5 jI_GO gjrrcsT, u>fbrr)lg>3>N63T 
^£>naran Gcncjr 2 _gft <3>ipcu3>rT633T 

€^(jTj(E>nGTT Gujbgii Gg>rt 63 TfQ nGu.j. 

° My Krishna, dear-as-mv-eyes, lord of 
the Universe, my Master! O Cloud-hued 
Lord, O Pot-dancer, my Lord, 

1 am calling you. Come from the 
sky, or come from the Earth, or from 
the Ocean, or from wherever else, 
out come you must, and show me 
your lotus feet! (6) 

Cg,'iOTir)itiii;^sjTCfDcu, slot 
«r>G>iuub s,(uu idcuit ^iqa^.p 

Gujbgp ujrrcffT j£lrr) U 

BSt O UGfijftO&tTGTTCITfTlLJ 
< °’< 5 a>S>«rai *idsu* a>erar, «■,«,, &neij 

^ su 2>S a.® jbnuSIrry 

'StlbSii @eucuira, s,£ln u^CuS 

^ibu,nCcn! 

Come before me or else call me to 
ourp.esence, that I may serve the 
us feet that strode the Earth. O Dark 


Lord resembling a black Sun of infinite 
lustre with glowing red spots of cool 
lotus eyes, lips, hands and feet! ( 7 ) 

6£«3>0l£> «^fblDfT£ax 2_0QJlh CTOTf^j 

SL.CTTGTTib rFjrrdr f^rrvGTF^Lb 

Qj5)fT5>^ Gl£><£hU UCD 0Lp«TrhJ^€TT 

^n teTT)i ihG^niryijj Qs>ntfr>€UQJ€3T rv>fT6?rr; 
&,&&, gGurr §>iD^>< 5 >mu ^^©1 

rr«T ^DiDLi^G^LDn' JE^Gn tfruucj 
i_|Ss< 9> ^.suG^rrg) 5je^luufT5>rr! 

Giirrrjrruj ^gjiCGim Gurr0g>s>Cp.r‘ ? 

Everytime I see dark flocking clouds, 
my heart melts saying, “This is what mi¬ 
lord looks like”, and day by day I die. 

O Lord who drove the chariot for the 
godly five in war against the wicked 
hundred! Come now, is this fair? (8) 

^giiGcurr QufT0g>5>LD? 

UGT>L_lLiaUj! GTTT^jlD ,@011) ^GiDrT)Ul_j£Tl 
t^gjjGcu Off>fTiq.LurTSi_iurrg J g,nG63T! 

CTcar^j ctcrsTf^i GTry^ 

GTg^GciJUJfTd},^ «5>0g*JfblQ0>rTGU? 

^id LnrT i0«TGuib Quncinrr) irT6jn; 

tDgj cunn G^ncmoj 2_g>g>rj 

iDgjjsnrjLj i^rr)j,2> LDfTujG63T. 

I weep and call in despair, O Lord of 
lightning-discus, O Lord of Garuda- 
banner! Alas, what indeed does he 
intend? Did he not appear in the 
beautiful groves of Mathura and rid 
the world of its miseries? ( 9 ) 

L^fpjbOj inniun! Lirtrj&ib 

QufT0g > LontufT! ^sstGgst 
GudGcn .ldgtct, 

iSlrno^ii) Qu0iDnlo65T! 

<fbnr)(h^) uncyjGTT GjkujCuj CufTGU 

^GlilDlpjGTT (TTI^10lb dbGff«n(^L' 1 ( 5 »nb'TI 
®!P{bg)i fQeinfr» ^u0 iDnu.in! 

£> tinGD631 6 TI^jGi 5> 5»fTfiaF3TC*5Aa65T . 

O Lord who came and fought the great 
Bharata war! Lord who is Earth, Fire, 
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Sky, Wind, Water and all else! Lord 
invisible as the butter in fresh milk! 

Alas, Where can I see you? (10) 


STfiiC & 0>rtGr3TGs><nr,rr-G3T gjjpaiu 
.5»ui>u>rT«ji g,«jTsnai ichtot? fTrarj)i eTciinji 
■SliiiGa Qsnrjriaciincij 

=WU> gSOT (gpffTjffin. ITS 3 l_CftlTU 63 T 

CWCftjj, CWartOT ^uSl^gish 

@OT)6UUJl£) U&t^nb GUCOcufTITaGTT 

S* 2 * @U i 51 (T>uGu 

io«Sl^)ajiT eTGUfflSlujic ftirraiGuGuj. 


This decad of the beautiful thousanc 
songs by Kurugur Satakopan askins 
the lord, “O Where can I see you 
rny sweet Tulasi-garland Lord?”, - 
those who can sing it will enjoy bliss 

here and now, night and day. (11) 


8.6 / Svapadesam : On 
Tirukkadittanam 


Elliyitm | Suddhasaveri | Adi 

!bcu CU ai(5ci-a,OT smACa §,»,& 

c§W (fTj 6TT Q Q iu su fT^jr 

•SMc0e6) 

^!UU«iT SertlT, 

The lord wearing a wreath of Tulasi 
blossoms, lives with fortune-favoured 
ones in Tirukkadittanam. Night and 
day worshipped with joy, he gives 
us grace and all else. fit 


s-cirC OT *. Avnai 


fhGnniefl 

Wl Qun^ 9 <s ^Q m , 

•ook. The lord has linked my thoughts 
r irukkadittanam, and lives in both 
I is he, who showered arrows then and 
destroyed the pride-filled Rakshasas (?) 


6£>0<S>MT 6£»IT (\pojlT CTffJT rQsjTfpj 

a_(fTjd4 £>2 _Gtt(CTPjloC^j nrr ^;ld 

<f£>) LJ LJ fT<jDT 

$0 LDrnTcuOTT 

LDfjTjGfil 2_€D(T)i^)cjTrr) LDnuju l51 

The lord was one, then two, then 
became three, then mingled himself 
into all, sweetly in my heart. The 
wonder-lord resides in Tirukkadittanam 
with the dame-of-lotus Lakshmi on 
his chest. (3) 

IDirimj lSlg(T63T, CTS3T QJcOcfilcJIffllT IDfTlijffjg,) &VD 
tbit© 

(£) iq. Q A rr cott i_ fT qt 

c^korjfT 

curr^u QuifTi^lcu togaT gj^i G < 9 > rr uS) go 

Q &> rr633T l_ frC ®JT. 

The wonder-lord who cut my wicked 
Karmas has made my loving heart his 
cool abode. He lives in the midst of the 
radiant gods in Tirukkadittanam 
surrounded by fragrant groves. (*0 


Gs»nuSla; QAnffr 3 TL_frdfT^(^^ 0 ^ l q^n 63 i<g > e^; 
CftfTuSlcO GAfTGTOTL-rTeaT ^5>Gc!JTfTgllb €T^ 

CfbfTuSlco (ol<5>rr(jn Qo,iIj6uix) GTcOcumi) 


&»&)(&)<£>$>& 

C^nuSIcu Q<fj>nGijijft_ ^ubicnC 631, 

The lord who lives in godly 
Tirukkadittanam has also made my 
heart his temple. ‘Tis he, — the 
wonderful pot dancer, — who is 
worshipped oy all the temple gods. ( 3 ) 


^SiS> <StiinoiT«5i, O&rrujCujOT Jjfi " 

(Lp &) IT) 6LJ 

iDfTujg)^, ^tbiorr^, I 

to ca^fp 

'oluir^lsu <s,cijar 

(Slsiiff.n («,f6la,i,'Un6fiifilfijr Go- 

The lord of Lilas, Madhusudana. 
destroyed my woes to the end. He lives 
!" co °l Vagrant Tirukkadittanam- 
Worshipping him will end all m‘ r 
woes, just see! (6) 
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^«5>a6T3TL6)cjr g)|_0 G<5il_ £> CTTGTTg, 5,15, 

C<ff>r76Sl5>g)G7T' 

^6731 gfilcTjT (Lp^^jJLD ^605)5) 6p>6331 

5,mD«nrj 

'DCTCTGJTTGIirr ^,fTJJ) ClgjfTip 6UO63T6U0 5)010 61J{bg)| 
Jbsnncgu $05,5 ,iq5)5)O63t rF,5>Crj. 

The lotus feet of Govinda, — who 
measured the Earth, sky and all, — 
are worshipped by earthlings and gods 
ln Tirukkadittanam. Place him in 
your heart and end your woes. ( 7 ) 

OjfTGjT r^5,iT5,CTT 5,631CU5<£lo)Jbgll <nO)jQ5>rhl(£)l0 
€ ' JfT€ ^. @2) ©CVJli) 5»l_6U ^LD 

LD OUJfT)C5> 

*%63T6filu.5 ) g )jL 0 <Tt€3T 05,05.10 $05,5,t4g, 
2>rTC3T 5,5,0^, 2>GST 2 ,(tiliu lj^ICuj. 

The lord has many good city-resorts, 
’n the sky, on Earth and in the ocean. 
Tet he has chosen my lowly heart and 
Tirukkadittanam, as his abodes. (8) 

S^UJU U$5>GO 5)fclT>CVJ5<flfD5>gd 
ILrTuj 2>^S3TrTCo LDGOTCjfl dl 0)^05,5)0671 2_6310) 
^iDgii $ 0 5 j 5, U). 5,5)06315)5)1 GO 

<^2)M£>63t 5>oGc3i. 

The lord who lives in many good 
r esorts is the chief of cowherd-clan 
and the eternals. He resides in 
godly company, in Tirukkadittanam, 
w hat a wonder! (9) 

*=*11)1-12)637 (f,fTfJ(Tuj633T63T, ^ (fl , 6Dn10631631 
(.ptDcfil ^>0iliug^ 67631 Oov055>li) 
»T5>tp C»«j^lujrr rEjncanocTirp fftcrtr^j 

Conancu <£l05>5,m.5>5)a63iGio. 

The wonder-lord Narayana-Hari, is 
arnana residing in my heart. The 
s ound °f Vedic chants reverberates 
rough the groves of Kalpa trees in 
1 ‘rukkadittanam. (10) 

0* 

$0ft5>iiv^5>oG3T5>£,i a_onns < 4,1 (n, 
' T ^cu Ulrich (»,((»,*,-, no a, Co,m .sir i,)orT«i, 
,cun0 ^uSl170,3,, g>Ju 

(» <-*<?, a,: ii> 

^ sfitiuihCU,. 


This decad of the thousand songs, sweet 
as milk and honey, by walled Kurugur 
city’s Satakopan on Tirumal in good 
Tirukkadittanam will secure the high 
Vaikunta. Wonders! ( 11 ) 

8.7 / Svapadesam : The Eleventh 
Union 

Iruttum 1 Kedaragotila 1 Adi 

c51ujji,gji GTGsrcTKaTa, 3,63, Ouitgst 
C llaSTfTSl 

^H5S>^S>g)i «£>rr ucu g,nsri 

e 5M«nip2,Ga©0 

Ol Jir(n}g,g>lh 2_ (UTii — 6VfTIDS3T€3T QynG&T 

6T631 

5j02>67>2j 2_0), GffrT)f5^C5Jb5) ,T6 3 T 5>673 t(TJ 1 
O 5, O t>0*01GI— . 

I worshipped and called for many days 
fervemly, and prayed that I be heard and 
bound to his feet. Lo, the beautiful 
Vamana noticed me. He stole into my 
heart and made me his. (1) 

(*§>(2)5>£ ,nt, T [T 5>673l(^G5> 06331 GTGJTgjj CJ«Dip 

(0 0^61)5. (-^ijlGT^LD 
d90(T ? 5> r T2> 6£>IT 6pQ i67'05, Gg,LLJ 0)5)1 ^0) 106^063^ 
OlJ0lD 5)060 5>CTll0103)5,(5) c^0GoG5UJ5s 
G u010 0671 

5,0lh 5,0610 ^0611 5,0631 ^63^ UI063T 

^i^IGujGgti. 

All the while he stood watch over 
my lowly self, destroying the reckless 
five that ruled my heart. What more 
grace from the lord, who graced the 
elephant in distress? (2) 

<^06T1 5,0631 (grf 1110631 ^ffilGu»631: ^611631 

61631 2_ 60 

1^1060 5,0631 -2w<n 1^0-1^10^5,0631; 

JSX 60 6U O GO , 

Gl 10060 5,0671 CTGdVIgo (^p61j6t.)(5ia) Gl 10060 

^CV-'CU; 

10060 5s063TFrG5,n‘:' lOOUJ lflU'5,0 lOUJ5A»5. 
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More precious than the three worlds, 
he resides in me dispelling darkness! 
what a strange wonder this is! More 
chan this, what grace can there be? (3) 


U>nuj mm*© mu,**** ctotcoot 
^ Um ^Jwnwir 

gimu a.urraCarr^ ^ 


^ UJU> £U^u> ^ ^ 06Uc2)Cfl 

Gopala my lord is the lion of th 
celestials. He shall deceive me no mon 
wuh his tricks. He placed his pun 
radiance within me. His grace shine 
in all the worlds! ^ 


q*jp ^ ^ &nC ^ & 

4 '*W“ u>aretlA 9ist 

. <£li3Trr>iTOT; 

L|*ip mrfjrry CTGST*©^ g,ft 


'£» , LjriQi»jV»CTT 

The radiant lord is praised by all t 
worlds. Like a radiant mounta 
gem, he came and stood in my hea 
Hoes anything else matter now? (5 


Clun e <* mrbg, cicna,©,* ^ 

5»6aTTG3flGU S > n&,0 t Q ) 
®© ClMj ’ l9dT « nraI &cu*r 

*© u, ' Taraf '«'** ©drjDag,,* anujanrrCuncu 

*'© mrmq *rT6u,«6OT,or>*,Q as i, ( s U , Ili)> 
a_ fb£ iu rrCcn. 

If he gave me something else of value 
then whom would he give himself 
io. He stands in me like a mountain- 
gem, with coral lips, lotus chest, limbs 
and eyes, and lotus navel. 

CMmir* MxP.OaKfr uA.nc ** (?)CT)!p 

CTOJQifTU >4 *, 0,b opa T 

61) STT fT J ) £ Q n 


Cl<5CUQjniij (tp^J€llCGkm(^ CT63Tgj| 2_6TT6TT^>^I 

e^fGlJffljrTUj ^OTTf^l , UJfTdfT <5^ rfj) C UJ G3T IDJPJPJ 

^©Gsn- 

He stands before me with lotus navel, 
coral lips and pearl-white teeth, wearing 
radiant ear-rings. He is of exceeding 
effulgence, — Oh, with a smile 
I could embrace! He stays in my heart, I 
do not know a greater grace. ( 7 ) 

^t9Giu«3T i£>2)p ^)0sn; eiesrenGfl <^y£5 |L ® 

iSljJfTtfSTffff 

OsurfJlCg) ^(ffjcnO^ujGU it. Q^iuS)jnrTAL-(£? 

2— 

<^£Cuj^tcni_S Al^c^iOjUfGrr Qp ghc\J(&)& 
QrTjr§)mrr euuSliTjj^Gu O a hctst 01 

£ cirQ fT) nt£l jbj2? ‘ 

The lord graces for nothing those 
whom he chooses. A greater grace 
I do not know. Containing the three 
worlds in himself, he has come to stay 111 
my small heart. (8) 

euuSlfbjflcu Q*nsraT0 rgorClrrirT^l^n©^ 

G1QJ(TT}10| 

CUuSlrrjrfjlsO O <3, rt CTOT (01 6^(3 

^)GLJ«U(3Lb 

6Uu5)fr)r$Cu Q5,f7QfijT01 (£l€3Trr)G)jg^TSff7ui5 

rQc&Tfp iprrcipw. 
QJliSlnjf^lcO O^(TCTOT01 LDG3TG7T 

The lord who contains the three world 5 
and all beings and celestials stands as ofl£* 
forever unchanging. I have him in m) 
heart forever! ( 9 ) 

<ar ‘GH5>C/»,6ST (A jlujrrcu ^ enen&g y 

^jguCcvkot crcrsTipiti) 
CTtllCl 

ClmfTu’iftgjj 6ju‘i <*P«zr>tj GiorT^j 

u rifpftt 

l 6 }uj £, L ffjtb 

Lif7<^63T^» u - , ‘ 
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I have placed in the recess of my heart 
the lord who sleeps on a hooded serpent 
deep m the cool Ocean of Milk. I shall 
never tire of contemplating him.(10) 

(iu (Tjii) ufjwocsij $0bD(TGDCM 

CtfaciiGna. guotjt 

<9 l_C<£hn U63T 

(iP^uurrcjr Os'icstcst 

063TLDU) 

^rt) CfbfT5>(5)ib 5>63 t 

5>633T<9>6n 6\GV%><»{b' 

This decad of the thousand songs 
“)' Satakopan of Kurugur city 
a ddressing the lord on hooded couch 
''ill secure the grace of the red-eyed 
lord cutting rebirth. (11) 

8-8 / Svapadesam : Oneness with 
the lord 

Kankal | Varali \ Adi 

Q'Gssi&qi ^GiJ2>g,i Gluttlujcurruj, 

«JtTu_|li) 5>63^(|)g)l 2 _ 6 TTGerr 

<;l Husain ugu ,gcvj(5) <9 »l_<t @cvj(5) 

Q 6 fil 6 U( 2 ) LD 5 >rj (5)653Ti_6V>5>5)6jn 

G*j6tnjTOT3TGn, dM_n Qp iq. uj ott 
2)»T€3T(5) Gg>rT6Tr63T, (5)6afl 5fTITnij<9,63T 
Sxs^jt .gt^j^ Qjncn tu near 

££>06U63i c^lgGlUOTT 2_GTTCTTnG63T. 

j'orneone stands within me with 
a rge red eyes and ripe coral lips, pearly 
tite teeth and radiant dangling 
E-'frings shaped like Makara-fish. 
ar k as the rain-cloud, he wears a radiant 
town has four arms, and holds a 
dutiful bow, discus, conch, mace and 

(jj 

S aMi63i s_ cncnriCTr; a_ i cv 
,, p. rtigjj L|iri(9>g^cii<niT(ar 

“ J,UI @g>l STCTtgj a Gnrrs,«,c\jiTib 


The lord in my heart is also in my 
body and in the world and beyond. 
Celestial lord beyond pain and pleasure, 
he defies all definition.The celestials’ 
body of knowledge, the glory of eternal 
joy, he has the nature of pure fragrant 
dew-fresh flowers. (2) 

a-tfjijTrtsfilcO a_ibun 6£0GiJGr>63i 

^GlJCJTgjJ < 5H0CTTaCVJ 

2_rr)iT)Ourr0il(9 <rr<?ar» 
si_ taddi rrcfilccrr 2 _enGcn 

e_G33inii> ft—L.u>L|ib 

Ujlb^iJ a_6UUlSl6U63T6V4lb U^CgjUJrTU} 
2_OT3irrc<r>QJU Qurp sszn&Qi < @np 6jr(J 

ujngjiib 5>n63inuj 6^L^£,5jrrG63i. 

To attain by his grace that celestial body 
of knowledge, I placed him in my heart, 
that too by his sweet grace. 
He made me realise that consciousness, 
life, body and possessions are all useless, 
then became myself. ( 3 ) 

Ujn gjl lb 5)IT«JTfIUJ ^>L^IT)g,n6iD621T 

UJffjJFjjLD GTGlJIT<9,0lb (ip63TC63TfTfiT>631 
g>JT6ptb, dflcilJuplUi, L^r]LDgJ)L£l 

U63T63375)5) 5>«ri\ip5)«tnCVJ 
C<2>^l LD , UfT^lLD, 5)63TC3T^|Ui 

SCUCsflcO 2_ liSlf^CV) , 2_633TlT€fil63fl60 

r^cjlJT) 6^631633ip ja_63Ttn2)G5>G63T, 

The lord who became me was there 
before all things and beings. The first- 
cause who cleaved himself, and became 
Brahma and Siva, — sweet as honey, 
milk and sugarcane juice, stands in my 
consciousness, in my life, and in my 
body. I have realised him. ( 4 ) 


i-Miun ’ 


'& girari ,A a,ifl Can 

< * U " T 

a-sicnnrfleO a_U>urt 


r^l63Tfr> 6^63T610rr) SL_6J3TfTfT ? C5>6!p|5>0 

gj)C33i GibfiwnD wfitjnnji 

6f>G3Tf£)llb 6p»06UI1A0 C33T0 6U T db fl ; 

a tiraiaiji^ibGai^iiD *nc33TL4 
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Qifsirp urjibudub 
ujng^ii @63Tf5lgi CaiiilbgJ 
rjjcsrgjj crsnp ^jSIsri 

tT>G5Trr)fTLU ICTjfTCJTU) bg)Gg,. 

I have realised the permanent one, whose 
nature is so subtle, he cannot be spoken of 
as ‘this’ or ‘that’, much less be seen. 
Becoming finer and finer till nothing 
remains attached, he transcends good and 
bad, and transcends all knowledge. (5) 

rbG3rrr>nui 0fTginii> 0>i-fbgi}GufTiij 

ffjCO ^rr^rflujii) CTcuGuftib rr-ii^gj 
g&cimjrri u& 43l.JI>£ cSM0ib Ou0ii> umj> 

2-COULj ^sO 2_€S3nTj,giJ 

S-CiSffTITlbgJ 

^^10 @<SBTU g,j C3TLJ f^l £bGTT 

Qfffbjrji* 5,<smcTTjbgii uGtna ^|rbfD^«u 

c^{ 63 tG(T) ^uGurrGg, d?(^l; 

c^gilGeu sfjQ 6&i_rrGi£>. 

Go well beyond knowledge, and break 
the limit of the senses, contemplate the 
great endless continuum, repeatedly. 
Shed attachments and go beyond pain 
and pleasure. That liberation, then and 
there, is the only one there is. ( 6 ) 

<Sl®jG«u sffQtj ■rffQGuirin-u 

@63Tu2> g>rrgsui) 

^gjjGsii i i^JGvrTrf? 

ujrrgjV) @s5la,sn 

^csruii) gjfr^jLD Gg,rr>rrg,j 

CTgjCaj eS($l? SJgJ ^,'OTUli? stotjjj 

cmij/b&fTn Grruj5 > ^ J niT t crruj^^nGij. 

Knowing this, with no attachments, 
empty yourself, for that indeed is 
liberation, and the joy of Heaven. Not 
knowing this, those who tire and ask. 
What is liberation?”, “Where lies joy?”, 
will only ii re anc ] t ; re a g a ; n ( 7 ) 


CTuja>g,mi, «nu<j><2,iTrr, ctiL a^rm 

GTGTtrnj ^6Ogu2>5>(T0ib t-|fD5>g)fT0ib 
Clu>fnu&&j ^^0 (jp uj g>n\b 

Gurr0ii>GurTg,i &_6SUD££(TCurrtio 
iSlgjGg, 6jr$ ^§jgfT<9>U) 

Gurn£)u_jibGung}j cmb QuiiiLDfKpOTifT^ 
G£g>Gg> O-SGSTrrjj ^^(£5 S2_crrau£) 

5<svl.< 5> <5ffi.iq.ri)rr)rT 1 ^G0 r^cvi 2_Gnn)uGu. 

Kith and kin will hover around 
and wail, “He is going!”, weep and fall 
and clutch your feet, as you depan. 
Cutting through attachments and 
rising madness, if you can only go and 
join the lord in your heart, that is 
well done! ( 8 ) 

d7«T-lq.fi)0)1"! ^£lcO 2jCO £>_ CJTfT) U l_J J 

<£FffLi_rT 6 iniDCtnuJ 0 > SCi. IqGUTrTGU 

c§R,t-C\J Urj)£iDQJ SLUIli Q&rTiq GTlD 

irxTujOTf ^gjjCGii; 

d5W)i_u ucjjTcrofl 6£>0 uff)G<a, 

6T^)(TCI| lb rQ.£F>ijiOnlb 5>l^6^LDfTUJ 
^>iq5>^]ffluqib CujrT^<g»t0ii) 

sa_<?n(£)ib @eucn6u ^cocviGg. 

‘Tis well that we join him then; but till 
such time as that, the Garuda-banner 
lord is lord and soul is soul, so mind! 
‘Tis not hard to see men wandering 
in self-made heavens. Such Yogis 
are galore on Eanh, they have been 
and will be! (9) 

&_CTT(£)li) .^GYJ6iDGO ^ GU SVJ IJ IT UJ , 

s_6T?ijnuj ^cocncu ^.jQGuj 
a_<mir cTih €£>(0 )Qjit; ^cuit gtgbt 

&_ gitG n#,gj| cnGGrr a_ G L nrn<fiilc5TfD rT,T ' 

GHCTT0U5 iSiciDfrju^Lb CgjUJ lS)Gff)fDmL£) 

GuffCM, c^GTT^GLjlb 
QJGTT 0 U 1 3 f\ 01 £) ^ 1 ( 0)01 b Gl JfTGU 

My lord who is, by ‘is’ and ‘is not’, has 
revealed himself. My lord has coff*e 
to stay with me and destroyed foreve 1 
growth and decay, like the moon waxing 
and waning, like knowledge am 
nescience, like sunlight and shade.( 1 ^* 
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io(rfj(en,ib iomijg>gii2> S>OTt 
$(S2>gi) QsLbQunsjrs.tpcu^iA-'a'^if 
<S*06if) ^ubioireannb, 

^jujcsirrii), ^IsvicsTnib ^l(rt)LCmGufTCU 

■®(<2)C'tu LiC.i_ai_Ca.rTU«ii 

^.n^uStoibgjOT^u ua,fl>^ 
@( 52 >giJLb £>u> 

GfffF6&3T6U 5>(rtpU>IT6,rafls>*Gu>. 

This decad of the thousand songs 
°y Satakopan, blessed by the lord 
w ho destroys knowledge and 
n pscience, the lord who is Brahma, 
Siva and Indra, secures the lotus feet 
°f the black-gem lord. (H) 

^•9 / The Friend : On the girl’s 
‘Affair’ / Tiruppuliyur 

Karumanikka | Mand \ Misra Chapu 

a (5> iDtrsreflo,a, IDGinCuGlDCU LDGnjfl<2> g>»—^ 

5>rriO€<ni7A £f»rr(^l«,€fT Gurrcu 

^(^jiDnirc^j cunuj &,&nn 6m<g> s_ , a>ncu 2_«im- 

0?€T1 CltfUJUJ l5)gfTG3T 

^C^iDncu cTLDiDfTcjfr, £rr gliuj6\;0i1l. 

^ >rTl -©5> ^0UM€\Slo4,rr 

■^0 ‘OrTujOTT CulT .^cWjlu Gu5flr @6U6TT, 

eirrecnGJui) rr 

@2>JD0 CT<sn OaiuG&GGJTrT? 

Ladies! What can I do? She utters 
jY 31 a word, save the names of 
e sweet lord of Kuttanattu 
11 u Ppuliyur, who stands like a gent 
fountain with ponds. His chest, lips, 
'Tes, navel, hands, feet and vestment 
re like lotus thickets on it. (1) 

'S*«nc 5r , CI ,^! ctot Oa^CftOT? ^arafl 

^iB(rt,oSleii igg,, 9 

(3>,jf *|_(T (s^nuSlgu^) ^OTirSlujii 

s IJOJ «-L(TO,(CT ) J 3 CutTGU, 

^Sli iS<* (ipu* Lieu aeurai a,irejr 


® odl enbQ, 


-‘-10trHTOTT 

l«"«.C3T Clun^leu (*,9 S(S>Ui ,e6We 
tgeuGcn. 


My Dear Ladies! What shall 1 do? 
She sings in praise of the crown and 
necklace and radiant ornaments, “Like 
the bright Sun on Meru, like the stars in 
the sky”, which the lord wears in Punnai- 
groved sweet Tiruppuliyur. ( 2 ) 

H3»y£ib j^Gueir rf?63rrpi ^grruLj&GU Qun 0 J^rr* 
5>i_cu jSJu ul@ emiigjib 
^la>(Lgd) eriflCW© Q<fsugu^i guliu, 

Qa(igib 3 >^Iit (Lpa,eu 

, l il^lo OutT((Tj ueini— Gunn 

^^rgenrju Quit ear n))e5lg,g,n6i(T 

LDerefl Os>0i°ni_u) ig0 

^>l(n)Ui_|661iy 1 n gugttGld. 

Night and day she stands and sings in 
praise of the bright mansioned 
Tiruppuliyur’s grandeur. Like the 
ocean catching fire, lashing balls of 
hooping fire, — his fiery weapons are 
impatient to destroy the Asuras. ( 3 ) 

&6TT n GUCTTlb (£t CTtn G<5fT6tD€VJli4lb £>0lbl_|lb 

Ou 0 lb C'lt 9 J^Orf> 6 ^|lb 0 up 1 T-) ^)I 

GJfT 61)GTTLD ^IcTTfT fljOTUT LJGTHivJifTft 0)'_L. 

^l 0 ui_i©Sli^rr 

GiJGTTLD <fQCTTrr (>ip€L|6\J0 a_CWT(^ a—lfilip 

Gg)Qj iSlgrTcirr 

GulT Qjenib <£l 6 TTI 0 £fciirrrf))u Gutfdh @ 6 D 6 TI, 

@63Tp @U l_| 6 T> 6 JT @67>ipGuj. 

Yoked bullocks plough the fertile fields 
in Kuttanadu, where groves and 
plantations grow tall to speak the 
wealth, — of the lord who swallowed 
and remade the world, the lord ot 
celestials. This bright dame speaks to 
none, except about his glories. ( 4 ) 

l |«n<an @cr>ipA 6 n ^GJoVta-jih, 

a_«ni iqio Lj^)i<5)<9>sraflui |i.b 
fQ 6 iT> 6i5TLL^ LD ITtfifl in UJ ^6310)1 

,@611110 J ,@gj) • 

5tfa3>65Tu9g)j6TT 0,1 lit gjIUD^fl m 6 D 0 lX> 
(00ui i^o^n 

^yXSiPOTTGltGUT (Tp<?l|l?L»0 , ^UUGCfT 

^)0 ,^0611 (npip<«Q65lG6n. 
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The jewels and the dress she wears, 
the joy in her face, — ever wondered 
where they came from? Oh, it is 
unthinkable! In the cool tank of 
Tiruppuliyur, where a large lotus 
blooms, she immersed herself in the 
grace of the lord of the worlds! (5) 


O Ladies! How can I make you 
understand? Good scholars of the 
Sanskrit Vedas feed the fire whose 
smoke clouds the land of the celestials 
in cool Puliyur, home of the serpent 
recliner. She only prates his names 
forever. (8) 


cnsijftgyiii) j£it 

0>ewji€33r i9rrrrs3T 

<9((5ciTa,(tTT ) ii) CaiTfbacniDOifg) .swcri 

ujiremb a_«rr; 

■StC'fjtii ^(r^onneu Claciigi 

Call a,CTOT 

ditJCT ujpffi2>Siii 

to I IDCUClSIluGU ClaciicSl^Gip. 

There is clear proof that the slender one 
r t!" eCe * Ve ^ I ^ le htvours and the grace 
of the lord. Her lips have acquired the 
red hue of Areca fruit, that grows in 
I imppuliyur graced by the lord. (6) 

OiDcu^jcncuo Clacueu svem Gl*nu,u u|cu* 
aniia, ^jcmb &nen a>(Lp£ldn 
uisvj^ientu ioi. tu oiircniji rr&jr * tat] ^Ipfbgjj 
ifinranb *LDipii>g^ 

Mtii^ancua, Q**i,flgrin® ®.nou 2 _<wci.|iii 

^^UqClStjUjIT 

losueocii <^ih QacOsuo, axOTiramar 0tren 
Jb»incr! iolojijCsu. 
betel creepers with tender leaves 
embrace the Areca trunks there. 
The cool breeze blows over ripe 
plantain fruit and wafts the fragrance 
over caressing coconut leaves 
in Tiruppuliyur. This young one 
has attained the feet of the affluent 
Krishna there. ( 7 ) 


it" c.iijcO ^lasiananSnihCta, ctott Qansuo'iU 

QanciigyCatjr? iflsOsjioia Claa'icu 
eUl laoipsiincnrTit CsiicncfilujOT 

^Cbui ,*NipcO oiireSr qor,* Q, 
ji cfn*ib, ilcb ^MDijnjjiiL'.ssii ifier>ir)S,(0,ii> 
a®" ^©ULicfil^n 

1 " ^Msmonmijncjr g,sji njnujii ^isugutoj 

urtsmtcit ^oiCen, 


urjGiifTCTT ^cuen r0OTT(i)j ^gmjuACu ucafl j£n 
$rr)d> <9>gottcj3t i.9rjrror 

g&ns iDCDrr> Ccu<£1ilht cpoS) 

C OTU CD C\J 1x51 OT fQcjfTf^l ^pcvSluu, 

2)Uli Q^rTQjii, jg,fTLD6DIJ0» 0>UJtD 

^•sOciDA r§)c5Trpi ^cu(rf)ib 

1 !^><p r^<T3Tif») tnrr)Cfr>- 

Night and day she speaks only of the 
cloud-hued lord who resides in 
Tiruppuliyur surrounded by fertile 
fields, where alligator ponds are 
aflame with red lotus blooms, and 
sounds of beautiful music rise with 
Vedic chants incessantly. ( 9 ) 

lonjCjjrrn a_utiuub ctsst? ^sustt ^ib 

jSfffin gijpirii 

(SjOTj) am uxsrafl min. umsiflsn** Camca* 
(*)ipnniia.en u>su<Cl 

Cl^cji flcnag, ^Icu&ih i (ctsij - 

2>' , L-®a ^(SuiicSt^ir 
tgldnrr, mnujO iSIgitrar ^(jcn^CTmi) 

@eucri CjbftuCi_Cft. 

Or else how does her person waft the 
fragrance of Tulasi? She surely has received 
the favours of the Tiruppuliyur lord, 
who stands as a beacon in the Southern 
Kuttanadu, amid beautiful jewelled 
mansions rising by the score. (10) 

GtbnuilL rglemiT) 

nID<9.G3T 0,01 »rWlq.CDU5 

Cf»)ITUU.L Q0,a6OTt (1 ClgrrflRnu.ll 

( ol0>fTosii ot ,gt| G0>rruor Q^ncO 
GujituCl. g,i£lip imronoi ^uSIgagjrir 
©ensii ug,gjii 

Gji>nuibi_rm GjbiiuCLmr Qn,®u>njb(fJ 

crWlq OlLD Q<9 UJU|GgU . 
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i a r>( the beautiful thousand 
Tl “ tv S Ikopan. de.oue of .he 
devotees of the lord w ho is mas.er ot the 
three worlds. W >H secure a life of serv'ce 

t0 the lord for those who recite ,t.(ll) 


s in /Svapadesam: The winged 

chariot from the lord rejected 


Sedumal \ Kamboji | Rupakam 


_ /S aJ.^CTIIO OoiuCoIiStCuiTCU 

05 , 010 ™)® 

O* n 0 u>* .Ba**^"* *"*'“"* 

^^Ctu aM 5 »<wncO, 

^0.0*0, CTeiT? 

sfiliudr npw*>( 0 > OuifilgD^io, 


1 only thought 1 would serve the lord. 

Lo, my evil Karinas disappeared 
instantly without a hitch! But come to 
think of it. other than serving his 
devotees, can there be a greater wealth 
in the three worlds? (1) 


efiuiar QpSMSu® Clu£l@iu>, Cumug, 

^nCsST g,tlCoi ^CSTttgWli 

L(OJ«0 CiDAfiCunw iUrbCiorafl 

^ihienein f iopet y,ib flitpcu 

aujGu) g,«isv®OT0nit 

£(!!>**** 6,,C3 ' nr ^ J,! ^ ^tbsntoCui 
uiuCen ujn«' CttJrrjjnejl 

ff (T }iCun LjircfiKjm gj iftCft? 

The wealth of the three worlds and the 
enjoyment of one’s Self in heaven, 
put together, — will it equal the joy 
1 have found here and now, through 
serving the selfless devotees of the 
cloud-hued lord’s lotus-feet? (2) 


£_ 0 jCujn UITGfilGuJCpA{£)? ^ 6 i» 

a_C03,ib (jprairryib see* jglennj^, 
Alfgjion Cujcsf! .hot 

GajbSjntocorjA&cjjT 
5 > 0 jix)n 6 €Ig 3 stj 5 >nctr iDCuri^u;A^yiu 

^(SiKsji ^H^ujnrr. 
LDGjfltffJfTlLJ ST63TdT)S!jr 

^CTSi^nrr g/iiiC* ^rtliuGoi. 

Is it proper for me to join the lotus feet 
of the beautiful manikin with lotus 
eyes, — who extended his small frame 
and took the worlds, — when his 
devotees, great humble men, nav 
masters, roam the Earth? 

grSlC* iltfllbCgifbo SgS A © 2-JD0I Cf«rO 
@(5 lOrTlSIcOtD tyjdl E_«fin0 &. 
Q/»rh»C*ncu 5 >g> Licucncunuja 

6TcjT qSH'hinnGjT 

QunfbJ^ 671H^y><9i6TT QlfTUJ , 

l ^C\.)OTrOi9)fT6TT ClIU^ 61^ 6 TCJT tDC7Vj>3^| 

<3XthH&) 67OJ iO«V>^ACff GHdiUI 

nj^luil 0 ^(OjctOGcu. 

My lord of coral lips and red lotus eyes 
swallowed and remade the Earth; 1 sing 
his glories. I worship his grace with fit 
flowers in my hands. I have his form in 
my heart, so what do I lack now? (4) 

oiif)uu .0 fp>i_ Gujbfrji 

loauiGir Gaitgv iocvi ft 
*ip. >0 tf 0 fb *i-irflC«aj£l 

GnieriOT&ftj S kiu irbsu StnjJbftirguLb 
^§)d>lLjL _0 «j> 0 ib 

IT)tKd),l thGSl 00 U.MT 637 3 >!T)Qat 

OiDru£V»L.0 g.0tb 

^I3,iia41 a. auCion? OP(Jt!£iiGiD. 

Were I blest with service to his lotus 
feet, were I to enjoy his swirling 
flood of heavenly radiance, would 
that compare with this birth — 
albeit in a lowly body, — where 
I sit and enjoy singing his names in a 
flood of sweet poetry? (5) 
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2_ipjGLDfT? Qp61|GVJ<^le7T 
€^0 Cu^J g>tfJT ^'60 

H&rri Osib (i pa&o, s>crflp «^ilt_ 

OurTQT ctcot ^lijLDfTcjrr, 

Qsih ur€j^l 67(fl 6^iP^CTT 

J^ 673 Tl_ ^SrfJIT 2_uS)lT CTCUCUfTli) 

3>ai75,gu £_63OT0 2_l£6yjtl> L_|CTT ufT&6JfT, 

Qurfluj g>Cjf) lOfTu l_|^>Gip. 

The wealth of the three worlds, or even 
liberation, — will it compare with the 
joy of singing his eternal glories? 
He destroyed the rutted elephant with 
his ringed fist. Riding the Garuda-bird, 
he destroyed the hideous Asuras. (6) 

2>«jfl LDfTU LJdf,Gt£ GTfG^tC^rTOTTfpjli) 

rfJl»T)0li) UUltUfTg, gjrT63T C^ffCST;# 

(ipesfl LOfTu iSlrjiD (ipg,Gv <s£\o ) o ) ndj 

2_gvj<5>ld Qpcfrrpjih (ipcr»cnuiS)5)^> 

5»«fl ID (TO) Qg>lU6Ug> §)fiTfln ^||q.&£ipu 

LJ(£)2>GU ^IGUCTT ^l^tumT 

rb6ijfl ID no 0 >GOG& ,@65TuGlD 
fbrr^ib Gi/inu&fl) 

Rather than attain the lotus feet of the 
great lord, — the lord of exceeding 
glories, eternal, self-made seed from 
which sprouted all the three worlds, 
— I only wish to enjoy the sweet 
union of his devotees forever. ( 7 ) 

fbfT(CrT>ib QJimiAA r£>rbJAil(£F) 

ITjCrfln fi)(\£h Al_6ff)6UU UGni_g)jg)) g>63T 
5,rH0ih Cg>rngff>ii>, £ipi4.s>^ii> 

51 D 63 T ^CVifTg) LJCUUfJUiS) 

J^(6»T,U) LH -*T L4jf^I A<DUAA 

<5»rr6ijib r^l<r<DfT) ucu r^rruSlfpr^icffr 
G<SirTier>jib 2_43 >l_uj iD«rafl LDoncuGuncvj 

£ii 2>5,n6Tf g,t/)fTACTT i* l Gm. 

He made the cool ocean, and spread his 
peerless form on it. His countless heads, 
hands and feet are like a Kalpa forest 
growing wild over a gem-mountain 
with the radiance of a thousand Suns. 
I only long for the sweet company of 
his band of devotees. (8) 


Qjcu^filcncjTcnuj 
r^noib Gtfiumib sgj Qpng><£l 
^LDir G^jfTCTT 6UIT6TT 

G06U, g>OT3T0 UCU UCT>L_UJ«T 

IJfcjl, GaiTCU ®DThJ (h cnCTJT GgTJ£TT 

0)(TCD0) Ca»fTgjj ^CU ^iq.UJfTIT Oj\b 
£>lDf73>CTT gjLDfT^Cn LD fT A CTT fT lb 

<5$Gq CUfTlij5>5) 5,L61GuJfbG*. 

The lord has the power to destroy the 
Karmas of his devotees, with his 
conch, discus, bow, mace, dagger and 
other weapons. He is youthful, and 
love-god Kama’s father. I only wish to 
serve the servants of his devotees. ( 9 ) 

ffu miJAA aiflGujfbg) &£!ipCg,rTfT}j 

£>-521^ 2521^1 LDfT AfTujfTlb 

yjftOdhfTcn Gincafl G^ncrr 

GufTfiffT GD&, dear 

jf>AAli) ^CUCUfT <$|U).UjnTT OfiD 

ujrTfT ^i^LLinn ^^.ujrrrr cni> 

Gftrr^jftcn; ^GiifT^>G<5> A6nmij0 

QdrcO^jii) fbcucu GAnilunGi— 

Through life after life, in every age 
after age, I only wish to be born in the 
family of bonded serfs of my masters, 
the servants of the servants of the lord, 
— who has a Kaya hue, four arms, and 
wields a discus. (10) 

2 >GU 6 U G<9.fTilurTil0 2 _cus,nij 0 >cn 

QPG5Tr5)6T7(6TTjU3 g,fT63T l£l GT><T)!b$> 

^cbffiSl^i &ID6U& &>G&JT€Z3TGnG31 

<^ib &}$&3T no o i GAiruij 1 

^UfTCU6V>UUllu ^*,u9fJa,^jCTT 

U_JLD t JO, Of I ID GUGiiGjnrrO}# 7 

r&cijeu i iO)^,o,nei) iDcncjT ciirripcuir, 

lol5>fT€TOTi oil i6iT3Ttq n l CtOyOtCff^- 

This good decad of the thousand 
songs by Kurugur Satakop* 10 
addressing Krishna, lord-of-blue- 
lotus-hue, who fills the Universe, 
will secure a happy domestic lif e 

for those who can sing ii. (H) 
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9.1 / Svapadesam : On the 
worthlessness of life in the world 

Kondapendir | Sindhubhairavi \ Adi 

'" l s>ncrjri_ Qlj£J 3 U 4 IT u>s>a>6»T, s^nyro^fr, 

ft €WTLCg,nQ utll-gjj ^GOCOfTcO, ftfT^cO 
iDrr)rr)j ujfTgjiixi @cucncu 
^Icn^iqib J^tb. Gioe^jib (iprbrDCuib 
2_6WTi_ t5^ JJrrG3T 

^ATCratL-Cgn^fT^j 2_t[jujCU ^GUCVJfTCU g^cixmcv 
&{J31lpli ^il ChwlCui. 

^'ife and children, friends and relatives, 
have no love save for what they see 
> ou have. The lord who swallowed the 
e 'ght Quarters, Heaven, Hell and all 
c he, is our only road to freedom; his 
Worship alone is proper. (1) 

£hJGr)«T5Tmij) arrrrcijib < 3 ^( 5^611 rraGunffu 
<9.fT)fD^gj6UIT 

'5WCT>653Tuj CU5)5, s__ cottCl CU 

«5HL_ GD L_ <9, £TT G l IH6U c5rCiDdJLJlJlT5 
^^'CTJT «^) 631 fT)rTCco Qlj) tDIJ^Lpii) ffTlUg) CUD 
&>nn (jp^lcncu 

f GJtCTT iTtOTTn^J e_UJUJU GufTACU ^CUCUfTCO, 

§'cuancv> AOTSTieiT GurT^Gen. 

friends and relatives give you their 
'‘me, but sup your wealth like leeches 
11 it lasts. Seek the prince who shot an 
arrow through seven trees, he is an 
°->sis of freedom. Other than him, 
l here is no way, this is certain. (2) 

'^l^GTT C3T3> a_ «OIl tTuj3 ClseutAJ&AJTCjaflftvj 
Gurnet# Gjjjrp; 

r"-,cnG Array ^oTfinu) 

d®r(.»cn; CTOTTi . n, r», J) ^. tf 0 fa 2 T»d»; 
'•(I'jSnOo.fTOT LtaiLs.na, ^ai,rr t0 tiis, 

dJi i>gji«HfTLj 

.^snnu, e_ iu,*, ^sLftino.. 
v<®' 3 >3<finu« n tGcith 

Se eing y„u walk in affluence, thev will 
COrne forward to wish you. Seeing 


you in poverty, not one will ask what 
happened. The lord was born in 
Mathura to destroy wicked Asuras. 
Love and serve him, other than him 
there is really no refuge. ( 3 ) 

^fJCTOTlh ^4,dJlT t^fbjT) 0>fTGnGU5>(£) <rTG3T(Tjj 
<TTC3T(T}J ^CDlftAAUUllunCT 
^(JCSTUD Qfhn G73T QgiUUli 

^GarrfiluSlilL rTGyjib ^o°.G5,; 
CT63tGc 3T? GDUlDgjJCTWJU 

tSIjDjj^XSUCiT 6UOT»n L_|5>Gip 
8 ( jg£zi GTOTTrrjj s>_luuju Guitacu ^cOcvhtcvj 
^gOcttgV) ftcwiien 0<£lC(j. 

Those who are placed as trustees of 
your wealth, will behave like 
petty moneylenders in bad days, — 
what use, need we dilate on this? 
The only wisdom there is lies in 
praising the lord of Mathura. He is our 
hope and refuge. (4) 

0IT) £TG5TO^i j3jti)QrH0;5) 5>nGuD 0 

@ carQ ld jt uj rr it 

ld^jj n GurtAib gjirbip^Gij cdcli^, iDajfrji 

6J>C3Tn)j S_fT))QJlT; 

n Q,g,ncTT Q«iijcn^> c5W<9-rjfT lonijA 

6m_iog>|£r>0u iS)n5{b2>fTO)^ 
cr^ln Q<5»ncTT ^cthuu 2_ujlugu ^cucv-irTcO 
jgCUGnGU <5>Cff3Tlen ^CTTuCin. 

Those who enjoyed sw r eet union 
with pampered parrot-like dames 
will also experience something else 
later. The lord of Mathura destroyed 
many frightening Asuras. So wait 
on for his servitude, that is the only jo}' 
there is. ( 5 ) 

i^itfuwJTCM n k^i(j3Tt iii; cSMfbGfhn! 

t£tart€9iUinCdh. 

•o!,ftnd>63-*d>ujfTn<9»6Ti GVh*?><5H63TGiin GehnOTTiMs^ 
incv»6T»GV' «jt tngu€ff>ni i vm 

i 

G/*ITCUCvSt £!_UJU.M LD(i>k ^<T>‘1C3Tnj/ 

>GiTKA • ^ 
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There is no joy, that is certain. Alas, 
no: realising this, how many men have 
come and passed away in vain since 
yore! In short, praise the lord who took 
birth in the ancient Mathura city, 
other than this there is nothing. (6) 

iojbQ©iienrpi 1 f§)«v«wu; s, ( ir ) rb.a^ClflnOTCa Tm i ; 

lorr ct6vj a_iiS)rr*( 5 jiii 

Gsusotuh; rfljygl luCu 

3>6cijTi£»IT0)GTT; ^fTjC^rr! 
0fb<DLD o^IOTT^j; CTITi^GTT QurrjfQg, g>!TUj63T 

6UL_lDgljan(JU iSlfT) j)^fTC3T 

0*b/DLD £.& £& «a>5 D£jj €y>cu^,eu 

acfciiarr (£jOTjrCi£i. 

There is nothing else, I have said so, have 
no doubt. For all beings on Earth, even 
thinking of him will do. Alas! At least in 
learning his names there is nothing 
wrong. So recite the names of the 
perfect cowherd-lad of Mathura. (7) 

GfJfTLp^GU <£BOTTji»n (^GWTLD ; gHn- ) G&,n r ? 

UMTUJCDG5T 

Currip^j CufT<9> 2_GTTCTT^Qfr>0ii) L|CTT6F>lD 

,@6Ufr5)Qj»TA0 

Gilngjj^D^ffffTUjn GUL-lDgjJttDrTU 6) £)£>£> 611OTT 

cugssi ljaClp 

cSip gj«^D673TujrrLj Gurni) ^^csflcu ujrTgjiib 

£CUO»GU? Sa.&iC.O}, 

A lifetime spent in worshipping the feet 
of Krishna is good. Alas, there could be 
nothing greater than singing his praise. 
The lord was born in Northern 
Mathura city to protect us pure-hearted 
devotees, who desire him alone. (8) 

“Ji'ani g/djanej i£U( 2) ai&raflcv GfGTTjXI 

CTejrjjj .gxgj *0^1 

G1«ujsij(i«jr a n anaCloiiigu aam^ipar)© 
cu»rg)A6V)*i^u> Cunib; 
u^^gjj^G^car G nit*, a, G rr gtt iDfTL_ 

ftJI iDgjjCJDIJU iSllDdjgj 
tb*r§)i Qsfi Gj 2 >itctt ihcmcsarm ^cOcufrcu 

^'GUODCO <9j6!Tinic*n •'JfjConjT. 


1 hose who pursue limited ends as if 
the infinite is not, — they only waste 
away their lives, alas!, — like widening 
their ear-bore and losing their ear 
ring! So take refuge in the pennon- 
mansioned Mathura city’s lord. ( 9 ) 

0 iCTVtC 3 ;j 7 C 3 T ^CUCUfTCU ^CUGinCU 

tffJOTiTT; fglfp/h GU£>giJ 

LDGTJTGTjfWtfT umjib f£i0i(«9)0>(T)C.9> 611! LDgilGT)^ 

^jlewTcinrcDfT gyu) a_6y>i_6imx )10 cxnCt_t\j 

s^ujibiblGwrir; 

CTvrjtjitiinn G 6 uc 5 Rm_rr; gjjibuj^t GuGir 

There is no refuge other than Krishna, 
‘tis certain. To prove it he took birth in 
Mathura and rid the world of its burden. 
If you consider anything as yours, 
sacrifice it to him. Have no doubt, 
devotees, all is by his grace. (10) 

g)s0cnsu infbrru ^suraftcu ct<OT0J 
■SH 2 i|Ggu g,i<srafl)i>g)J 
2rtgxi Gait (,g,cr«Tj AsTinsniOTicna, ^ 

O l_ G 0, fT u GSrCl O fT63TG3T 
$gll ,@6urrg, 6£>£«njT g,l£lip,a >C TT ^« 061 J 

^uSlrr^gjjffh ufb&ti 
6 U6VJ6U lSUjni 0 j< 9 >Gn fbjLOCiDLD ujfrn^Gfr 

ucznnGi—. 

This decad of the faultless thousand 
songs by KurugurSatakop an who took 
refuge at the feet of garland-chested 
Krishna, — those who can sing it 
will be our eternal masters. (11) 

9.2 / Svapadcsam : Waking the 
lord / On Tiruppulingudi 

Pandcti Nalale | Bouli \ Adi 

uottctil. jbncnnGiu. <§<3, $0, 

uib«a,ujagrtot £l(rr> ^I0ig5>i£' 
03 ,n«m( 7 ,i fgtcsr Ga.nuilcv Jojjjgu 
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a curnu $rrj j>g*l 

a, run eng* < 9 > 673 T« 9 >curTcu C/b^A^fnij 
^I 6 JT»(JuQuIT(^jIT>cL> 0 >€tfn UGDCOTr (S^Jbg) 
^(£)UL 4 <rrflrbjQ£jm^» ^i-^^nCcyi! 

O Lord reclining in Tiruppulingudi 
surrounded by surging Porunal waters, 
P ra y look at us with your lotus eyes, 
a,ld pan your silent lips. From the days 
yore, through your grace and the 
mtus-lady’ s grace, we have thronged 
' °ur temple and served you in many 
w ays as bonded serfs. (1) 


^CUujgjj iQot Srilb 

tty GBY ID &} (^(T)GfD6U6uQ5UJgjJ 
2—G3T OufTOTT 

^L-QjrTC^, gul^I cu0eQc3TrT) 

t^muGgmr^,(£j |§ 6^0rbncTT 

Uu *<5>0 ^ciTQjna, rgliflfTgjg, rglcjn lj n&j 

q cinii.g>ujCi/> emeu 5,0 ^c^raflujruu 

Q u rT63T uD^lerr 0ip 0crflri 
cd iu co G 5 rrem cu gj 
^0UL|crfloij0t4 5. <£li n^rrOwT! 

^ Lord reclining in Tiruppulingudi 
ounded by golden walls and fertile 
e as. Through generations as bonded 
r s , We have served your golden 
et ’ ne ver transgressing the limits of 
th Ur 10 ^ doma ' n - May your lotus feet- 
1<u ‘measured-the-Earth decorate our 
e ads one day. (2) 

<Cl, * . 

~ ® ,£ii n-^mu; cT^gycyieyr ftfrcuih 

Q fbQT? e_C3T LCLj ^csvjuj! 

"Ibgjj 0rr)GrncDcu Q/nijgij Qjjbncu c 2niq.cmiD 
~ OJLpCD0ii)Q<SbnCTnm-GfTfm 1 5,0^0CTfl 

Gl«,rroi gafUDcmij^, terror cfiU£)0jg>j jg 

2?__G*fT £,(Tlf>CmQ iDf^j»«n<3>iLjih 

-anerr C\pcncu0ib < }& , 0£>5,0cnrTuj 

$©c , M«rfl*ii(g ) i<ia. £\ L kg.irCo,! 

^ Lind reclining in Tiruppulingudi! 

WorV he three worlds gather and 
1L P you. You lie sleeping day after 


day, — how long!, — till your body 
sores. O Lord, hear your bonded serf of 
unbroken sendee petition to you: Pray 
open your lotus eyes and wake, and be 
seated wdth your dame Lakshmi. ( 3 ) 


I |Ctf 1 nii 0 Lq<^ djrr 0 GSUTlDfb)Gm<*> 

@0£>g)l «ncjJ0(b§)gjgjjcn rQc 5 Trp) 
(oi#>crtijbS> ^2>cmg>uj^ih ^hi^lujfrGj) 

CTCJTCinCiJT c^cnCDnUj! CT5 sTT< 5>0 e^l^0Clt] 

(TjcrrflrT[£)2> 2 _cu<5iLD QpcBTrrgL. gsi cfilojuu 

(brrr^jdhcn 

ucrfl(^)0 J^i7(lp^6^G3T UCUGTUbCurTGO 

dhcaflcumu iflcijuu, £ iSsrrcs^r CDngnGuj. 

Reclining in Tiruppulingudi, seated 
in Varagunamangai, and standing 
in Vaikundam, you enter my heart 
and clear my thoughts. Lord such is 
your grace! May the three worlds 
also see you, and may we shout and 
dance in joy. Pray come and show 
your cloud-hue form, and let your 
coral lips redden! (4) 


ucuctTibCufTCu (fhcafl ciirruj dflcnuu 

$ ArrCT7r CLJIbgi} fpOTi ljcu rglcun (ipg^tb 
S,si)g) *$rr (yjfryeuei) CWiugn rglsirr 

gdnocnrj aujciio, ^OTiji^cniuu 

USUOT 5,631 ui_iiraXj> 2_63)0 Gun^n,^) 

3,6331 

asuOT icn ftcrfljbjglOT guii CWg, 

aniij Jlenu upenev ^einp^nCest! 

O Lord reclining in Tiruppulingudi in 
cool waters where conch and corals 
abound! Pray come and stand before 
me, your coral lips reddening, flashing 
a smile of dazzling pearls, your lotus 
eyes half closing! Did you not come 
riding the Garuda-bird to save the 
leg-bitten elephant? (5) 


(9»nii, rflcaii ■ 1 15633611 agrntgai Gi jircsnocincuuSiG&T 
iSi 6 l 633 rfT 5 i fsrrn (ip,£l6u Cutreu, 
ion rfPcin innaSl iDircvSliftncir Greotjtji 

, 3^61113 111 A a 63 T 633211 ^ip 63 T 1^6^111 
fl,niu dhcin Cp6ii|T,t,is! a^,ln ^ipiqu.inOG3Ti 

5,6^ 6111061) ^^(>1CIL461^ 1^1 (j33m U.IITILJ! 
Anui ^631 51^1(5). Clinch, till go , 5 , 6331 ^ 1 ? 

615^ GTii, ^l_ h aiq.6linC63T! 
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O Lord of glory on a serpent couch! 
Worshipping you with flowers, water, 
lamp and incense is superfluous. Alas, 

I know not how to serve your feet. (9) 

5>fTGn 2>mD6tn{jujn€3T 2 _crrgji a_£)*£)iun€3T; 

Gurrcn- Clinch i£ctt u>^ 2 _cst 

^a,a > Q > ^Gsr\ 

^errrjnujg, O< 2 >fT(t£ajrT 0 ti) 

fblTlGT^LD CJQ5T q&ipGA/T 2_S5T ^CuClD? 

Brahma sits on your lotus-navel. 
Siva occupies your right side. Celestials 
stand around you and worship. 
Can I ever praise you fully? (10) 

#Goib CTcuencu gjcuirrii ^iq.Gu>su 
C&ncuLD igsii 0 (£)asiiTff <fi_Go,rru«ii GoitsO 
loncncu ^juStgijgjCTT gfenai ug>£lsrflcaT 
oireun snsu(g,jj,^ l i> 6 jjy®«u unejusmoGuj. 

This decad of the thousand songs 
by fair Kurugur’s Satakopan on the 
lord of great virtues will secure 
high Vaikunta. (11) 

9.4 / Svapadesam : The Eleventh 
Separation 

Maiyar \ Asaveri | Misra Chapii 

enuj^n ^^rbj^ffjaTiarafl <5 .ldoj locunCuico 

Cl^u'jujrrcrT ^^liirTfrcfilcisflcu G< 5 iT $ 0 UjnGcu! 

ClcuojujrTIT <3tL_IT <5,rfl CjjjgJlD 

«ar>ftujn! a_aTCin(SffTA Arrcwi* « 3 , 0 g ) jib gtgbt 
fh fa dill G G3i3T. 

Lord who sports the dame with dark 
eyes on his chest, lord of conch and 
discus! My eyes pine to see you. (1) 

aswrGsaar! a_63Tcr>ofrs> e,nama a>(2>$> ctot 

O ii> 

CTGffffrG6irarQ5,n6iWTi S\n^cnte i u.ifj ) nuj, 

@ujix>L(Lb; 

G^crfarGcTOmn (ipG3flcurT&0 GTc^Tnjjii) a,rTCff3Ti | 

rfl UJ ITCTl uj 

gjt^njTcinRnQ^n^lGiuGST Gicsrrpj g>irG3T 

r 5iraiij)i'n iGrai. I 
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Lord, desirous of seeing you, my 
heart speaks countless thoughts. 1 call, 
“I shall not let you go”. Alas, he evades 
even the gods and sages! (2) 

^)Ginipa,^lGirn 5 ^m.jjnCu.iOT f^irtu asi.crnj) 

ojrrsuneu 

0 «ny)fi,^l«jr!Dgj Curtcvi, suit a_diGiui 

0cr>ipiijib; 

iDcn ip&tg) (^anpib crQg,^ j9«n5 

5,ir^mu! 

I Sie!DLpAaCtC5TrDgjj ^) 0 eir sTsiitpi GugdpGuCOT. 

Like a lowly dog that wags its tail, I call, 
with my heart melting. Then you 
protected herds with a hill! I fear your 
grace has missed me. (3) 

a_j)| 6 iJ£i GTc^nrrji a_emi >0 ^gtt uC^*? 

f£) 6&l{hGR T 

OufpjGUgd C7gjjQ,o,rTG\l CTTGTr^j GuCD^GlLlC^ 

LDr^j&cO Q^UJIULD GUrTffJTQjfT fTGTTGlI(Tft 0 

CTCjTg)JLb 

c^f^€UgxJ ^fflujrTUj ^U)LDfTG<Sn! 

Lord confounding the gods and 
Asuras, you came as Narasimha! 
Fittingly I have surrendered myself, 
but fear for what lies ahead. (4) 

Gufluincnanu tSlgioOTor CP ot usnL.g.j&nenGS', 

SUlfl OJttOT 

U OT Slf 1G 3, r, shifit uiTn) 
aiflwrar aipsO anonna, a^&Cg,. 

The lord of gods came as a lion. He made 
Brahma too. He reclines on a hooded 

serpent. My heart seeks his feet. (5) 

aLriTBnona, anew,* 

A?' ( n )Q> 5> n a > 0 G ott €5t ; G <2 , cu ri &, ( 10 

crrcOcuruD 
O.L itaCan^l 

&—UJ 0$>gi) 

s-.dicjncji a^cnter^ii) ctoti g>_ cherub 
&_ 0 >ij)Gg>. 
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THE 


T oneine to see you. I contemplate 
voufform. Peerless Lord of Vaikunta! 

My heart rejoices in you. (6) 


£) 2 _OTCTT$£J 

^AlDLJfTcO 

^dMB S>neir jgnb Gs,rrajTi_ 

«^ldc\j nl 

jflgjcb a,rr^ci'di u> n "«l ©l^wii @0 
jS,A5>0"iu! a-0Go.' 

O Lord who came as Narasimha and 
tore apart the wide chest. You live in 
the core of my heart. My heart rejoices 
in you. ( 7 ) 


s>_© .%^ u) «u>uiiii«iL<$ sTcOcumh 

Oun0 Seurat rasueuitu 

Gluit0il(«)iii 

©10 <%‘‘P U ' ©J^ 45 ” 11 ® Gs«uits.tl(ff ) 

67 6U SUIT if) 

g, (Tfy uj <fb fedJI6tfijT 6iT> OT (h CTuT 

Q h C37lC L Cabo I. 

I have seen my Krishna lord, — 
he stands beyond the six schools. 
The subtle cause of all the world, 
he is the womb of even the gods! (8) 

a,«OT@CI®itcri>i(pi for acfsi ^yjs, 

l j t> o"o i cnru sfilsmsisni-imiSlcjT uiijCpnQ ©(giagi 
Oa rt s!iiti_n*0 ©lCJPS»i S-Gnrrrasra Qoircu 
toncnojAsir CWsstCotiot 

^SIJTI 5,5,1 &IDIJH Qt 10LDITOJT ^II^CuiGot. 

I see the lord before myself. My heart 
has sung his songs delightful to devotees! 
My Karmic bonds are broken. (9) 

^U,HJn€5T @SUS5T STSSIitj, etCJTA^ ,^|i 

c®N(TC)6tt QsiijLqib 

Cl^munonsn (glsm® i_|«y> <Slcnir>0 

MGTTGTflcTT 

Oa.itutujiT«inraT (5jOTTrr,rri£)6u s_cus>ii> 
^u,ujii6*)an, ©ran 2,^, ^^.Cujcji 

^u-'ibasuirCiri. 


The lord who bears the Garuda 
banner keeps me as his servant. His feet 
once strode the Earth and all. What a 
wonder, I have found him! (10) 

^rrjn iD5,ujrro7C3T 75,5)61101 <3 ,otiot'iott 

c^n suujGu OgjOTi 

0 ' _(*5>rTl I (jjl 

^nCfT) OtffTOTOl <£>(T ^,uSla5>gj|6TT @U 

U5.g)llb 

qCrr)5>(fi)ixi GincjiGua g,d) @or 2_u9n5>G5>. 

This decad of the thousand songs by 
Kurugur Satakopan of fertile fields sung 
for the lord who killed the rutted 
elephant grants the lord himself, — 
the soul of the gods. (11) 

9.5 / The Girl: Speaking to the 
birds and the bees 

Irmuyir | Keeravani \ Maty am 

@OT a_ ll9<T5 G^QJQ^ILD f£<CT)lb 

Q^fTGTTT^ <TT5,5)6in€3T 

6TC3T s.-u9it Gfbnoj i£lg>iT)Grp<arrifi)oT (^u^eu 

Gu63TL_5.rTCTT; 

0631 2_U_9lT<g, (5iGT5TfaT3T iSlgrTOTTOT I^IT QjfT^> 

6T6JT 2_uSl IT <£F6Y6fil<fh 0<9»n(v)luumT5>(5)ii) 

,@5>5)Gnc3i GeutojaT^Ginn? 

O Lady cuckoo! What have you against 
me? Must you and your mate come 
here to coo sweetly? Alas, you do not 
call my Krishna to come, need you try 
so hard to take my life? (1) 

,@5,5,07631 Gfriioar^tug,] ^^2)1 

^16311$ GO Cu07U5,n6Tl! 
tfT5>5,6T)OT j^^lb ffjJLD C^GD^JlD 5>637rirbg)l 

6jrbl(5)$fT 

^cb5,5>k3l C5,n6fil|T>5,01 QlOUJUJOl c^GOCVlOH 
6p)(ff)6lJlT«5*(5)Lb; 
c^ih, 001 2_ii9fi 

«n5>tuGj2>. 
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O Lord of glory on a serpent couch! 

oi shipping you with flowers, water, 
lamp and incense is superfluous. Alas, 
1 know not how to serve your feet. (9) 


Lord, desirous of seeing you, nr) 
heart speaks countless thoughts. I call’ 
“I shall not let you go”. Alas, he evade 5 
even the gods and sages! (-1 


S.-TOT gpiUDsnrjujTCji 

Gianth io^ 

^^g^rTGar; 

G&n^an^u, ^luigirari,; 
ctot M ay>C*iT a_sjT icuCio? 

Brahma sits on your lotus-navel, 
biva occupies your right side. Celestials 
stand around you and worship, 
'--an I ever praise you fully? (10) 

d)«tCu)CU a.OTtl 

S'* ©(.'!)•«' na «l CfttruOT Gsnoj 
ui-rraitv ^uSluag,iOT ug^lafla, 

urrsun sncug,*,^ cjn^cO unrarsmDCuj. 

This idecad of the thousand songs 
by fair Kurugur’s Satakopan on the 
lord of great virtues will secure 
high Vaikunta. fin 


>A ' Svapadesam : The Eleventi 
Separation 

Maiyar \ Asaveri \ Misra Chap,, 

a,0rii»,s!raTerofl 0,100 locunCiocii 
Qauimaur ^oiomrcfflarfWi. Con ^t^nG, 
Cl«)i UJ ^ o.un o,rfl aliig>dl cib&d 
ar.Auin! a-OTcnca, anas,* CTd 

<J>6wrC«Viji 

Lord who sports the dame with da 
eyes on his chest, lord of conch ai 
discus! My eyes pine to see you. (1 

ftSMtCom! ^aicoar* & nswrA CT 

CT ainC ef3 TQ a> „ a i 5IL 

sfiennCart (ipafla.ftA^ 

iboraios.i.OanjpCiudT siarip, 0 , 0 * 

<^CnipUljCcB 


,^iq.rF>nGLUC3T fbfTUJ 

airTGufr 50 

«r>g> e>£i earn)gj Cuncu, stott 2—GtiGTHD 

tDCnLp<5i(£j ,$|€3T£)j 0G3TfT)li> <5H, 

frlYCpO,^- 

t9«ny)^»^lc5rm3g ) i <^(JTjGtt cTsjrrr}] CugjlEpJ 61 ^ 63 * 

Like a lowly dog that wags its rail, I c3 ^’ 
with my heart melting. Then y°° 
protected herds with a hill! I fear yo 
grace has missed me. v ' 

’(9 

a-gisvS 1 ,5,’gii msjigi 2_raro,(ft) u ‘" u 


Qun)JCllOj ci^Ganci) Crainy Cu€5'5:^ lLJ “ 4 

a^e** 

IDfrjj&CU OtflUlilLD CurTGSTClilT g> 11631611^(5? 

<^rfluj ^rflujnuj ^ ldlD^Gg^- 


d 


Lord confounding the gods 3 P | 
Asuras, you came as Narasimh'V 
Fittingly 1 have surrendered nt)' 5 ^ 
but fear for what lies ahead. ( 4 

<£MiflmfTUj ^ib id nencsr ^tiorjn t9fJ fT6S1<?3T ’ 
Qurfliuncncnu iSlrjiocnesT ^p«T i 

QJfTCn ^gcfilisjr vTJ>SJ>nill 

u €TTCrfl Q * n CTT<$ ^ 
i9> rfl tU fTOTT Aipco «»rTOTJT<9> 

The lord of gods came as a lion. He ra ’ 1 j 
Brahma too. He reclines on a hoo c 
serpent. My heart seeks his feet. (' 

*©£<!«,! 2-OTsnato, incur* ^ 

06©*^ 

CTSOOT'' 

! ®©AS 1 '! cfilOTfij^u) *uir*Ca |T .'£’ 

a J 

^(©aai 1 * a_63icmc3T a^cn^OTjU) cc® s - 


cii^ 1 


ft* 


G9> 
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Longing to see you, I contemplate 
\* U [ *° rm ‘ ^ eer l e ss Lord of Vaikunta! 
heart rejoices in you. (6) 

.OTTGDC3T 2_CTT^LD C763T CTTCTT^gjj 

^ncrr ^uditjLC^ S)l_ld Q&fTcroTt 
. ^ajcon! 

ftfrorrciicsT ^5>cua> ^(fv, 0o_n)r! 

^ )<9> 5'Srriu! 3«x<flri.<g»ii) ^iu s.^Gcit 1 

^ Lord who came as Narasimha and 
*? re a P art the wide chest. You live in 

• e COre °f my heart. My heart rejoices 
ln you. ( 7 ) 

^ CTCV>CVJfTli) 

LjrT v2) {QC?TfT)rT63T ^GYl<=rr C’cOcOtTu 

OufTfrrjil^jd) 

^ tfTcOcvjrrib 

© ■Syfiuj fh to-JuTCoot 631 G31 &> toOol 

Q&tncnxGi. Ggjt. 

jj ^ ave s ^en my Krishna lord, — 
Tk Stanc * s beyond the six schools. 
^ e su btle cause of all the world, 
e ls the womb of even the gods! (8) 

i 6T63T 5>CTOT ^i«r)«3JT 

LJcjjj A€lfu|j^F)J 

q ^ ^GJncaTiumjSlciT u0)Cn)fT0 

2_araT«rar<5 Qarrcu 
u>ncT»eu5icn G<5rT6jrrG«TG3T 

j, 

r^UJlJfi QtJ^lOfTCST ^I^GujGgJT. 

h^ e [ ^ e l° r d before myself. My heart 
Mv k'H^ ^' S son 8 s delightful to devotees! 
■trrnic bonds are broken. (9) 

■S'suost eTeurgi «Tsns>0 <St,n 

QaiLiijii) 

^®nG5rr 

qshstn«5i 

^ U "’ Gri ® , T (flyOTjonuisu a_softib &tG<i!bg> 
^t «§M63ii jb§) ^U|-Gijusn 

2_ llj £>g,su frGfp. 


The lord w'ho bears the Garuda 
banner keeps me as his servant. His feet 
once strode the Earth and all. What a 
wonder, I have found him! (10) 

■Sy 0 n u>2>“J ,TOT1 ®* , s§4i— f<s>s>eudsr ^arcnGsr 
Gsgj ^rr cuincu 0§cii 

B\ _Gaiti i fcir 

^j/rGff) Clc>rT63T63T £f>it ^eu.LlSltT^^JSTT 

uigini 

S 3 Grr)g,^iT)Lh sutrssrajiT gii .gwr 2 _uSlfrsiCa,. 

This decad of the thousand songs by 
Kurugur Satakopan of fertile fields strng 
for the lord w'ho killed the rutted 
elephant grants the lord himself, — 
the soul of the gods. (11) 

9.5 / The Girl: Speaking to the 
birds and the bees 

Innuyir \ Keeravani \ Maty am 

S)C3T 2_ uS)<T<9 CffGU Cyi LD 
QihlT65rat(^ 

gt€3t a. uS)<t GfbftQj ifi)tprr)GfTVG3Ti5l63T (^uSlcu 

Cu«r»L-*fT€TT; 

CTCST 2_uS)lT0j 5i633TC33T lS)lJfTGDC3T f^lT 6UfJ,4, 

5tfl 

CT63T s>_uSI it <5sYcfilft G ArrQuurrai^ib 

@g>2>cn<an G«it»7iyT0Ginff? 

O Lad}* cuckoo! What have you against 
me? Must you and your mate come 
here to coo sweetly? Alas, you do not 
call my Krishna to come, need you try 
so hard to take my life? (1) 

^(5»<9>foFtGn C<su6«raT0GiJgij c£J«i£pi 

^ (>jirfil gv CufiDL a>ncri! 
Gigy&GTtGSi f^^ib gycb C^Qjftyjii 1 

GftfT6filjj>^63T CllDlUUJCaT ^iCOcMcjn 

ST6 ^ 1 c^giicsi 
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O Lady heron! How melancholically you 
and your mate converse! You need not 
have tried so hard. Alas, the trickster 
Govinda is no true lover, that is it. Now 
my life is already in his hands. (2) 


O My perching Mynahs! Do not cajole! 
I have nothing to do with you anymore. 
The lord of Sri then took the Earth by 
trick; he has planned to rob my life as 
well. (5) 


(5)SUGCT GDfliUjCg, CTOTTgl 2_uSl|T ^S5Tr51ci) 
CuGDL <9>fTCir! 

CTcucji CWweSI £* 

qc<m_ (A,ipGc^ 

2>6mb ClLu^lcu gvj fr cfilcDCffrujrTiliq.CujfijrT 
a_uSl<7 (@rb)(^) 2 _csutCl_ ft? 
6TQJS5T O^FrTCOoSl ^0)^10? g^JlD 6JfbJ(£) 

ftn.ft(ft>rjcO GftllQGlD. 

p Lady herons! My life is in his 
hands, need you go around me with 
your coquettish walks and jibes? 
This sinner-self has done no penance to 
survive. Alas, how can I hear your 
piteous calls and live? (3) 

<S*L0>(.9)(JGO C<9>L_0li) rF>cb £F»6TOTC3TrC3T LDrtUJOTT 
Q 6U Crf) U UL_ rTOTT; 

Glocu (^lonerr Cl«,rT€TTGeTT63TLiSle3T, r^^Li) 

G< 5 cucyjii>, G ft ni^lft ix gtt! 

<SWfTft0li) ; U>GJT(y)li) ft0U5(ipib fblDft0 

c^rtjftGg,; 

e^ljftCiDftiijio (Slcargy 

s>_LpgyjGtf>. 

O Peahen-and-peacock! The trickster 
Krishna does not heed your calls, pray 
do not take to the upper register. 
My heart and speech and deeds are all 
there with him, my soul and body 
flounder somewhere between! (4) 


h f£lcr3Tfrjj SL^Lfxyo^lcffrjp ujngjjcanL.tj 

L4j63> €)J ft (16H ! 

Sni ^f«r>L 

(OytpCrr) g&t i£l G«jt n 

^'S^loteijiTCurSjaGii $eii cjip a_eu(g,u) 

OftrrOTim 

2)10 £1(1^ loom ion gnh ^sfil i>_ gototh 

CT«raT6?nrfls3TncffT, 


fb<p3T(£) 6T6ff3TG«rafl £>71631 GDCTTn^O) ifl 

fimug>CGu! 

<§}C3T (2>fJ6U uSlLprpGfpCU; 6T631 ^(7 2__uSllTft 

o,n (&)&$)& 

rQc^T Q^OJUJ Qjmu spft^ii) gu nujeCT 

ft€tr5T633TG37, W>ft ft IT 6^1 GST 63T 

fQor uftib 5aio r£lrr)g,g,6ffT 

f^fh)d£lG3TfT«rr. 

O Puerile parrot! I have brought 
you up well. Now do not start your 
sweet prattle. Your beak and feathers 
take my mind to my lord Rama again. 
He enjoyed union with me then, 
and deserted me! (6) 

f£r^l4iluj C<9ifT6u5, g, IT ID 1*0001 

acre! OffsinajimJ 

GurTlll_lX> ^GV C1C3T Db^LDnesafliifiSIO 

5> Gd'a! 673)631, IOOI1J63tGlj06V 

CfttnloMD sfilsoCWg) iflsJtgiiii) Cio&A 
ip rrnin?, ctt^f. rrcrt 1 ! 
ftoCCi_5v)i0C3T i^jld &-(m, crcir s_uSloft(£) 

a,ircuC«!i. 

O Dark lightning-clouds! You remind 
me of Krishna. He enjoyed my 
company, then deserted me. Pray do 
not show his lotus eyes, lips a nd 
his dark hue; your form is like death 
to my soul. (7) 

a.uSloff,(5) ^ig,i ansurao sTcsinji a_ibomn ujod' 1 
§jV<bGe>lbtg> 

(^iiSIgu 6ini j 0 ,ci)An«ir! «9 >g!rt633ts3t o,iru)Cu) 
(®jipn5)A 

ftuSlou . lyncr, CsorfjQijjog; uosv ^iq.rflgMi® 
S2>S>i 

u liS) p ft>) iu OjGUGliCniij &0T u ti* cufrt ijCJROM 

on u?Ca' 

o Foolish Koels! I pleaded with y° 11 
not to sing my Krishna’s names. Alas- 
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THE 


vo u have killed me. I gave you curds 
And rice and sweet pudding, and taught 
a u to S peak. O Benevolent birds! 
Good reward for my labours. (8) 


usjjru s_er>L. susOTClungl ^ii>iSlo.cTctr! 

uGFST iprrjGrr)co ctt; 

( |_j£3i(T Gcucu Q*rr0 0g,2>irci) 

gjjib ,@<31 0rjcu 
gjOJi Cluffi “ S>^es>l mcuiW^iTCU 

cj>A0ii) 

ft sAr Ou(5<i ff,sOT<nrar6 b 2><i> <^t,sSl ^erargl 

GTLp ff, b Jo I feodflgyr fT fejl. 

O Bumble-bees! Do not hum, your 
music drills into my wound. My Lord 
Krishna of dark hue, with large eyes 
like a lotus blossom in a large lake, 
comes only to rob me of my life. (9) 


crip rr,6irinG<rafl <F,iT(ip<i> CbU) ghitott 2,m_G6ffm(^ 

ffpXsSTr^O&OI fTLD 

U t£63T ^LpfTr^j^cfTArTffh! 

UUS1S3TJT)J GT63T 

cduujCsd 

HUJ.3,0 ^fbjDgjJ 

$CfUp ff>CVJ<W ^CTTL-Jlb 2)GD6UuGl_llLlgjj 

fiTTf^(£)lb 5>tfiDipft«,G<SU. 

O Good water-egrets! I desired union 
with the Vaikunta lord knowingly. 
This jewel body has learnt to slip away 
bit by bit. Now what use flocking 
around me? May joy descend and reign 

everywhere! (10) 

@cttuiXI $wi«uuGljuj£j vrni<0ii) ®«r>y lojg, 
ueii 

<5,6jt ^(ITyCTTQouj^ 

i.nn U I G«D 6HTT <£, 

G^cvr ™ itj3T CUrrcv 

<SH,uS) o4.g,i cfr^i ua> «i. 
(i^CTTl jQa>fT(^ (*LpGL|C\j(^ih E__^fV^Gu). 

This decad ol the thousand songs 
by Kurugur Satakopan blest to sing 
in song, the praise of the lord who 
reigns in joy everywhere, will melt 
the hearts of all. i < < v 


9.6 / Svapadesam : On 
Tirukkatkarai 

Urtikumal | Tilang | Adi 

2_00lDtICV) Grb(g)Slb Z —u 51 ltls3T U0ule5Trfjl; 
Qu00<x>ncu Gsuilana><iiib: ctot GsujCs,<ot 
Q§iIt<,o*jil_Gcitg3tO 
O«i0cri <rtcu«umb AndSI ftioyp 

^ 0 a&fTll 5 ,S 3 S 5 

U30g 6I<U UH1UJ65T 0,631 IfMTUJID C3SC3 T 0^jrrGlT). 

My heart melts, more than I can bear. 
My love surges when I recall his wonders. 
Alas, what can I, a mere servant, do? 
He lives in Tirukkatkarai where lotus 
blooms abound in streets. (l) 

<£l«o«3TG2,' T !pjii> OsfrGOgyiibGr&rTipjci 1 O<j>|CT,0, 

<SH®&I a_0ib; 
cfilITCTT ^(T LJfTUrGyjlD G<ai.lHi €~T€<3T.g,, 

•3*>" a- uSIit; 

St 631 631 G S> (T SIT LJ, (CTjG ,5 <T 631611^1, G^r,63T 

5>ni_5j«nij<rTC3T ^sx( t 11 i ty l 
10 63") COT iQ 0 61) fed fT) IT fed I 2_63T<fj>(^ 

^ilGaiiiajii) i£ir< 3 moCuj. 

In every thought and every word 
my heart fails. Even when I sing 
your praise, my soul melts. My Lord 
and Father living in lake-abounding 
Tirukkatkarai! 1 cannot think of 
how I am to serve you. (2) 

<S*i6intmijfi6vi Grv,(a>0ib ojiei^^jiu <- 

ul QTGJT 

rrfT6T'iDG<9U.» ! IF)| (TT63T Si_uSllT ^4,IU <r»0T(T 22_uS1n 
SL_ 633T l_ rt(J3T \ 

■‘fn tOGo^ij^ (»^rrcir*Gv.>». f ib JKfTi.. ctott 

cNUurir 

■f>»nn (4>Aleu s\i araraRntirr ‘Jit.-nauri 

j 5 ) .fOC <Si) cal. 

Through goodness he deceived mv 
heart and entered it. Then he 
be came my soul, hurt me and took 
my life. My dark hued lord and 
father lives in Tirukkatkarai. 1 do 
not understand his deceits. (t) 
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dPCGUc&r OjdngjjcrT 

a_cu(£)ii flrt)* 

QrtjjSlcnicujncu <5(ajprrudT 

! 0 ff)(g)ib iSIgrteSr 

Ocu^l Gancncua, CI^ott o,nilft«r>rj 

CTCTT <£HUUC3T 

erdr ^yi a_uSlu a_sm_ $0 

The lord who contains all the worlds is 
contained in them. I cannot understand 
how the Tirukkatkarai lord fancied 
such a lowly soul as mine! (4) 

$0 ^t0«n CWjusuott Cuticu, creirepeTT 


Worshipping my Krishna at 
Tirukkatl tarai, my love-sickness grows. 
I think and then weep. He came and 
took me lovingly into his service. But 
my soul diminishes day by day, alas! (7) 

GoiticTT s_ejjTunOT neb 2 -^ 

g,nein 

!bni6Tf,ii> 2>n-crr suj,gj crOTTsr.cn yjjbpPa 1 ® 
g,neb 2_cine n* 77 ' 

Anen t&n Gio&g, u>I2,ot. AnuAeno ctot 7 

^uupi£} 

^ucGnj l iG-L-gj ctott ^yir ^ 

UUI.C0- 


a-uSl^U) S_ L Got. Ji_i,CJTl_nOTT 

^1(5 cutirn Gimonsui, Q^ror a.uC.Acnrj neb 

jiuuiii, 

*0 CUCTTIT ClDOlfl CTOTT ftOTJTCWTOTT 

AOTQJ f^ftCcn! 

Pretending to shower grace he entered 
into me, and in a trice he swallowed 
me, body and soul. Oh, the tricks of 
dark hued lord Krishna plays! He lives 
in ferule groves of Tirukkatkarai.(5) 

CTOT awiBBTHi Acrroni) Strara^a ciauiumuj 

d&iih acreicnncir a_OT5Ti. error e_uS1As, 
Go,ngj 

MOTtacottottu) qsuib.SI ^HUUAOJ 

neb Acmanneb neb & ^oiott ftnCAcnr; 

TOgjCio. 

My Krishna s tricks appear to me as 
truths. This chaff of my soul which he 
sucked and threw aside wakes up to 
reality, then weeps day and night 
“My Krishna, my Krishna” and 
worships him at Tirukkatkarai. (f>) 

AnuAGnt) «7agi,!i; 

% ffTSJTOTy UD J 

Go..’ enA Gjbnu, an u rSoncj,^ acr , a ^ 

2-(A)U); 

^t,uQairshsu(TOT sp&g# neb a_uSln t^ebn, 

UifTUJGJTfrcO 

fW.rTch (^c/nroi itli g>j ct«t a u <^ 
f a 4,rrch a*_GWrCt 


He came not to take my service, b« 
to eat my soul! Da> by day, bit t>) 
bit, he eats my all! My rain clou 
lord at Tirukkatkarai, — was m 
interested in service? His altering 
was on my soul! 


OF a_u9ii uili.g,) cTcsr^ji c_uSIit ul- u ^* 

j2>rciOCT>l7«> 0>wfl ClltTUJgx) t?* . 

ArTIT CTljjlcO ClDAjj) Cig)«n &>niL&GMJ f 

Qi&v** 

fin cnflcu rbncu £>i_ib C&itctt 

My dark hued lord at Tirukkatkarai ha* 
lotus eyes and coral lips, four arms and 
godly radiance. Which other soul dm- 
he torture like he does mine? ' ' 

sumflACUngj^Q a.ejner.OTT efil 

ctottottott cjhJSIuj, ctot 7 ®^ 1511 . 

iy>eb i3 ' 

unrflg,g^4> ftncsr ctottottott tipmmu 

Ann epA(A,\b AnC-Aenij ^ul.ott *“t iu . 

f thought, “If ever I see him, I will g» b 'j 
him , but before I could, he decc* . 
me and hastily drank inv all. My 
lord of Tirukkatkarai is smart! 


Amu.iOT.nuja, ^.Iftnanp 

'«lanm ^4,1* gjjn.flnna «i 

ojujcm ^jotuo ^uSloftgii nl p 

r^n&di ftctyariffiTACTi &> ' T ' 
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Ins decad of the thousand songs by 
■ a j 0 P an of ivy-walled Kuruguron the 
. who killed Kamsa will destroy the 
Mirage of the world, just see! (ll) 


9.7/The Girl: On 

Tirumulikkalam 

Enkanal \ Kharaharapriya \ Adi 

0,i£lcunuj 


< °' o ' , i‘a>rs0 


$<*(0) 
lol. rtjftijinu! 


u (2> gjiipnuj ^ynq cuh 

i*>nc (2) L fengj'Tuj 

^^cOftch CTC3T 2>cnGV)Cu>cO OanyjitfGgrr 

q ^lioCgnCL. 

in ^° <)c ^ e 8 rcl searching for worm 


Tj r . tn y garden mire! Uo to 
... lrriu hkkalam as my messenger, to 


Go 
gei. 
the fra- 


a>nc„ 


'® 


my D , as my 

S r antT i nCer ' or< ^ "'I 10 wears the tra- 
m, f l, lasi; then you and all your kin 
- P*ace your feet on my head. (1) 

®u> iSIrflujnCg, g)!U> 

•JhioiV . . (•flcugiiinniij 

0C5(2> ^orafl 

. QPjpAAcn.a2_©nri)iL|J) 

^ JLD U ^Ul |€WT0 CTOFT 

<2)ti)LDnffu ^gipunCTOrQ 

<5^^ SB_ CiT>0)6iifTIT^^g, 

Q I ^iA^CVjClO? C^Gi^CrT' 

Vour Pj^lnrd herons flocking with 
him in l' lCS >n ^ ^' n l * am spurned by 
•ivinoi * cor ned by my kin, what use 
T'irumnm a , sk m y. lortl who lives i 
We hoi f -‘ k f ka1 ?™ w '*h his retinue: .u 

11 ‘ or his company? 

^ajQu,? Ca,afiv- • 

^ ,6n <b> ld »mil 

,3 ‘ ,, *C3i iSw . Cs>(n,ii> 

«*!*>«»> J»«ni.* R «h! 

'‘ ,a *a>u * /f '°" ;n 2>g>i e-onniujJ) 

<9«vin GunguJ, aei „ ana> _ 

*"*’ ojouj 

*' ^ , '°” cu ( * ur, g»ltb j£lt">G in rafl 
e^'q «»l6n>aC5s. 


in 

are 

( 2 ) 


O Flocking storks and herons searching 
for worms in my lake! The lord resides 
in cool Tirumulikkalam. His limbs and 
eyes are like lotus flowers, his dark hue 
is like the leaves. Go ask him: are we 
not fit for his company. (3) 

c^iui«,igj,a,(gjO, ^sfilcsnsnCiudn 

cfil® gill2>" OJ 

^(5Qp^e>a>6 T ui) assign ih Qffjiggja.iicijftaj 
.Sissafl (ypitcuansn; 

$0CiDsrfl ^innl0 ^0ctfrT CT<an0o,a,rtcu, 
EL-ticsivi^, 2,®’ 
4?0CiDssfl gicifl OgjSifl sfil«.ibi_i 

3>14U4Gu)9 

O Beautiful clouds blowing towards 
prosperous Tirumulikkalam! Go as 
messengers to my beautiful lord, and ask 
him to show himself to this wicked self. 
Why, would he strip you of your lustre 
and drive you away from his sky? (4) 

Cl^crf! cfila.li)L| 0 >mg,| <§ SlISSISTTg,^ 

lSIot gfjeuQfib 

spsrfl (tp^lsu&nsii! ;00(jpifla,a,OTa> l ^j 
a_c?niT)iqiX) g^gottai 

05 ,<rrtl di1/Moi| £l(ff)jbrri rr?5> ^^cmcTrCujcm 
ID GP fi_ 6S’> IT) iq ii) 

iSbiCTTI QjfTIT ,9,01 ^y)CV*niTA(^ GIGJT 

a_«ng2>a>c(t OauniflCcaT. 

O Radiant clouds spinning in the 
skv with a tiery lightning hoop! 
The heart of this wicked self is 
the Vaikunta of the radiant lord 
who resides in Tirumulikkalam. 
Convey this to my lord, whose 
coiffure drips with nectar. (5) 

ll &. tfTtQ5>£>CU lol/JULjl$G3T<9»Gil gjfl Ou5»Tlf>l 
tflimii GUGOTT^ ^GSTf^JAITGn! 

'•" n fb ^onirg^j in^i rTjjA^ih Oi imflco 

fiL-C^rrmiih 
idititqj^^G^ Giniiu^^nn*^ 
C1G5T SbniL i£W10)(ndj 
ft»ngjj ii_G.rtii4,4J>Gu (»Wii j^Gncvi (T6)ibT»Gnimo 
JhM >GVUL|Gu). 
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O Sweet-lipped bumble-bees! Go as my 
messengers to the lord who keeps his 
dame on his chest, in Tirumulikkalam 
surrounded by nectar-dripping flower 
groves. Repeat my words, “Radiant 

jewels and silk clothes - ’, to him. (6) 

<fhi_«T cucnsninii &gdcvjil)ld 

^(fh,<sfi)enstfrCuj63T C^rT^TT 
ULIT q*y)fT€3T 

2_^r»fT)ajLb uf^»5>iu«5> *CT3 t 

*i_rT LJCUGIT ffUfTujCnGJTft ^^TjlTjfTSTT 

gjfiuj ionff)fT)ii) 

ul.it Quni^lcOQjfTujA ^gcw^rrcir; 

GTCTT<5i^ 5 6p>€3Tl^j USJijflu5Crj. 

O Forest hens! The infamous lord of 
lotus eyes and coral lips who left my 
ill fated arms and took my silk and 
jewels wdth him resides in 
Tirumulikkalam. See him one day and 
speak a good w'ord in my behalf. (7) 

GT63T5»(^j ^>63TQj USJZlMlT&Gfr 

QuiTi^GuGurTiu G&nrbg), 

UL ClAGlJli) €1 JCWt(^ 

^QTrblArrCTT! g^jliHStarTCTT' 
ftSSJTAQftrrcfT $6T5T uj^Ictt 

a_63>rr)U4ii> 

MC3T^,C)«>rTcfT anujrr CiDGjflu lj^ gjipmij 

(tpi4U.ifTrr£>G<5>. 

O Bumble bees and beetles hovering 
over large flowers! Speak in my 
favour to the lord, your words are 
sweet to the heart. He resides in 
Tirumulikkalam, fortified by high 
"'alls, he has the hue of Kaya flowers, 
and w'ears Tulasi blossoms. (8) 

yfi. giiyvru'i (t/,i 11 uirm*( i j ) u Qurrcii ■Syflffi 

an a, uj (!((*, * (, 5 , 

$n §jemb 

ftsnasgirfBjagj 
Ltfim (ipcncu i iuij>aj ctott 

iticuita, a,erst £n ggitbi , 

a"ii ?.Lb«nir.a. GanranfJ,! ^s-coa,*, 

stsst njj s-emnu^n. 


O Tender water-egret! The Lord wears 
a Tulasi crown and wields a golden 
discus in Tirumulikkalam. My jewel- 
worthy breasts have paled, tears flood 
my lotus eyes. Tell him that his keeping 
away from me is just not right. (9) 

5j<5>€Ij ^Gjrrr^j <rrs3Trpj 2_Gr>rji£iT0,srT 

LJCTTGUCHfTlU g^Gnrj Cg>ITIhgl 
L$a> g^GSIUlb UI_ClDG14LD OlOGU fF>CT»L.UJ 

^garcsTr^&rTCTt! 

ClDG^fl QlDG^Iqj CTlLI^ 

<=*■•(9 6T®T 

cSH&CiDGaf) ^^ujnCin ^(TPj^tpLpii^GTTg^jnrT&Cft- 

O Soft-gaited sw^an-pair feeding in 
my lake! You enjoy amorous company; 
my lord is in Tirumulikkalam. My 
body has become thin, my waistband 
has slipped, my life is departing. Go 
tell him, this is not right. (10) 

@6arT§)g, s_6rwT)U4ij* 

Z£GS3T9<1 CPU 

^cOcun lQl£> git>6\j<9> 

^CiflClLnrTi^ainGn «^4Corr)rf)lui OtffTCU 
€U\l§ @€06»jrT GUCSl JT ^ L C5.fTUG3T 

€D rtLL) fTsg^j ~‘ — GT> r J§>& 

tjjeucun ^u9gg,gll jgj'j ugigiUD 

f *rf>ndi ^ rrya>(S;Cu>. 

I his decad of the thousand songs 
by prosperous Kurugur's Satakopan 
praising wuth sweet parrot-like w r ords 
the radiant lord at Tirumulikkalam. 

will cure sickness. (H) 

9.8 / Svapadesam : On Tirunavai 
Aritkkurn | Nilambari \ Misra Chjp" 

e5l gt > cut ujrrublGP 

T'Oiiguii iDema,^ jpsjvWiu 

. <f)(T>GP5fu963T ft ^^0’ 

Qqi^)^} §>gt3t l rusono C<prT «">«»> as* 1 

£ & rf,ne» ndi 


594 


















THE 


REVELATION / Tiruvaimoli 


For those who k^him ihur 

How can I reach him? 


a— «* 

•» *"■ 

The lord in Tirunavai ,s spouse of 
loVus-dame Lakshin., and^Vel-eyed 
slender Nappinnai. Oh! When will 
I attain him? 

cronodOa,-* Clugi <£>"«*? e^rpi 

gTuGufTglJlD 

ft <j>«uuS>*> iflonh 

ftgyt^GUCJT,* 

)&«»«. © 6 <nw«* c *" 

aisnoiajm M *«uir«igil §>" fb aen aeO'GwGan. 

I weep with thoughts oi nothing 
except when i will reach him in 
Tirunavai where he resides in good 
company perfectly. \-) 

©nCsncu a<!5>G'o®’ srsiia® S-enenen; 

gs»T CT)l li) 

gam ^BjaniDUlKrf Oaiimiu M®&Cs«n; 

r^CTT ^17 LDGvnS 

^(fTjrfjneu^uj 

STlfTCTT GJlLi 0)1 lb &>€&& iS^CSTCinGin 

ID 633T IT 6TT ft! 

O Lord of Vel-eyed Nappinnai 
in Tirunavai amid groves! 1 know not 
how long I must stay here doing 
deeds of no return. (4) 

LD63*rnT6TTgyr idcu't id rbi lD 

LD fad'd I ID I_0)Cin^ft(5)Lb f 

^ Ciyj Tt ^ji rrgrTcjT a cv»*3)^jj a_uS1iT 

crrcvliQj mb; 

GnJcTOTGuOTncndn 2_6ir>jpu-|Lb 

^(r^fb^Giifriu 

4hG3& igr GTT K‘h&>' gjr iTI ffn 

CT68TfpjQfl,nc{i, «,*i3inGi '? 


The spouse of lotus-dame and Earth 
Dame, dear as eye to the gods and men 
has made his home in Tirunavai. O, Wh en 
will these eyes feast on him? ( 5 ) 

* 6 J 5 iCi- iiserflftdtojDgji g)rii0 crarmy 

Qg,iTCOTGi_ a-enaarrujcjij^^GaiOT 

. . . §!Gn<&-, 

ajcroy < 51,11 ID6UI1,S CanGnsuasir 

-T” „ i'&SiGUiiu 

C. 1 «,hotviGi a-sno^lasriD ciib CdMiojcu,, 

to* nCsu! 

Mv Lord! King of the cowherd- 
clan, now living in Tirunavai! O When 
will my eyes see you here and rejoice 
in pure love? ,,, 

W 

CdMi^dOud urn csiSW £1^0, QancrjiLmtji 
Gg,Giifi*giii Clajj^suCcn! 

S'™"" S-^'Diloi-D fficai 
^1,! aiuuonOT «irai S i 

You took the Eanh from Bali kino 
O Tirumal, lord of the gods, my friend 
living in Tirunavai! Take me as vour 
servant. ^ 

ai^snna,, g.ifleimij; ^i^rit 

^KlCujcnanCj 

Uc.n(n,OTiT*Al SL.sn Ouitott <9,,,* g^ 

M* ^aiuurriij 

us^Got @®r<5l a_OT«n OT CTcir 
Usi^Goi rf3 cl t )!brT£ljniij CT6ir 

! 

O Lord of Tirunavai in my heart 
dispeling all my doubts! Make me 
worthy of your feet or else forsake me 
— your servant. ^ ’ 

'.Siam upofUAft^ crratgnb fl>ni ^ i ^ 

c^rtliuGar; 

gpam ^ipsxAja.ssi; 

a. "5»e.nAT 
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The lord of Tirunavai, by his will, is 
eternally invisible to gods and to sages. 
Now who can be with him? (9) 

Qurt)jix> £>fTCTr 

CTuClj rTgjii) 

<ff)fbSng> &GUr£j«£)g, ^)(ITjlDfTGu! CTgjfTn)] 

^cjnj^uucsT; 

0<5,(Tfj)gjj ^IT iocuIT.? Cancncuften 

^(TTjITjfTCUrTUJ 

sxifbGg, a_cnrr)^63Trr) CTID LDGjilfl Cli SJdTft! 

My heart is disturbed with thoughts 
of impending union. Alas, I call my 
gem-hued lord who lives in fragrant 
Tirunavai. (10) 

6u«n*T%o 0 iib LDsrafl uirri- 2,60 r^rrcu n’uj 

2_CTT 6TT fT CD C3T 

^OT3T633TiX) IDt^jl(JTT Q^CQT (£K(fK0ft.fTd 

0 1 _ G £h fi u cin 

uofjT ^IT U$$|ib 

CUCOcufTIT 

iDcyjn iccjuni) ^LDipcDiT 

idcuc6)gd0>Cuj. 

This decad of the thousand Pann-based 
songs by walled Kurugur’s Satakopan 
on the lord Tirunavai residing amid 
painted mansions, — those who master 
it will rule the Earth and exude the 
fragrance of Jasmine. (11) 

9.9 / The Girl, lamenting her 
loneliness as evening approaches 

Mallikai \ Ahiri | Adi 

ID6UgS)c? 1<9, &tDlj) Ofi,C5lrr)GO FT.(T^li) ^,GcuIt! 

Guwin 2,cu(fTjii) ^Geurr* 

Cl#«u ihQn iflnwtcouiib iDuja,(£jiij .^Gcun! 

Ctiwkrsj&crT ^^Gcvjnf 

^ISoefil g,niDS!]rja, 0>®rj7israiG3i cnbicncjt 

^l,ujnff,cTi tjgjj sjqi cTLi ^tiCiuneji 

. kvjcuIuj (ipcf.ojajsn,^, C&nisjii) Cla>ncrn(h)) 
ej«>coi» o> pj 1 61 ui lo ^Gcun! 


Alas, the jasmine-wafting breeze, the 
beautiful Kurinji strains on the Yal, the 
setting Sun and the beautiful red clouds 
in the horizon all do kill me. The lord of 
lotus eyes, our lion of the cowherd clan 
has forsaken us. We know not where 
to go from here taking these breasts 
and arms that he enjoyed. (1) 

i_i*?>©S)L-ib ^Gcut! 

Ljcuthuigjj uocrafl CU>«rrT)cO ^tbucu. ^Ccurr! 
ua»co ^(►jl iDncncu qjctjt ^Gcut! 

U0«u>ub (Lpcocmcu &,GV& current- ^Ccuir! 
£gt_tb u65r>i_5,g,i ^t-fbgji a_€J3T0 

c^cnjbgU ffrnii(2)ii) ^crfl^^lGarrD <^i,wG 3 T 
aifTCiufTW 1 

(b fjITifEGTT <S«vfT)fT)li> 6UfTfJfT«T 
61S3T 2_ujln 5.rr^)in && ' 

Alas this forlorn self has no place to 
go, to escape from the breeze and the 
reed-flute, the evening Sun, the Sandal 
fragrance, the Mullai flowers and the 
Panchama Pann. The lord who made, 
lifted, and measured the Earth struck 
death to the Asuras. Alas.Gopala, 
my protector does not come; how 
now shall I hold on to my life? (2) 

l§toS>Sii crew S-uS 1 it a>ire,(£>ii> 

yponcu 2>yp* gjarar ( §}cni_ 2)1 l - n ‘ l * 
gxj65^ @0ib AGvicfilQ^ujj^j G£•^^^J£>£■ , 

gijrTjrr,^ cnbcjmii §}iLQ 

0,6 rTCll# 1 

5>G3fl @CTTli) CTLD iDfTUJGBT Qj>TfJfTGS 1 ) 

2>fTU)Cin(jA g»grjT €g)i io Q^cjjcufTu-itb 
ucafl ,@00) (g)tpcuA<6njii) (T^rrcsr^) 
urTGfi)CuJ6jT IDC3T2>C<5> rglcjlp 

O, the wicked rogue, that youthfuj 
lion, our lord does not come, alas! He 
enjoyed our supple breasts and swayin® 
hips in consummate union, then ea sl 
us aside and left, how now shall I ho 
on to my life? Alas! His lotus eves- 
red lips and dark tresses remain tL 
torment my sinful heart. 
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a>«TS>C 0 ^ j 

CW *9"* «, Csu " ! 
C *qJL *Jt u^ofl Ctenb s£^- 

-, „ en, a O&iusu < a)OTT 0 
_2WUJ M s,t a-® 11 -® -' . __ 

’ • _.„ QucWoniJi Si 

#«•>«*• «® wu ^Cwp' 

Alas' A great big beetle came on Garuda- 
Cings ted on this flower’s femininity 
?nd left- Now the cool breeze blows 
hot and scorches my sinful heart , E ' e " 
the cool Moon so desirable, and the s 
bed of flowers feel hot. Alas, even my 

heart is no companion; more ta 

I cannot bear! ' 

ujnypom- gj® 1 ® 31 S«^S> 

21 eig, iDdcncuuiii) Q,9<&& 
ujit(ipcr>i e^yu® 9-ok * ‘ 

h ©iP* "O ' 6 ^ 

tuPtyjofu® arargliui C*n}PtDit0i0 

enbificb (SP OTdlo<9l*t2> 
ujpypcnu ^ suuSIp *T*g,-fl<»!Di ®«* ? 
^cuepjcni- ^(PjOiOurpiib Guo# 

My heart is no companion, how now 
can I save my life? Dusk has set in. 
The cows are returning, our cow herd s 
flute-melody hurts us sw'eetly! Alas, he 
has a heart of stone. My trusted 
companions are dying before me, and 

the time for his grace is far. (5) 

, 9 l«iig)l®nu .ai^riiOuirjiih Cu(ig>! <9(ifls>rTcO; 

<9lti <®i«u«ucp ^isucu; 

.Sltusin Ourryib <9icPai flcuwngii; 

^l(^l ljacO uini3>cuujib Clp>(0®ib ftpCGRTOt; 
£l6uClfi3Tp(t)l iSljlOOT 6U&VJT 
Qen g) (j, cwb e^. 6 ® 

CTOicii^siPluut^fji^L to? sPGitejiCteuiCfisVaGjm'? 

( ^P 7 0^Oe3TOd^lTCOgl|G9rfjT'?,^^G3153h63^^&PA^GP , 

O Ladies! The time for his grace is 
far, other than him I seek none, alas! 


My life may not stay on that long 
for dusk has come but not my hean 

Tl h° rd 7 h Siva and 

Lakshrru on his side dnes my soul. Now 
where to go and what to do? What can 
I say and how? n 


( 6 ) 


*-di)P 

. ~ . 2 )®® cuns!t,i_- 

&m ‘•tflofl si adpsOTrar ft . ’ 

S" r-rDff, ^dflcu ,j«* mnj^ Mlbl 

.©.uii **u*A 
Cupp ^ 

msi »«■»«»***. cwq 

s^Ccurr! 

O Ladies. To whom can I S av tK; * 
Alas, my hean remains with the thiefi 
The overpowenng cool breeeesof.lv 

kdls.hesoul.armedwiththcl £ 

ol bngh, incense, cool sandal*" 
and fresh ,asm,„e flowers. I, ££ 

blowing over me, with the strains of 
Panchama on the Yal-harp. 

aum “® ; M® o s ^t 

CW^ ^ 

"* .a. u.A.SIa,* C «nnJ UA 

L ' ftU) U^suiU) 

5ii> ^iPiiCr 

The cool fragrant breeze, and the fading 

WfeNow^ pancC^S 
on hts flute for the Gopis in hi s favour 

c ' f 0ne} - , “ m, ne garlands and cool 
Sandal paste, is more than I can bear.(8) 
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OT gdii> &tg> §,\h 0 y)j)Ga, a_iuGujs 3 T n^rrei r; 
atiu GW^gg, g 0[ij 

C&fTCU^) 

S'® ^ *5*r*sh OartOTjrgl C^g 

genaftOTQ^as^ gxjigj Qbna^l 

Cu fS< c^CWg, Qjj,^ Q^^g, 

Guana, OrF>0a, ^0)^ atsO unglib 
Ufnl67>L. 

uj^gji cj.sjrgu ^ri^^cuii; auiuo! ,£tibu>! 
conansutLiih suggg, umiujot cii rr fj it bii . 

T he flute melody he plays to the Gopis 
is alone enough to kill me. His beautiful 
ted eyes, darting messages between the 
words of his song, then making a sad 
face and pretending to be hurt, — alas, 
alas! These are more than I can bear; 
evening has come, but not my lord. (9) 

LOfTGiDCUU^li) GUfTjdbjp; lf)fTtuC3T 6urTrrrT63T; 

U)fT iDGfijfl qCUli)U GIJGU GJp ^GT>GTOTIT 1 £F ) 

Ga,a«u 2 ,sb gir^asn 2 _a,igj,tf> ^Gojn! 

Clajm^iucsr 0jp«ua,^n,u) 0ipnjjib ^Gcun' 
ffufrcO eucrm (ipcueincv a,0(yicna,a,cn 

uicus5l€ina, r^jeuihiSl euc^0 .^LQ^jLD, ^Gsort! 
Gcuejicuiuii) sfilaiDLScu efitersiQ <©4Cupib ^Geurr! 
CTcjiQancyoSl a_iuajcir gfiiif#, ^jaisnasT 

sSICGi_. 

Evening has come, but not my lord, now 
how can I live? Oh, alas! Cow bells are 
jinging, flute melodies are floating in the 
air, bumble bees have drunk deep from 
the Mullai, Jasmine and Karumugai 
flowers. The ocean rents the air with 
its roaring waves, alas, alas! (10) 


.-2>46,jC5)&TTdjlu(J,l <^S»63T(Ty £>_ uSlfi ^yr,n5^tcu©jn 
■SMGsrfl lorraocuu y,s«b 

.^H£!JKr>OT 60u@ nSMACbsilgnjCft 

(0)(O)ffto_n0 at.Ga,nu£ST ■nnnyem 
i£^C!tr,;t! £ulbljJ,nsg6u63lCiliGb s_£3)05,3, 

^uSloggjsh g}a»e>, , Iggitb ClftnOTSTpy 
^euraflajsh ^c u] i,rf>l ©otjji a_iijib,0OT 
GlgncsrjTieA! 

,£M» Via^sjion .nrorxsj .ynraTGSsfla, tlgitnjG®. 


This decad of the thousand swee^ 
songs on the lord who swallow e 
the Earth, by Kurugur city’s Ma rJ ^ 
Satakopan, desolate on separatio 
from the lord recalls the wail 0 ‘ 
Gopi separated from the lord at dus 
Devotees, sing this well as wor ?| o' 
and rule the Earth. ' ' 


9.10 / Svapadesam : On 
Tirukkannapurani 

Malai \ Mukhari \ Kbanda Chap 11 


inncncu 5 >iOTGnsflg> Q®n(iS2> 1 c T iyj l ®G‘ ;:ITIT ' 
&fT«y>GU IDfTCDCU 5>U>SU tfiGUli ;@U0 ^ 

Gsucncu ClDItglli) ID^lctr |*,ip ^10* 

a.araisWMff^ 


^©S^GStClDGO ^CU ^lUlTfb^frcSrT ^ 

i gcn®OT®Cir T - 

End your despair, rise and worship 
the lord, offering lotus flowers^ 
his feet morning and evening; 
lord who slept on a fig leaf in 1 
deluge, lives in Tirukkannapm-' 

washed by the sea. I 1 ' 


<5tcfi)(y>ib io«urr Jgilfijli „ . 

jbcbcrfl G5(2)Lbsuuj€\j L *° 

QciIUTTClfl LDd£)<JTT ^jp 

a_OTCTfl Ogcr^gi , 

Strew nectared flowers and vv ' or |^ 
him everyday. O, Devotees, keep *Jj^ 
in your heart always. The lord res' ^ 
in Tirukkannapuram where 
touch the sky, beside fertile be 
and tanks filled with crabs. 

OfijfTGifJTi it! gjlb^jlb glll.ilT Gl in<9> {b* 1 
dilesbrGt suit* n iocuit 

®esw<&* lb 

6H6WJT( »jl Ijrrf ^lb loll jfTl|>lG’.i (^tp 
4l«WTl GurTGJ.TtGTT ^tijrjn 
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O Devotees, gather and offer worship 
w ith fresh unfading flowers. The lord 
resides in Tirukkannapuram with bee- 
humming groves. He shall end your 
despairs individually. (3) 


Cry,rTtf>«£) u)i_u Oj^sr 

C<9>CTTGlJ «nc?3T 

cijai n meuir 

«T) ff) (g) & OT* ; 

ClJfTGT>c3T g—fHg,iih ID^len <9>CTJTbJ'dll_4rjlb 

Sfrcjr Qu^LDrTtfjr ^(d^CiD. 

Worship with fresh honeyed blossoms 
the spouse of Dame Nappinnai, in 
Tirukkannapuram where walls touch 
the sky. He who resides there willingly, 
shall grant us refuge. (4) 


^(JSyjTlD ^,(2)03 0jG3T 5>fTGT* 

gTcuGofTib; 

u>9€33Tti> GDQj(<9)2)<5>Lb Qai’0*0^ 1 

iSlrjneiT, 

c?H(j6yjT rS^CT>LDfH<9> LD^CTT (dfcjljp 

SaOtjfluj rTCTTGffT c 2>|63Tl_MT<9>(2) ^CSTL-I 

^(g,Cu>. 

T° all those who seek him, he gives 
refuge here and Vaikunta upon death. 
He lives for the love of devotees in 
Tirukkannapuram with high walls. (5) 

«=HCT3uGCn £><T3T 5jfT6t3 ^ £1T> l_ fT) 

crcucoiub; 

lolLjrrtrin .s^ G1J CiTOT 631 2_l_€Vi 

$ oifdi t _ a1 63i 

!b<*jd QurrcifT cjujjb^) 

&,&> gjtot<ott i |«j4bghJ 

t§N63TU63I, ffjfHOTjlD &GS T Cll/3UJU.I (T«5»(a> 

(o)imuujCcjr. 

He is a friend to all who seek his feet. 
He resides in the gold walled city of 
Tirukkannapuram. He tore the radiant 
chest of Hiranya. He is the abiding 
friend of seekers. ( 6 ) 
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Qldujujott GDl(^)ibiSlg) Q§ 3 n( i LgQjrriT&^ 

G^cucviirii); 

OumuUJQT L|rr)GLD Q5)n|^QjJT,T5>(2) 

(TtgdCu rnb; 

OdJLuu9cv) gu rrcnGn 

<=3oT l | 

6DUJG3T ^CJ3633TUUmi&il0 

633^1 I L J 0 63T, 

He is true to those who seek 
him with love and false to those 
who worship him outwardly. In 
Tirukkannapuram surrounded by 
fields with fish, he is close to those 
who keep him in their hearts. ( 7 ) 


a an a mrir <b0>rrna,^ 

err gvmSd rT ti>; 

LSIasfliulb e njti; iSIrrjGfil dt.igjih; 

IQGKjfl OurTGffT CJlijIbg, LD^lcn 

(2) a, fh Gsm ann o ib 
u«3flifilOT Ibn^iri udGuul^ g.eji unftCu). 

He is close to those who seek his feet. 
He frees them from birth and death! 
so worship everyday the feet of the 
lord in Tirukkannapuram with 
jewelled walls. ^ 

i Lpsraflu., 

tTTftib annn; 6raro,C«,ft, ^raft (rnsji(a,<sr.ir>? 
(..sip® 2 >INnjn |ii> A’'(n,*a,c 5 sjTc SW nr I g !d y 

.3S^uifT<=n«i <£H6ffn fbajnna,^ ^cusugO 

^^GU6y>cx>Gm. 

Worship him and be rid of diseases 
Our Karmas will not bind us, so what 
do we lose? Vedic seers prefer the lord 
in Tirukkannapuram. Those who 
attain him have no despair. ( 9 ^ 

d “ 0fiS ’ u ’"®" ■#«“©* thawnam* 

acugSIo. srijiba .O^'lOT 

■Sl'hA*«nnmaii,|rrij, 
■ana, a . a ,u,n , .„0 flnn „O w , 
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I have no despair, now what do I lack? 
The lotus-dame Lakshmi sits on his 
chest in Tirukkannapuram surrounded 
by jewelled walls. Praise him and 
never let despair come near you. ( 10 ) 

uirgl a-ransfilonOT ujbrryai'D C^cnrglcfin! 
a>iri_ii|§0 (£)(5Bn_iTa SL_C*nu£ji Gansu 

urrucurar c ^i > uSlijg > g >J cTT ^uua,«iiib 
unu l < 9 t, 4 U uerafliflcir ^susir 2 ,nsrTa>Gsn. 
O People who seek liberation from 
Karmic despair! Sing and dance this 
decad of thousand songs by high- 
mansioned Kurugur’s Satakopan and 
worship the feet of the lord at 
T irukkannapuram. (l l) 


10.1 / Svapadesam : The heaven- 
w'ard journey begins / On 
Tirumogur 

Talalamarai | Harikamboji \ 

Rupakam 

sttmang® ^oratl smusb 

<S>l(n,GioiT<fen_ it 

tbirigjui CiDsfil, 5,ar(g, ^innig.gd rglGirp 

^tatjaujg, i> 

Can^LO ibnsjT© a.em, a (2) y>su, ameva, 
0]6iT81 f ihGsfi cuniij*. 
a.aOTCioa,a>«na ^oiiSl ,d 

,@«uib a,.£lCu). 

The lord of lovely rain-cloud hue with 
four ar ms and curly locks, lotus eyes and 
coral lips, is the only refuge I have. Lotus 
blossoms profusely in the lakes of fertile 
Tirumogur, where he resides by his sweet 
will, destroying all the Asuras. ( 1 ) 

®eud> a,£) WBQjpcTOTrrj, subenma,,^ rr«, 

gbctirr 5 J iipfTu , ndn 
^MCVIb.a,Gb ^Lb a.OTTGrafl ^uSlg.i Cl.ITJLOm. 

lb id n cirr 

■btuui Qfl,nsh rE.asinD5.nn) 

^(ntjCiDnarn it 

(bOTiD a,Lj>cb or rglspcO 

drsjr^l, njrrCiD. 


The lord in Tirumogur, where g 
Vedic seers live, has a thousand nam eS 
and wears a good Tulasi garland croWO- 
I have no refuge other than him through 
every birth. In the shade of his lotus f e£t 
is a lake of all goodness. ( 2 ) 


^isjtr5l iunib s^rir) qa>s 51 i ib ^Jcuib &&& 

STSSTgU 

rglsir^j fTjasir(ipa>6iT ^rrjQsuTrr^l 

JjffUl 

Qsusirju, ,g)ib (\p6i|su(g )c 5iGiflisg > i 2_j£cbeu" 1 '' 
^(n,CiD f[ ' 5<n ' 1 ^ 

rbsiraii 5,nib gicsfl rnsjTnra,a.nb Jjiogil S'"” 

GlauCo'- 

The four-head Brahma, Siva and all 
gods worship him and seek h 1 ^ 
protection as their only refu 8 e ’ 
Victoriously he roams protect! 11 ? 
the worlds. Good if we too can re* 11 " 
him in his Tirumogur. 

^11_IT Qa,i_ snbemDij CurTg.g,) 

cTsirnji srsirn)) ' 

at—li da,tT 6 tr Gand^cmud) GgjGD^U 1 
ypsiidsiurtjtb 

ui_n Clrsnsn unibi_| ^ensuinu usbsifl 

G)n,nsn6u(T6ir ^{ty i ^ Dn£liv 
S l ~^ Go,i_ c§H«v ugstj^nb O^neryt 11211 

suJilSIC^ 

Cfet 

Devotees, come let us go and 0 
worship at Tirumogur, to the lord ". j 
sleeps in the Milky Ocean on a hoo L . . 
serpent. Gods and sages const-U 1 ,^ 
approach him with their p r *j 5 
and worship him for all their ^ 
and seek his protection. 

GlansruTunr! smbcfilsii 5,1b »l« 

2 ,sjfi ty 5 S> l,v “'^ 

,SHSifnnb (jf,SL|ai( 3 ) ^sn n>g>GvG& > 

srsiiin ^Isoairri) rrsji &^n)tbClun(J? ,J ^ ^ 

as 2 ,Cl 2 >cb 

^TStTi.-jHT GftITIl'ilcTiSTi BJ ■(*,£)• 
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Come devotees, let us go around the 
temple dear to us. Sugarcane and paddy 
grow ripe and tall in fields, in Tirumogur 
w here he resides. He is the first-cause 
°f all. Come then, let us dance in joy, 
lor he measured the Earth! (5) 


O Devotees! Woes will nan away, come 
quick and worship. The lord of thousand 
names is also a lake of compassion. 
He resides in Tirumogur with lakes and 
lovely groves. He was bom as Dasaratha’s 
son Rama to destroy Lanka. (8) 


Gs,ttG)j<aj« 3 T, (£)S!DO) ^s-oiTftdT 
fapiDU 

(^<sjfl<njn5r(2)ti> @cinu63T, 

3)C^n LfCJOCTOT GfJGTT GUlLlcO 

$(fT)ClDrT<5tfVlT 
£>fTlDOT>g ^14 lD<b( 5 J 

gCcm. 

Copala the pot-dancer is deadly to the 
Asuras and sweet to us, — his devotees, 
gods and seers as well. Cool and fertile 
groves and fields extend all around 
tirumogur. Other than the lotus feet 
of our Attan we have no refuge. (6) 


j) LDCU h&> 

UffUCn^Q«5GjjGbfTUJ , 

>oi5»ITSTT [TjITGU _ID Cj^rTiJTT *o'l<5^UJ<olJL£) , 

<^l0*g€y>g GTdfTn^jijj 

5jjGJufl«*(2)Lb 6D6V.I 2_GOTfT) OufTL^CD 

<d£l ^it^G ld rr <ff6A it 

; fTjlb^pOTTV- IbCU ^IJ673T fTjfTlb 

OTT l_ fV^GTrColD . 

The lovely lake-and-grove Tirumogur is 
now close at hand. Here resides the 
warrior lord with four arms that 
overpower Asuras. We have attained 
our fortress, the lord with lake-like feet, 
lotus eyes and coral lips! (9) 


^ rjOTH 6UIT63T Qu^ll) UfTlj) 
gjOTfl (tp5,Ck»fT5 

fgiT UOTlLgjgjJ ^^OTT 6lJlPg> Og>rT6\J 
(ipffjf) (ip5>cun 

t!P£)rr)jih G^cnCgiTQ a_£vj(2) Qaojcuncin 
^)(r^Gion56viT 

&’!>$ fT^nU) €w6U(0 O^UJUJ f^tb gjlUJlT Oa»(^i£> 

<3>lqGg). 

^e have no refuge. He made the wide 
an d cool expanse then filling it with 
^ ‘ Uer , made the gods and ancient seers: 
’ e n made the worlds and went to live 
'0 happy Tirumogur. If we go around 
lm once, our woes will run away.(7) 

sTIaQu, o,u,j5j„; ^st>l ifu eu4,gu 
u-icust; 

lu " Cancjisu ejarj, g,, ^ 

, §>erfl ^C^Cion^i " 

•-?H ) ^ I 7U) !SL_«5r»c UJ SU6U 

0 u*„ ^ j£> ^ 

fill <5>^ 1 05 '»C^tCuj . 


r^rrti) Jb 6 ^ IT) LD <?>{#) GTOTTH^J 

(TjCU r^LDgiT 

5«mD Qd»OJiqtb 6U6D 

0<?OTT(PJ , 

AfTU) QTjUlb 0<£blTOTJlQ <JT^|V)gjj f ^CTfluurTt^T 
^(JTjGlDfTaifLlT 

PfjfTLDljLD OTTfpj «T OTid OTjfjl ibl OTT f ioT(3i dhf I tfi) OTT 

Good celestials, — fearing the wicked 
Asuras, — seek the lord who takes the 
desired form in which you seek him, and 
protects you. The lord in Tirumogur 
is our fortress forever. O People, come 
then, let us praise his names in joy!( 10) 

uT<9>&tl$OTT fTn'JTrr,*MTCTT* GT67TrpI ftfTOTT^L LD 
£h OT1OTT<4s <T & & 1 lOT* 

ITT ^ o (T) <211 '»D ift <»T1 
^H,uS)gj,gj|Sn OlOTTT 

^TT> L »l D IT <T Sh (ib\ 

^ibg, ' IfijfijI ^totDQi €Tfi)fi« Q'GUiUlTn^^ TT 
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b v h K dCCad °J the th -sand songs 
X urugur Satakopan, on the lord 

the Pot-dancer lord, 

, r )0yWUlendthe * r -series 8 
this is cenain. ^ ^ 

10.2 / Svapadesam : On 
Tiruvanantapura-Nagar 

Kedumidar | Bbairavi \ Adi 

Cla.© ,j ) ^ C* aeun '. 

cSI, (3)©ia,<£)cvamiT; 

sfil^ibiSlamrdr 

SLU 0 . 

SUUJ,U 

M( 2 >giHi> @cinCij>. 

utterin!r r0bSUCIeSWi11 Vanish on 

Yama’s He name Kesava ! the wicked 

comeLrrr to ° shai1 not 

Tiruvin ° et us go anon to 
bvhan a ” ta P ura ‘Nagar, surrounded 

on hisvm^ 6 dS ' where thelo, d reclines 
enomous serpent couch. ( 1 ) 

maPurfUt,. 

.» ■ _ 6J5jib anqn; 

■5 SI C E>" ID.TL li) UJOCV (2,(5^ CoiT 

Gl«(3jT,^l 

Uj63T6iDC3T 

OT SJ diwA Clu^* 

. lOfTiucar 

S-" ^gu.r. 0 ,; 

g-lj)LJ<Tg>Cff(7fj 

usfor^ n ° W i deSpairwil >-t bother 
us for seven lives. Mansions rise like 

fra8r"tetr n ""'" SSf ' r " d ' 1 ’'^ 

'hec* slul J‘^”f" Kp " a -N>Sar, 


asi^fTjii) q«b; Cl&(Tu(.uiiij ^..’’oGg); £l_6v(#i 
ffrcvGurru) a_OTor(^ 2„Lfi)ip'i>fi> fT ^ !T 
Cs(TT)U> jbW3T ^l«JT25^l_|gU) MOiOthCnU 

Crjjnuj sfilea^caTftcrr crcucumi) ^essxc^^' 
2 >n\i> ^i^lujtf OarcjiGcf ' 110 > 
Gu^ib sgiT ^tjuSlggjgjOT sjpsjrrpj >S<r 

GutiM^lGc 11 - 

The lot d who swallowed and remade 
the Universe reclines in cool 
Tiruvanantapura-Nagar, with his 
mount Guruda on his banner. If y oU 
firmly join him there, all your woes 
will vanish. So just recite his one name, 
from among the thousand. P) 

Gua.ifldr ■an.au, gejnfilu Cluiflui $n Cev^ 

<&&&& 

fiuiraCui Cansmcu siuucO 

^1 C3T«E>5> M o 1 - 0 

Crbad) C’siugil a^cnp^OTiiDncnsJi 

01fb*5l6ir>u5uirt6u u>cuit<3>6ti 

y,o«near Qauj^cjTnjiTiTatTi LiOTncrafli' 1 ® 

QaiiiflifiunGnj- 

Speak without fear, he befriends a * 1 
and reclines there in Tiruvanantapu ra ' 
Nagar, surrounded by fragrant bowers 
and fields. By the side of the ocean, 
t ey worship him there, with flowers 
aud proper method. O, How fortunate 
they are! (4) 


6 $ 


Liobresrfliuib Qaujgj ^ 0^0 

LDCufr&d 1 0^ 
efrona, rjjftuHD; gju iSljD^ 
^5u4.(g)ii>; 

» lOTnOTni 2 > ni b ClaadCatmi) 

Gil I^iflcvj ^tJTl7,£?,i iQ&& 

<»car«nrcuir<t Am*, ulrftli> 

Those who seek the lord’s feet in frag**! 
Uruvanantapura-Nagar, and worsh'P 

him with holy water and fresh 
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and contemplate on his name will end 
this life and become celestial. We know 
and say this with certainty. (5) 

mu* Ca " 

<9iOT2>g>M!)5ig)i 

G*rrar 

Ljsyafl OtfujGun G'filfedoiC&aitiin; 

rj,iDir*COT"! Cloircusuft G*c*ti£1ot; SHtpa) 
Curnij rV)^^j5>Gsii6iraT(^ib 

gjUJg<3T»TIT QjnGTtg) glJ^ 1 

C<5» rrfffil |b5>s3T nC(j. 

The lord reclining in Tiruvanantapura- 
Nagar, is the lord of the celestials, whom 
the first among them, - Visvaksena - 
worships, and the others follow. O My 
people, listen to me, we too must go and 
,oin them. He is Govinda, who ended 
the woes of Subrahmanya’s father. (6) 

Cantfil*-<«©. *-&*< 

C^jQ-lLD LDfr)2)fa> 

uo ^.0,<h eui) ljijio ljnii,L l 

| | £TT (Jlfl 'o I ft ff liUiH I— fT CJT , 

LD«iT>, aa sn6u « j ' ,Bns,r 1 ,nii|Li) S1,U " SU 

^lS3t2,*U|tIU) 

d,6!Hi_fl#CT>co Quipricu, *0Gfile3n«n 

0>6tTK»ITU )6\jnCtD. 

Our great lord Govinda is also the 
destroyer and creator of the worlds, 
souls, gods and all else. He reclines in 

Tiruvanantapura-Nagar, by fertile 
fields and fish-jumping waters. Even 
sweeping the vard there will undo all 
ourKarmas. (7) 

s,cn6mi'«ui(-*>e>; aninsnsmi 
UU'jjvfr &sfTCiT»Cn 

GuCtn&> ^csiO 

( -2^<T3T[i>#,i jflib: 

oi ib a_ «n» 1 uuSlfisrinsutffl 

fT^ib fhn<&s\ 

r^i ifrtCam fHLDrr^>taTT a_cfT6T?n it^rTib g_ 

loltf»T6BTC€3ini£', 


The beautiful radiant Tiruvanantapura- 
Nagar, they say, is adopted bv the father 
oi Kama himself, to undo our Karmas 

Get set to see the lord's feet reclining 
on the hooded couch. O Devotees 

among us, this is my last call. (§) 

r . . Jbsrsfluj OT . 

Gaiouj 5,^(5, !!_««_££,* asotu.jt 

Ouitj£1cvj ^lairjbamja,. 
gaiui 2 . 6 U cfilen,, UJeuft** ^ 

'u Bga Cl a, rrssu (ty 
tumDa ' a ' aimA© IDni ^ 

■SlJUiii s6)ianejTa,dT an GiD 

“r,Te i ? d 0 T ( K“r t “ h “-*‘‘. 

just see. 1 he fragrant groved 

Tiruvanantapura-Nagar, is full G f 

auspicious signs. With freshly culled 

fragrant flowers and incense, worship 

Vamana s feet, your woes will end 
without a trace. 

^ arrC.n 

«-* -*» *£££?* 

cfilara.a.u,, S "S' 

a ,I ‘n<sriauisuna,«h rt ,cuo, 

0 *' T6OT ® ^,*,6 

MA^lrarnGi, 

All our woes will themselves 
vanish when we utter 'Madhavf 
The lord resides in golden-walled 
Tiruvanantapura-Nagar. Those who 

worship him with Sandal paste, lamp 

■ ncense and fresh lotus petals will 

attain eternal glory. P "(, 0 j 

M a,tp *(«r ! i Ja>M ,j bo ,a 

\ . S6^«r>63t* 

r ° - ,Crin ® "oeusunii ^^yieratiain 

. ~ aeon a cuiKIso 

cn. iJSsOs,^, l0l G611li , , o ^ 
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This decad of the thousand songs by 
Kurugur Satakopan on the lord of eternal 
glory at Tiruvanantapura-Nagar, will 
secure the embrace of the slender 
bamboo-like arms of well ornamented 
women in the celestial world. (11) 


O Krishna, you are heartless, you leave 
us and go after your cows, alas! (2) 

dicii rryC37 uft rfJJcnrj GiQuj<5>&u Gt_jrT<5>(^; 

Q^dj 04 uSlfTQcJ>rTCrST(y GTGJTgj <^€61 CcUlDfTiO; 
lurTdJ0LD g]| CT1CT3T U-Ifrdr 

@ 0 «bfb! 2 -^ 


10.3 / The Girl, lamenting her 
loneliness as a beautiful night 
comes to an end, and a long day 
begins 

Veymam | Abiri | Adi 

Cguuj 10(TFj G^rrcn ^general QioeSlujib c^Ccuit! 
Cl IDG'S! ID 5TG3T g>65fWjiDliJti' ujngjlf) 

<3>nUD(TFj (^uSiGU^lGTfjlb 6C\_ £LJLO60tT! 

to'SXF iduSIgu pencil s>so^C gup! 

«^LD0CI| @G5T f§€30(J Gl£tU<9><£« f£Gu<T<fj>0 

us>c0 ^uSitjib &at£l. ^Cojrf! 
=5)«T'.D«u'»iJ& &£^ft6m e .l,9,rTGF9T^t PT(T^I ^^060ft! 
5)<5>'j5l6?r>CO g;6»GfilcT>CuGu'j^ 

Oh, my slender bamboo - like arms 
droop, as the love-bird Koels call! Oh, 
these flocking peacocks dance, heedless 
of my loneliness! Oh. Krishna! You 
took your cows to graze, you are 
heartless, alas! You kill us with your lotus 
eyes. The day stretches into eternity.(l) 

£>#,c5lcr>6u 5,&sSieiTi6vClU %J AeTOTGrcTfT* 

^bc_(tpfflfiGu nGcurir®^!®,^ 

<**Q<aiceGnuj 661*tbt_| ^jf^lcnsu (-vpib®,®-,® 

©tfiS 1 •=«&! &S5TS14 ctssi £iii,£l ^riiGa, 
a_uSlrr ^a,ii> ,3n«, L faCg,''SiiX) jl ct qsja, 

5j,efiluSI<3t ..nub ^nc;.e.>Ce.u' cn«,. 
i&Kh&fh a_ssrcSnCTii'i iSIrfWsu ^,, DTO 'j: 
■tSeu, rfissr ,j« rE.lc3-.i7 Gusujftftu GunftGs,. 

Even-time you held my firm breasts, a 
flood of joy swelled, swept my mind 
and broke the sky, then left me like a 
dream, alas! Desire has seeped into 
my every pore, more than I can bear. 


.gugjSCST CiDaflcmu e,nGssr«r; 

CLirreuga ^OTp s^<rv, oobso § ! §<e>s7<2) ire u; 
Ourr^rt, aujco a,S53T jgjcris&ci 
sneag j 

iSiDJbS Qgie^j i s!is,Giu'nb sjcsflcs'in fb^Zsr- 

My hot breath is drying my soul. A Its, 
I shall die with no companions! Oh, 
I may not live to see the dalliance of your 
dark frame again. Tears do not stop from 
these fish-eyes, the day does not pass. 
Curse our low-ly birth as cowherd-gins, 
this solitude must die. P) 


Cl^tT^^GTt^Ciijrrii) 3,63fic3MOUrj> 

iSlifilj)#** 

gjajrj(ipti) r^GJneTTt^GDGv. 

cT'<.r»Cuj d?l 0 iDiSsb 


gTOgllCTIDCT hD^Ci'C tCUJAAU^- 


^<$§&)§} *b<iv Atii 0rn>£}J C)«u^ Tcm0 

UrroJlC UJ 6tf DteUT-i' £M<9ni)Cd) "T JJIlb 


i9G3T Q&f&acrfl Qj.-TtfiJer 
UOsftQiDfTl^l f9cDGriQ§ ? ft(Tj.«ib Csu l£,rT *'‘ 

O Govinda, you do not think of 
pangs ol loneliness, alas! You desire onl> 
your cows, you leave us aside and g? 
after them. Your false words are h ' 
sweet poison running from 
ripe berry-lips. They have penetrate 1 
my every pore, and kill me ever' 
time I recall! P' 


usaaflCattorr^i i,lior^n’ . £ ( 

uacu tglcr.i! GiDiii5,Alu Gumu 
iSlssfl ujGiteblana, sunem _ {bH® 1 ’ 
n „ *lO** 

aufft, id®, (oncncoujib euff^69ng}>. - 
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icmTiSlGS^cij (yicOsncxjuGurr^j <nsn 
eurar (ldcjisu s_csr suciii 

&(ipa,w gE^j, 

.Sisirfl i£l(j, 6,rxenr;a sr^snuj, s&libCg,!'! 

,SI' 40 ^IGuiTia ^?r>Gyi£lcT»3 j£ <$1633^1 UjrTlij! 

O Krishna, you spend all day grazing 
your cows, your apologies kill me, alas! 
The inebriate evening comes wafting 
the fragrance of unfolding Jasmine. 
Come, make our breasts fragrant with 
the Mullai flowers on your chest! Give 
us your lips! Place your jewel hand 
on this lowly head, alas! ( 5 ) 

dKq&slCuj'Vix 5 .GrsswJslgr 1 # <n -^CT^UJ'Toj 

rajth ^f75T€53TTT* 2_63T G^ritOU • *Tg>LDI 

IbQ^i S_SJT5:(5) ^r^cnsuuj 0 d) 
CiCUfT; fftf.* iTUT C'UGTFGrUQ ^UT)C<T> n 'i); 

fh^ZST J^GntiSST f£,.^LD fStiOAirr; 
ncr'f .p^. -Q € ' 0 rr; 0105 .;* r^.{h) 5>«rc?TnCcu, 
5l ^" Q UlJ «P«T 1 Sr rQcrin '■hnuj&t&u Gi 

^tipcC- OlDij^^gCi 2l &-Qsh. 

p Krishna, give me quick, your jewel 
hand! Alas, my femininity cannot bear! 
1 ° the midst of ihai act, other damsels 
w gtab your feel! Alas, your grazing 
c °svs is a shattering blow that dries 
01 1 ' soul. Tears do not stop from these 
' Ves - ov heart does not stop too. (6! 

* C < 'OCTiJijg^ 

•‘©iiSTT O GncTT. Cu>«»«r>Gu 5<ipc8Tff)j dup. 

.^isncnTT ,o>a>a>ix» G^ntj. 
^iCS'lQrjr ip«r>GV* L «ajfTl_ 

Lf7 U}<^jf| cyjCTJTfcjrjTIT* 2_63T Q«ni,^viJCU 

^wijTGuTn ‘-liiittiiT u>€on ^t H Grtyrc. . Cljoil.; 

2> fl,f»: * l0 ,;, 

£_ swGgstitj 

ftCT>€ULl-Oi_jUJ49cL' CTib.^jnJl^irgv 
mOa? 

^ur heart melts like wax in fire, out 
e 1 las loosened. Our clear eyes form 
Pearly tears, our breasts have paled. 
JUr sh °ulders droop. O Gem-hued Lord. 


you walk hurting your lotus- 
soft feet, grazing lovely cows! What 
if a^suras fell upon you there? ( 7 ) 

,^<5»ij.T&6n 5>cneuu QutijuSicO, CTGueritol&rTSG 

ct€3T t^p 2_u9«t; c^h.G5t tScar CunC&cu; 
5»^)6D&U4L£t CsUL_fciD<9-.UjLb 

g.CD6& IL| ID frjoS^LUlb GTCTT CTt&SiLplCujGD *, 
cu^lOtfuj car g,nii>cr>rr«3> Agfoiwo!iib Giirrinib 
i5g><9> a_«r>wU4ib 5*fTvlm 
r^jOTin ^Jgcnt- g}cn <£ 

2__ 5>^0ih rrjc06k»<a»Clgrr(^icb £!_L^2>gnCuj. 

O, My heart sinks! Pray do not go. what 
if Asuras fell upon you? Wetness and 
desire swell inside me for union. O 
Krishna, do not slip away! Displaying 
vour bewitching lotus eyes, lips and 
hands and yellow robes, pray enjoy 
sweet union with these other young 
cowherd-girls of shrivelled hips also! (81 

i £>cu&u«u©9ir(i^ii> 2—$4b!b&i 

s_<jjr cjjicin 

j^pt_n Q«s,(5<bG5,n2)|Lb 

jts fr njj &■. C71 

iSIujaa &\h OuGnmsnia 

cr^jipG rn "ii*; 

jrib ©u^rh-TfTc^r; <eh Ciou.n9>Ag Ct mtCaou: 
l£l&U UCU ^Arn^ GgU'^JT(^ fL_(f^GLiLD 

Va^< &t *T mo! 

~t-J CTTH ti £ CJ61I! 

ji.'iaflO. .^MsajOo^^ib ^ciiQtanT^ 

( £H6i* £,<2)151 d. git VoiffrrcO 

'o^fTcrr 

Every time you enjoy sweet union 
n ith good cowherd-girls and overcome 
vour misery, our femininity rises 
uncontrolled. We enjoy it even more, 
alas! Pray do not go after your cows. 
Hordes of Asuras are sent by Kamsa. ll 
vou get caught, atrocities maa happen, 
take heed, alas. Oh! (^) 
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^SDSSb'iftSTT GfilcDCTTltjti); El* CW CW* 

c^&Ggjrt! 

&\3,<jne,ai su* £ji0,ujit 0,03* STOJ) 

asuassufr i»p0, jg* s , 2 _ i ^ 2> 0 51jj j. 

2,afWu|u> Cluing* SL.otfl,^; ©gmDcnOTuju) 
• L - tu "aa.«r«o a_L. ^ ^ 

£!S!0P (TtirgucnL Ceu.ditcO; 

flsua^lgjjui uft rgtsnri GujujOm buoj&£I; 
Glsiiiaesfi am^ G ftCc|J , 

Wicked Asuras sent by Kamsa roam 

v m Urb tlle Rish > s - «ke heed, Oh! 
You like to go alone; you do not care 
tor Balarama or his company. 
Alas, my feelings scorch my soul. O 
My Krishna, our cowherd Lord of 
coral lips, you prefer grazing cows 
to even Vaikunca! ( 10 ) 

031*0,6*1 njrriij srni, 0 ,OT ^ujA Cast, &d, 
j£l0Gmq $ 0 cuiq.Gu>cu Qurr 0 rj,cu 

0ri)(0 ^MSnf) gjsj.rrinjOT 

fl. ^uSIiiaa!* 

ini*GH3„i,n 

^«uOram0i 6)fln,an30 gpi**! ey,^, 
&*><*, d-s,;* U0. 10am, CuhuGl, 

S-Cnija^OTglsirtfuujihi laai^M/ji^ldTflnnGsu. 

This decad of the thousand songs by 
Porunal’s KurugurSatakopan addresses 
the cowherd-lord of coral lips, spouse of 
Sn, with the words of a young Gopi 
pleading with him not to go grazing 
his cows. Those who can sing it will 
attain the benefit that she attained. ( 11 ) 


10.4 / Svapadesam : On the lord’s 
worthy feet 

Sar-ve \ Devagandhari \ Adi 

onnG*, anCccat,* 

p™ AiMu Ibuj« 4 ft d, 

£ " UieA ’. s,,fl 

*' ,n s ‘ ,nOTtt ’'™<* 'Slam©,.!) O, ,r©a,i 6U) G«n 


Damodara’s feet are the means to 
devotion. The dark-hued discus-lot 
of lotus eyes stands as Water, Eart t. 
Sky, Fire and Air. His glory is sUI ?'’ 
by the great celestials. ' 


Clu0OTllOUlCfi3T, Cl)nE 3 Tg,gj) ^,'EJHl)Gluna 0 ,(£l lI) ’ 

0,ire*up(2) 

^(©cmfliuGrai, 0,0,0)i e.v>evjt ujftp fl 'T 

^0 QuJlij a_ET>JT)^lsjTJ) Cl0li,0,E* 10 

n? fi& lD 

@0einin sfilsncsT 3,iqcj,g* jg)i*<0> E 1 *^ 1 '”’ 

Lord glorious even to the heavc 11 ^ 
celestials, hard to see for those who 1 - 
not love him, lord of lotus eyes 
Sri-dame on his chest, — be ll ‘, 

forever beyond pairs-of-oppositesd-- 

.iH,Enrfil*j)n* ALjfiluj0*j A*,!!"* & Ct '?n 

a_t?r h 

i^CTT^lririr)^ ^ct>CJncM; #> )l|,rT . . 

CUfTCTT Q^6OTTCT>L_ SpSTPTT^KGTFTT Ifil.U 1.9^^ 

0,* C***.* 

5>ncrr ^CfftnC^Q^ncwT^ gtgsi 

The discus-lord rules us, now whn ^ 
bring us harm? We have overcon^ ^ 
pains of rebirth, never to return. !;^ 
seen and placed on my head, the 1 . 
eyed Dame Nappinnai’s spouse, v* 


<5>«nG\/*iDG\j . jcjnti.TTfbCftai ^ 

^■ffincuOincv, ^ju ( il(r5T(T)a4in ^■<sim0^' ,u - |fTfT 
iftCtDCVjClfXiU £,n«n f£lo|lfr^) tn&'jl U ^ 

ft , l,.,i 
The lord who slept on a ( |,e 
stands on hills worshipped • f et 't 
celestials, and in my heart, mis ^| t , 
are on my head, l ie is insepa 1 ^ 
from me, I am convinced 
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jjGajCTT CTG5T Qjb^0<3li> 

ALpiurn^LD; 

Gr>&,6 0&>{htjg>g)\ ^cjoTCWTCo , 9 , err cvj th Qufflgjj 

2_c5ni_iucjr; 

Clu)5dyuUl_fT63T lSlfT>(iA(2); OlDUjGurTGyjLb 

Qunuj GU6VJCU63T; 

5>d^uu0ti> jt>u 5A(£) rbfT5»5)g)j «£jGr>G33TUjnC63T. 

He cannot leave my heart, I am 
convinced. The discus lord is full of 
mischief in him. He makes falsehood 
appear real to those who do not see 
him. For us who love him deatly, 
he appears reclining. (5) 

£b n A,3>§J ^ieneOTUjnisnKiT ffjrtcnC&nrrjjib 

(g,n<5nfl)5>nc0 

a*,o>a&i ^tcrvciraiuunn*© ■Si©*" 

^ ii>LDfTtfj^6in 

iorto,g,gj @en io$wib Go(5ii> ocni-ujncnomj 
uno.agji cncua&ncir 2>®" 

The serpent-couch lord graces all 
who meditate on him. I he mat-haired 
Siva, with his crescent moon occupies 
a part of him. I worship the lord 
■n my heart. ( 6 ) 

ucnffl urjiD uqLDurjcinesT; 

iSIcrofl c^cjrnrjjtb any ft; 

'DCWfl (§C3TfT) Ci'JrTdp CT< ’^ 1 LDLDrrc?TI 

rSwr£lsirjj) O # ii> O i f n ^ «^ 16 ^ 

ii i nCcur. 

O Heart! Worship the greatest good. 
Diseases will not come close and birth too 
will cease. The lord of gem-hue radiance 
bears a golden discus. He is Madhusudana, 
the lord who rules us. (7) 

JTM^luinssi ^iDCrnA^ib <®tui iirconrar, 

2^5tt uiircjrr, /filc»r>ij 

C ID UJ jj n 631 

i ifTjJjl ^ib Ca,n6TTacu cufcT^O 

i i itfl) nil ft tvn 

ciiiTLp cncin GfbtgjGtf 1 iDT>GN n gii 

<n i n ip <5i Ginn i mi). 


The discus-lord is beyond the ken of 
gods. He is the timless lord and creator, 
he grazed cows. On his broad shoulders 
he lifted a mountain. Praise his feet 
without fail, O Good heart! ( 8 ) 

0>«nnGt_<sn <fj »ldcvj ldcvjitu urTg>ib; 

fh n win l jjyiGtp 

G&GWtGl Cp>l^<b£b cfildDOTTU.) fTuSlOTT CICVJCVjrTii) 
Q^ncfyrGi. Gifnijgjjj cTcjnn^jib Ggjfr^i^gjj 

OJi^lOiurnL^a, 

lj fcooiGt— lujidott LJ6iraflg)2) ucraflcijGiri^Guj. 

I trod the path of relentless service and 
worshipped him as he taught in the yore, 
and saw his radiant lotus feet. Instantly, 
my Karmas have vanished. ( 9 ) 

cutfin(9 >uj rt cvj inearth ^?CTTrf>\ inn&sjjRncin 

M CiTHiJj UJ IT CVJ bfjl 6TI <9i IT GV) , LD CVJ Q fTCVJ , 

SafTcu, 

ilsnaGaagi auorjrrAcb CWii S i 

«jr ff) 

5>«n«3>u.ifTOTT agesaub £>it ufbCrn. 

Madhava is lord of gods praised in every 
Quarter. His feet are adored by his 
devotees everywhere. Fix your 
heart on him and offer worship 
everyday with incense, lamp, fresh 
flowers and water. (iq) 

ciciingjj uii>f9j ugio i ifjiiu ifjeir'Gtf 
G«,nch iDncncu ojsnjbiTL «Sr 

Oonct, ^antajiL 

i '0,g)i ib 

ABO Trio, l®, 'JiboniOjib theiv^ei, o, ipco 

^sncrorCiu. 

1 his decad of the thousand songs by 
Valudi-land’s Kurugur Satakopan on 
the lord of the celestials who has strong 
wrestling shoulders, offers shelter at his 
feet to those who can sing it. ( 11 ) 
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10.5 / Svapadesam : On Narayana 
Mantra 

Kantian | Saindhavi | Ekam 

AcraTsrarsjT e,Lpeii gjcnsro 

msjui) a_sjH.u5n! 

^5331233110 2>rTa3337Gu). 

Those of you who seek Krishna’s 
eet meditate on his name; Narayana is 
the Mantra. ^ 

£) n ’tf£njT63T CTlblDfT€3T 
UfMT ^|633Tri|0 ^SIT* 

<ninas33ub Osircncugio, 
arrryOTuTGaT gjirGOTr. 

Narayana our lord, spouse of Dame 
tarth, killer of rutted elephant, is his 
own cause. ^ 

SrrG«3T a_cu0 ereveumb 
anGor 

anGs3t a_sMi0 sui%2,g>! 

SdGsS! ^OTSunCOTi. 

He made the Universe. He lifted it. 
He swallowed it and remade it. He is 
the protector. 

^OTOJITOT, ^1 

GarCTajjruj ^, 7 2V| 
gjtTCTTGUfTUJ lDGOJT 
'bfrcTTcumij f^fTifiCg. 

The ruler reclines on a serpent, in the 
ocean. Strew flowers at his feet and 

worship him everyday. ( 4 ) 

!brrteiT. r£,ft < AGgfTir ) i ii> 

oirti_fr men CWsrarQ; 

Lmuiii, gjnmm; 

*®Gi— OunjenGm. 

Worship him every day, with 
fresh flowers and sing his name, 
liberation is here. /c\ 


Uj Uj fT6JT Gcur*Ii««j,i_iXi 

■fJjfruj rnoGurV GU€irn633Tfeyr 
r* 

jUlJJfTfT (ipeinco 2_£T3Tt_ 
surrujrrOTTj iDfTgjisuCcn. 

The Kaya-hued lord resides H 
Venkatam. He is Madava, 
drank Putana’s breasts. 


LDT^^ij £TT (jTQTjpj 6T63TQ] 

«p> 2 ) GucOc^Ggcu 

$gd e^OTrpjib c^GnL-UjfT 
6J5>LD «5rTfjrrC6u. 

If you can sing Madava’s names, 
harm will come, nor sin attain you-( 

anijn sjsmiSjGri 

c^'T (yj^Qe eVS33TC33T53T 

Gun epQGunf, 

<St,!jniT ^mrjGrr. 

Free of faults, he who sings 
names of the cloud-hued lord s ' 1 
live like the gods. ' 


<^U5gir,g,^£j ^rflujrr^DOTT 
2 >i£HTa>tL^ GTcrflujntfinffn 

^S>T(lgCUrTn«3,il(dJ) 
e^tDOfT GfilGiDGaTAGcTT. 


He evades the gods and gives him*: 
to devotees ending their Karntas. ( 


■If 


( ip6y)SM5>STT QQjff^^u Gunib 

-5.SD63T rf>OTTli)6UIT f§$L-Ql 

^cit>sjtJ51g3t CljTjtQujnGear. 

Karmas in hordes will U ee 
fear, strew lotus flowers 
contemplate on him. ( 


Gltbiniunci 1 ^i(n,eTi 

umujnsji j, Cfl,ini« 3 i 

’'E.nni ayuSUag,, z .4,*, 

■SUqimni/!.^ ^i(n, 6 i»CuCiD. 

This decad of the thousand by k urU ‘|j lt > 
Satakopan will secure for devotees 
grace of the lord. ^ 
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10.6 / Svapadesam: Crossing the 
Viraja river / On Tiruvattaru 

And | Sttddha Danyasi | Adi 

ClutT)i6ljrTn- 

^i(R)CTT^j(IT^ q i t -V- v ^«5JTuiA' CVi£;~GF‘, 

Si\,^jGTr lD rr ^GTilTGU^gflGTT 

uj nw3T dr .; 

OU_ iTi2>|£|C3!cbnwL-<Tr;2(ns?T 
_ . /l 

iq Gu wol to kc<A. 

The lord oi’ discus resides in Tiruvattaru, 
Waiting to he commanded by his 
devotees. No more do I seek birth in 
this dark world. Dispel all doubts, and 
Worship him. O Heart! (1) 

rTrjjn-jrrsir *Dff ^rrcvn 

iSlfQuu ^ojjui_>rT€3T 

4 "•’Cl rr^ a Or^^Cs 1 Q&sgv rr ct d) 

0> . fMi*i*cr>cr»tl' 

^UJ !_j<M UCTlQU llpGfilGDGJT^-^Tr 

t- •T'-G.rrriv .m if>tnfsrttTTkjrC a. 

5 ' 

■inging songs and worshipping 
e sava at Tiruvattaru, we have ended 
arniic attachments and worldh 
r°nnections. W’e have attained tlu 
'et of \ aravana v. ho cuts rebirth. 
° >ou hear, O Frail heart? 12) 

r-.rrnrTairr^cncr fT.rTtcjfsijsi.TT ._>c, 
‘•o 1 ‘*fr<.v$v51; 


f, 


£!*-*■ oit.T 


fTtnmrr.nr 


S—e-.a-vC. •3;(rt > 6ufTGSTnii.i ,*lC3>.10 *3T«T^...M 




4d' ~H, < ‘k' r v ** ^*»(rt)iDK'<hGT» 

\x„ K 

ave attained Narayana reciting Ins 
^nvn He has come on Earth 

' • in I iruvaiiaru of great weak h 


and hastens to give us Vaikunta at our 
command. These are not happening 
by our leave, O Heart of mine! ( 3 ) 

.Ct.';- c. 

tel fVifSTrff <?i.~>u £ja l j_ietTj«3T LLifTTieU i-^,1 tCfF 

<ru' tC t_ rinpreir: 

lqgot unrjgjJygyu urttCOiL.GD'i-fttfrinu 

i_isnuQaniLi_ir®T; 

rr-tLf atfbicSCff! Ojlil vUUffVlOC'f.'iT fT,UJ£i0 ^ffT,STf 

r coltffujcc.inCOTT. 

The lord in Tiruvattaru tore Hiranya’s 
wide chest with his nails; He battled 
for the Pandavas in the terrible 
Bharata war. He resides in my heart, 
gracing me with great Tamil songs. Our 
graceful lord is indeed good to us, O 
Good heart! (4) 

iSijfTteCT Gjff) cjji£>i tbfhg* GurrC*- irit'!r> rT ‘'*y T 

Lf€73VlGi.'GJD5,CjU - 
<H[DU 'oluT^|d&6yiCfT36TT JT, 1 

'*$iGJl rriT)f (JJjjGlTtuC Ljn'J.t’i 

.«>rTC3T cjrf)1s> ^liflGiirTitTn £,rtcn ;\x\ u -r ( ^- 

&>GOie,\*gjU3 Li. it . 

The lord of Tiruvattaru gave me the 
path of liberation at his behest, I have 
his feet on mv head. The lord wears 
honev-dripping Tulasi and rides the 
Garuda Now vou can laugh at Hell. 
O Heart of mine! ^5 , 

a>«nG»*Uu)6V) dsfTCTt ^ A V»633VK.-n. 

gi.-irr -&4ibu>iTC9T 

>f..T. *..... Mil-on .-Tjr „ .;.. 

oii> olt _*,fKu3'ffrr 

I dJ«.Su u-.ni 4,* W TX, 

1 "h'i ! : *x, iBgriu M&e, 

■..lo-n^.i.. , 0 f iff CU^L.LI w. l A .f- v . Sj ,, 

Me lotus-eved lord will never leave 
mv hean The lord on Tiruvattaru hil 

hCX) 
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reclines on a serpent. He destroyed 
the rutted elephant by the tusk. His 
tinkling lotus feet are on my head. (6) 

(£>€inrj ftg)€U5,cfr 0rrjj,£)csTLb; j^ld C&ncfil^cjT 
(2)iq.Q«9i fTCnjTL_ nor; 
0^6I| 3iL_GU H631|_ 0lj) G0>63T 

G»J 6 iDfJ 0(^61) IDGffiffl LDfTl_ GUflllL. fUf) £) fTOTT 
IDCUlT ^l^ClDCO 

0 < 1 § 6 L| jTjplb gjCYTGiJlb QlDlLirbfQOTTfT}) 
AlD^GlD. 

We have attained the feet of our lord 
Govinda who lives in Tiruvattaru 
surrounded by jewelled mansions like 
a 1 ilaka for the ocean-hemmed South. 
My person wafts the fragrance of the 
Tulasi from his feet. ( 7 ) 

Oujiiir^rgldlrrn dMJ>;£ gjjctT&i sfilnru Sjrpi 

^(5>(iP u ?- UJ6 ® T 

^ajbrOcjrir) a&o,yg,g,sii @i_ii 

QlJfT 0 glJ LJ63TCU 

cmorfjfQaTfr) cucinrj Gun^jiii <£l 0 a_ 0 cu 

6 U fT L. l_ rT fT) fT) fT ti} 0 

ffrjb fb63Tf$l GtfftuCgjGOTm CTS3T Q[J,[GT|^)eu 

^l&yisug^Gsu? 

The lord of radiant crown and fragrant 
Tulasi garland, lord of discus gaining 
victory wherever he wills, is the lord 
of mountain-hue radiance in 
Tiruvattaru. I cannot understand what 
I did to deserve his grace. ( 8 ) 

i'3>y><£l<a!TrD ^1 (<Tju> it li iSt cC> 

<3)fiOTGs3TfT(^li) 
^l 0 innGurriT CtfITcfill CD 0,6fT31 

Guntlt itqj ; 

1 -Jftipf&ciTiD aerfr^i Cl «arr 0 ©>tf. 

Qo*(^\0}€ynQf\ 

(Ttfe-JT 

CTLJV'^uf’^^IH ijlrtly inGafT. 

The jewel-lord reclines in coo! 

I iruvattaru. On his radiant chest he 
bears the lotus-dame l.akshmt Riding 


the worthy Garuda, he destroyed 
many Asuras. He resides in my heart 
forever, of his own accord. (9) 

tSIiflujngd <£plC)<!HU CTcirgj iSIpuq ^njijSgi] 
^git ^ipa,Qa,fnsraiun5jT 

<^,*0 ^g<35U^UJ6«nG3T <^OT3Tl_fTG3T 

QurflujrTrf&0 ^iluiluA^ncu, OufDrrg) 
UUJG 3 T Q u rpj id rrn}| 

rfl sufTGTr qjitiIi ^Gin gsijtGldgCi 

GurTlll_rTfT)n)rT63T AfTlluvGJrGcaT. 

The lord in Tiruvattaru reclines on a 
hooded serpent. He came as a lion and 
tore Hiranya’s wide chest. He broke 
my cords of rebirth and made me 
his servant granting favours such as 
I have never had before. ( 10 ) 

.T>ml 14 . 5 , g) 6 IIT <9>lp60<ffc6TT &Q 

oj rri_l i _fTrr )fqj <mb Gu^inncnSijT ounTfaj 

00<9«T »T0L GftfTuejl 
UfTUUfTlU iDnsnso ^uSIa5>^i^T 

u5?gjj^ 

CailQ ^rjrm ciifrcOTSurT^cTT Gl<9c?fj)<9>0 

Q^tCTjO^fTcOGcu. 

This decad of the thousand songs by 
Kurugur Satakopan cm Tiruvattaru-lord. 
- who shows us his feet and averts the 
disaster of Hell, — is sweet poetry which 
will not satiate even t he gods. ( 11 ) 

10.7 / Svapadesam : On 
Tirunialirumsolai 

Sencol | Begada | Adi 

'al^GTjGtffTG'U 2_ llSlrt dMT^>g» 

^ilQ^iLtbifilGin: GtfffCjnW 

CffT . Lfin iDfTu IGTIT 
tDfTui^ *G\S)ujnuj u»(bg)J €T63T 
•cat lij SL uSl^fT-/.b SL (jn «9><5un-0l 

(i)l<?5TfT)fTrr &*** 

‘oJfbfGTjAlii SL. uSlf fT)U» .^icinct. a GJTJT| lv 
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O Sweet-tongued poets, be on 
your guard when you sing! The 

Tirumalirumsolat-lord is a wicked 
trickster. He entered my heart and 
soul as a wonder-poet, then ate 
them, became them, and filled me 
without my knowing. (1) 

GjItGott <£^<£1 stgugu" 

2._CVJ(2)lb £_uSl(TF)li> 0jnG<S3T 
ujncar GTGjTu nest 
5>67TCT»CTT5j Q,ClQ<^ 

GfijCdT unGcU th GJTiSTtG Gv) 

fl C rr ) ii>>Tc61c?© G5rTcr ' co ^ 

C/hnGcn iglGjrOrrjniflrbftncyT 

stotchot y><r>®)ii> 2 -^" a - e ” ,Gl - 

Becoming me he became the worlds and 
the souls and filled them, then himself 
too became this me and praised himself. 
Sweet as honey, milk and sugarcane sap, 
my lord of Malirumsolai, he became 
all these after devouring my soul. (2) 

CT6?T€iD£3T (ipfT)rr}jii> a-iiSln - 2— 6TG * T 
lorr.u jggjgH 6 " 

€TC3TC!ncai t LpfT)iT 1 Ki> gjfrGc 31 

U) (TU.) ,5>4 LblDrtfiifT G IT 

Cl 2 sjr 2,01 ^(juHToSl^eGarrcnaJS. 

a Uan2>3) 

ujnoT gjdrgjjib CunCsuCo’CWCeun'? 

ST6iiCl*nco t $)ibu>n«! T £l(J> ^(^Gcn ? 

My lord resides in Malirumsolai de¬ 
vouring me. He entered my wondrous 
speech, then made me all himself. How 
great is his grace! I fold my hands in 
worship, need I say more? ( ) 

<rr«jiCl*ns\j ^ubiDiTsii $© 

cu^ib s' uVl^ii) 5 ,»tV*« 

5>C?T(g) GlfcSI £_l- GV-lb ®5 ’)^c 4^L_ fTcfr ; 

<h« <bg»i a ipSM 

c,i s> c%t Oatoti £cM&i3y{b ©ara) 

v rt .u T6V^ (JT -1 \£h G^ ncr' U». 
j,is.a,OT ieySF 1 :‘i> Sfa-Bfi 1 ' 11 • 

jmA.tii rv,t?S)u • f Cii 


Becoming the worlds and all the souls 
in it, he mingles into my body 
inseparably. He surveyed the Earth 
and chose Malirumsolai. He shall not 
forsake us, our enemies shall die. (4) 

2,£TOTcram 2>cfleu snug, 

fbcvcu ^tLDtjn OurTeiSt<a4 cruj^) 

CT faoJT faJlTT IT£1B S 3 OT CT^Tiff faOi)ll LD fT,€VJ 

(LpGS^GDIT ^OTTUID 5,«nCU^fT)UU 
U6MT <^4,11 UHL6U ( ^€3FT#>6f^£h6TT 

UjriGfTfTUJg) £hGJT CUTta»j >Si cJ>fTG3T LJtTlQ. 
o t 6Tt n cTGTT^jib ctg3t ^ih in near, 

d£l in rr c51 ^ (cr, G <3 n gvj u» rt G cm. 

The warring Asuras are dead, the 
good celestials have flourished. The 
seers who contemplate the unknown 
are also rejoicing. My lord who sang 
his own praise in Pann-based songs 
through me stands in Malirumsolai, 
singing the auspicious Teneka. (5) 

LD noSl (fTj^C 5 nGUT€U lU fTG GUI 

<=&<£!> Qffyg £yjGi}<A)0ib gst 
6£>^fT)lDfT GiluSlfbGST £?_ GTtGgTT 63->QJ<5><5>) 

aaiup sudLfl ®,«<nGuuj6Tfl5,(2)Lb 

£) (_IT)ID rrCu GTGSTGaiCTT LD IT G\j 

ilcbGpii) iSlijtnc^jib ftncrsTngj 

^^IDfTGVi CTOJ^l utjtti 

^l^TjGJDGn ft it,#, ^ihiftrrGOTT. 

The lord of Malirumsolai devours all 
the worlds. My loving master also then 
protects them through the ages. The 
lord of Sri, invisible even to Siva and 
Brahma, lovingly gave his graceful 
feet to me for worship. (6) 

.2^fT>Gin6TT FT- GT63T ^iblOnGfAJT 1 

GTGSTgryij) ^ip^^K.TTST ^ lb ID n lb 

>11*7,GT k^ftrr<*TT iSlijtDGST fgMlbiOfftfnub 

Co>6un GgsfT csTi ib Ca,Gu^ib 
^'^<,T10>6TT ^lp6o^lGU(rr,lb, 

6}g>;giiin c^libmnsin 

n ( it, cn & gtt 9,m«i_jib io OTffi m 6zn gv 
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The lord in Malirumsolai, the mountain- 
gem who sings love songs, is worshipped 
even by Siva, Brahma, Indi a and the 
gods. Seers of great enlightenment 
praise the holy mountain. ( 7 ) 

$ 0 u>rroS) 0 ( 2 )CsiTGncu lOffincuGuj 

^ 0 uunj)a,uGtu ctot a®r>G»Guj. 
4>l0iDniaj cnGsj 0 jb«,Cin, g,m r 

^0Gausiai_Gu3 crsuTgi s_lCw, 
<St 0 tDiT (nssrgji 2 >_uSlCrr, 

iDdsiGui, cur^Ga, a 0 ldGld 
«J> 0 Uxr Gttbniq.ti_jLD iSlfflujndr sreit 

fiSIjP (lp0jG\JGU<i2T «£>06uC<SJT, 

O Malirumsolai hill, O Milk Ocean, 
My head! O Tirumal, Vaikunta, 
Cool Venkatam hill. My body! O Great 
wonders, My life, thought, word 
and deed! O My first-cause lord, who 
never leaves me! ( 8 ) 

smip fi/iasumiai ^0 g>jGctt 

ffTCTT£pii> fi£>06UC3T at_GU0 GTGUCUITl£> 
Garrnjjij) ibcjrgjiCTGcn 
uoni ^^A a,n 3 ,gj|A a_ipgi)U> 

rrM,l|>laj6jinG33n63T G1G5T ^ li) ID ITCTT 

cSHU, a,OT5T j£l 0 U)rTG 6 l 0 l 0 GflfTCG)GV> 
Guirjp ijjsaiGu. «na,cSlGu.5Ci; 

e~!_gyju) a_u < il 0 ii ujrijfl, G^ilGi-. 

The ocean-hued lord of Malirumsolai 
is our master, — the supreme cosmic 
lord through age after age, who creates, 
protects and destroys all in himself. 
Well done, O Heart! Hold on to him, 
and let this body and life die. ( 9 ) 

»nr&A &l.@I SL.63T urn t£>n«r>m 

rr<sj>G*i Clflui 

dif^j«7*crt (**nC«n! ujnCeaT £ 

gtgbt (rinser ^cifljfr^rrO trip 1 
|CVi<3)Hh QuirrSl ppir>^|i_h 
£. 0 (Aifjrbj&lrfluiib j^ib 
& nSln gjuj 

liinffST, mesTfbJAOcn. 


O My Lord of Malirumsolai, my 
Protector, my own Self. These five 
sensory fields, five sensory organs, 
five motor organs, five elements 
and the four envelopes of the soul 
are all part of your cosmic Lila, pray 
let them die! ( 10 ) 

lOnrcft c 2y j r^)t»J,rTIJli> LDCtTIli) OftL , 

£2cun GU<aTCT>0>u.i(T iDnij*, 
gjrtcfr ^fblifcrTfllDfTUjU qdj»0(g, 

gjrTCcjr ^oinrTCincyT#) 
(>0)G 5T ^fb/ArTIJlll OufTlpCU «T 6 

^uCArrucjr Qtfrrcu ^uSlggjgiJcn 
LDfT6jr ^fbi 5 >rTrj 5 )^) ug>gj|ib 

$0i.nnc$0(0C0rT<pn<,-u 

This delightful decad of the thousand 
songs by Satakopan of honey-dripping 
Kurugur groves on the destruction 
of Mahat, Ahankara, Manas and 
the five senses, addresses the 
Malirumsolai lord who entered me, 
and himself became me. ( 11 ) 

10.8 / Svapadcsam : On Tirupper 
Tirumalirumsolai \ Revati \ Adi 

gbl0LDn6$0|Gt,C0nciri6Yj iactigu GtcanCfD^' 

CTffJTcnn, 

cu)5>5ii ffT<rrr Ony^^, f£)(nnrr)iiju 

M (g)jbfb nsist > 

(2)0 iorr loarafl 2* itsgd QuiTC5TC«flfl> 

QgjCjiu^ 60 

j£l0uinsb •Glot.jnfp, Gflnsfiluib j$0uCuGlI* 

Even as I uttered Tirumalirumsolai, the 
lord entered nty heart and filled it. On 
the southern banks of the Kaveri wash¬ 
ing precious gems, the lord and spouse 
of Sri resides in Ten-Ti flipper. ( 1 ) 

(«uCij s eimn-*i^cTT( 7 ) »Siijrrcarr (p)cirffpj <su£>$>I 

jiuQlJCSP <TTr^I 0 | rHOTT ':•) fV> (<fh,& f£l(3nmUJU 
* 

#>l rn CJjji ft, GU 6 Jlp ifKSnGU CTlj). ® Gv, (^) 

^<>0 fT G» U$) IT) $) n GT> «JJ ^ 

iSItqjfeCj 
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The lord residing in Tirupper has come 
to me today, entered my heart and filled 
it, never to leave. He who devoured 
the seven worlds, clouds, hills and seas 
is contained inside me, tightly held. ( 2 ) 

iSluvtfjC&csT; iS)rr)€ft iSlcrafl 

0 jtCijg 3 t; 

imq.2,Gg>s3i ldctiott <njnj_p^«n<j>u_{CTT 

££>17 l£>rT«V.lJOT>Uj; 

QAniQ. 5 > CflvfrqO $( 0 )uGujgrtOTT 

C$iVcujg>i 6 TCTTA(g) «£>i ) u ^ C 3 TCljn ^£I>- 

I held him, destroyed rebirth and over¬ 
came disease and diverted mvseli from 
the lure of household life. Tirrupper is 
surrounded by pennoncd masions 
rising tall. Attaining his feet is an easy 
task for me, just see. 0) 

5 TCtn^)nuSlOTtCUfTg)J CTS?T .3,OT370>CT1 

A«tfluu 0 » 

rfl&«ng.u.taTtajA 

th <jrfl eh Q T G © cirr; 

«£lGTfl CflfTffinCVJdBGfT 

$(TC)uGurjrT«rT 

Claotlg,! ^s-ibc-i a^euGisn. 

Mv eves rejoice to see him so easily. 
With lightness of heart 1 too rejoice. 
Tirupper is surrounded by groves with 
sweet parrots. The lord there will give 
us his clear Vaikunta. (”0 

aiirCor crotAftmii <nratC<3>T"© 

gulcq 

a on tan u7iU(2)Qii)6iT)i i 1 

<hnC^ ***«»«» 

CgiOTi e )uj Qun^ltu 

it - ) dh (T n L* kijn. 

The lord of Tirupper with nectared 
groves who grants us liberation is inside 
me today. He has entered this cage ot 
flesh and is himself clearing the path 
of all obstacles. (5) 


dS^uGun iTj&rjrTiraT ^(f?) a:,rT€1 ^C!5lsG<firnsy»cuu 
OufT(TT}LjGu 22_CT>fr>.«&GffT£) lS) fJfTOTT ^GTTfT}] 

GVJbj^J 

^J(f^uGuCjfT GTCtTtfT}j CT63T jfjlioiJTrQUJLJ 

^{OjuGu Oujbrpi ^(J_P 5 )LD 2 _CWtQ 

ACtflfijG&GciJT. 

The lord of Tirupper, lord in 
Malirumsolai, has come to stay and 
fill my heart forever. Tasting the 
cool ambrosia of liberation, I rejoice 
to my satisfaction! ( 6 ) 

S’-CWiQ 2 l_!X>i_jiV ctc^t 

Giocmcu^ 

Qi5>fTOT3i(J)) a_•sHGiflgij'jjj O^rr^ii) 

OtffTCUgyjU CL irbCrr>G7T ; 

€VJC!T3d(T^ 

^»l(^huGt jgncnT 

ACWH0 dhGTVlUl J<* 0)<^p ^gT)i gTl rSlciTO); 

* 5 M$>coaC«fT. 

With surging love my heart has reached 
the last word. My lord of Tirupper 
surrounded by bee-humming groves 
remains in my eyes lor me to rejoice 
forever. Relishing this taste, now 
what do 1 lack hereafter? ( 7 ) 

0 >«rfjt@ 3 }isit ^ldnir)i JHfl,eunrii; 

Ouifliutfji; 

tfiuiTijTianjflco {3}ju03T Gltin^ch; <^ip 

dfc<nncu <bnGcan; 

Qjt«njicaw jt,uv> ujiiarafl id nr ibjAeii 

j^^uGuoncan 

•£l«raierani> cron 10 01.5,0,1,. 

UaiWnigj, ^jirfnCir,. 

1 he lord bevond the intellect is inside 
my eyes. 1 le is the subt le essence of the 
seven Svaras. The lord ol Tinipper is 
sui i ounded b\ lewel-mansions. He swells 
and fills my heart today. ( 8 ) 
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gicirjjj cTsiicncruj Gli_irr(n>cnrr«,$g, renest 

CTC3Tgy6TT 67>€ljg,2>fT63T; 

c^63T£u CTQTCincrru /DloClj fT*u q^nrTfT^^gjj 
CTC3T Q«5UJCUfT63T? 

(^)C3T|pj GTGnGXTO) $*ip UD rT |_ f^j * STT 

0 u G U fj fTG3T 
^<^*>0 <^0CTT OtflLuj 2^6531175,^60 
a-fbCroCesT. 

The lord residing in Tirupper with 
mountain-like mansions, today has 
made a person of me, sitting in my 
heart. Why had he left me to wander 
so long?, — I begin to wonder, pray 
let him answer. ( 9 ) 

E_(T)Gnj«ar; usnflGWiug, 2 _sji u ng,ii 

QufbCrrjrar; nCa, /gciranb CojottQsu^ 

C75>5,fTlu! 

0i&)tX)nn ID 6<D JT) Gu rT6iJ3T fT*GTT Qj rTgJ 

^0uCugftn)(tfj 

&!Dpnrr ^iQiufTn 5,t D *0 ^icOsoco 

^IcucurrGcii. 

My Lord. I have rendered joyful service 
and attained your feet. This is all I ask 
for. No more shall miseries besiege 
the devotees of the lord in Tirupper 
where many Vedic scholars live.(lO) 

l£l 6U 6U IT ^606060; $6TT GDUJSu 

4>l0uGunCiD6u 

< 2 > 6 u 6 onn ucuit cnn.p 00 *ry n& *L.C*nu<»T 
planet, ayi ^uSIrja.gjch §jeneu ,, 0,^,6 

Ciicusv.mi Clg,nOTli n Q, , ndl 

j. 

This decad of the thousand songs 
by Satakopan of Kurugur where good 
men live, on the lord of Ten-Tirupper 
surrounded by big fields will secure for 
devotees the radiant Vaikunta. (1 J) 


10.9 / Svapadesam / Archiradi 
Marga / The Twelfth Union 

Siilvicumbii \ Band tune 

tfcii 1 s£l*ii>n cStGrafl yxflcu gjriflujii) 

Al-fiO <^637CU $GT>rj* 657* aQfijgjJ 

CJJP Ourrip^jiD 6UCTTii) 6Jij>$uj ctcst ^fuufl 1 
67JfT^> H*ip fTjfTfj633T63T 5,LD63'>g* *653 t(9 

£_*5>Cg>- 

Clouds in the sky played horns like 
heralds, waves in the ocean clapped and 
danced. The seven continents stood with 
gifts, to see the devotee of eternally - 
praised Narayana homeward-bound.(l) 

o,u3snija, aerargl a_ 3 ,<j,gj %,&>$'' 

y,g635T QufT63T 0|_|i) 2— 

cfilcrUT CRjflcOj 

*i_ 6 U* 6 TT fQcjrp ^175, 5 ,65TJ 

Gnr,0 GVGT>0& t 

Carijenroi tBeng&gv en^^ib Q&n 

e> 

On seeing Narayana’s devotee, 
the rain cloud joyously filled gold-p° ts 
in the sky, the oceans stood and 
cheered in joy. The mountains made 
festoons for him, and all the worlds 
bowed in worship. ( 2 ) 

s sva.iiftth gj,, ^eO uicun a>&’S? 
'i'lj'ijflsuanr yifl ^«n n,$,Gnei' 

5 >u>n (ip6 ZrGeftt 
<Pfl§lfl63T 6T657QJ <@01D0I*|0 

apcafUu"^*^ 

Cu ‘^ ® r *CL'(*)5)§)l7*(*, 6TC5TTr)j 61)5^1 6T<P^' 

When they saw the devotee of 
Earth-measuring lord, thev rained 
flowers. In incense and offete 
worship. Bards stood on eithe 1 
s*de and sang ‘Hail!’ and said. “TH' S 
way to Vaikunta”. ( 3) 
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cr^l it ^cdldujout 

GU(0){b 

< 5 >^ 7 CU(T ^CUIT 

0 >mllQ.G 3 TIT; 

«=N^IT (<5)IJCU (ipg^f^J«»6tT <^CT>CV) AL.CU 

(Lpipj,0 <&8>g> 

cfilrfl gjjiprroj (_ipia tDfTg>cu63T . 

All the way the celestials made resting 
Points. The Moon and the Sun lighted 
the path. Thundering drums rolled 
like the ocean, in honour of the nectar- 
Tulasi-lord Madava’s devotee. (4) 


LDfT 5>cijcar o^inn ctgjt^j «jlmt5g\S1cO cu fTesrcurT 
enog,| g)i_ib i_|gjgiio. crormgyii) 
^>a*SJ&GTT urTlneSTtT ^OTTOTTgiT, Q*(f?jl-fT5,€TT 

^* su 4 !bcu eurrujcuft Csvcrtcfit a_fimo(5>giC2>. 

^ods came out to see and offered their 
places to the lord’s devotee; Kinnaras 
and Garudas sang songs while Vedic 
seers made fire oblations. (5) 


■“Suriisfit sfflcnj *ir>;j> 

ffjipjtr GJCH 5 », 

, cucui_b l i .'Yl &6Ufbgii cri^j^ib 

§>cn& 6 y§ > GSTn ; 

‘^>chiS) 63 Tfl 5 crr currcn^ib ^t^iunoT g,iDir 

CT6gTff)| 

^J'Tch 6^3731 ff,crsJ u>l_£> 63 \. 5 >uj(t 6Uffip£>j£)<STn 
LD^lipiiCa). 

Incense rose with fire oblations, bugles 
and conches rent the air. “Rule the 
j b O Devotee!", the Vel-eyed 
antes cheered lustily. ( 6 ) 


^«r»g)iijn . «D( 

^' 7| cr^ajib Cg>rTg,$wb Qst 

cnb C a e, 0 & iGin, £\cnn ^crfl u 
,a)i CT a> ^ft-ra.eod, ^ 

l^larut and Vasus joined in wo 
‘aanisels cheered in joy, to see the 


serf of the lord, — the ocean-reclining 
Kesava, radiant-crowned Gopala, lord 
of Kudandai, — on his journey home¬ 
ward bound. (7) 

(Sjlq ^UOOfTIT JESUIT GafTcfi!ffj5,C31 5,63T&(£j 

GTC3TfT}| 

QP 14 2_ CD l_ GU T CUT CU (T (ipCD fT) CD fT) 

nQ & (T 6 TTCTT , 

O^fTlX^ Ojb(^ lD^£) 6 TT C&fTL^fjLD 

(g ^l dflcTTIT 

GUIQ.CH S’ -CDL LDfTgjCUC3T CDClJ^jjgjlb iqaGg>i. 

Gods in rows teamed to see and said, 
“Here comes Govinda’s bonded serf!”, 
then climbed on to the high walls of 
the festooned Gopuram, to catch a 
glimpse of the devotee, — cast in 
Madava’s image, — as he entered 
Vaikunta. ( 8 ) 

«r>s>>( 5 )|i)®ib i-|£)g>gyib cunsoSIsv cuncsrsun 

GDGU^JbgjGST ID IT GTlDfT GnDgjj 

CTCSTI^J 

67) 6M(0) £>&$§>) ^lDIJ(2)li) (^ip Cjfl QJ (fh ID 

cfil UJlj>0>CfTfT 
L-n^SU gjI IDfeo'dl633TGUIT C^l^lClU. 

As the devotee entered the portals, the 
bards were filled with joy. The gods in 
the temple bowed and offered their 
niches to him, for entering Vaikunta is 
every man’s birthright. (9) 

Gfn^lGllCD<5> l |(^>lbg>‘»'3TIT GTCaTfpj ITjtfU Ccjl^lllIT 

1 1 u5l cjVI 6V.* , ' nrhiA*6aflcu i in^,r^i<5,6b 

3>^ipcfjl otit ; 

liil^04lb DjGVj flrSWT6S3T(ipih . fQ CD ITS 

Gf^CTTSsA^ipib 

tf>$ (ip* iDi (K 6 TDa>ilin 6 H 1 V 1 G&. 

Vedic seers praising their fortune, washed 
the devotee’s feet, while moon-faced 
dames greeted hun with Puma Kumbha, 
lamp and saffron-water. ( 10 ) 
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cSHCuri cr^lfTCl^rTCTTsn ton locssfl 

iDffyaruug)^ 

*( 2 >S>U) &■<» GurfiOTuajgii imuuCgngt 

S)(2)Ib5>6i^LD 

Qan 2 >& ciunjfI* « L Cftr U( * 

CWrrcu 

«2>S,®'5.OT ^uSirtaeu &enaj eutusu,-j 

(yuafleiiCg. 

The devotee then stood face to face 
before the lord in his jewel Mandapa in 
evei lasting joy. Those who master this 
decad of the thousand by Kurugur 
Satakopan will become bards. (j'j) 

10.10 / Svapadesam : The Twelfth 
Separation / Allegiance by 
swearing 

Muniye | Ahiri \ Misra Chap,, 
(ipraflCu.,' !b rr«T ( y,*G«t! ^ u „, 

CTCIn l alufT6OSVJfT0i 
a.srflojrujjj a-rusenga, a.en, ^ uwrorfUa^i 

ctoti tf,fiTT^urr( 

ft«rflCiu*it^a_uSIGg! «rdr ftfinsoiflasamiruj 

ci|jbi0C0 

Ebnrir Cur.a=s0 ^uGurt. g.^j, 
oinujui CloiGujst/ ffi<jrcr,MiGuj.' 

9 Ba ”*> Bra hma, Siva, my wicked coral- 
lipped lord of lotus eyes, my black un¬ 
cut gem! The soul of this forlorn self! 
At List you have come to me. Now 
1 shall not let you go, pray do not play 

your tricks again. 

n " l “ LB TfliC'jiSi Clara or; ft. rf, ^ 

'tsnncftflj; mrcr.su ^'i'-via. 

a "' aib Gl ' ,d ‘ . ^ (fttfWMh 4»0 dUpi**; 

!0A ^nr.sOTaraim,, n^j. 

r ' lbe ' b ‘' 9dj & * dCtmQ QrironcsT 

'TcvijtJJ &)*$! g.sjtrrjrraGcu 

* n - e[h mu; (ndrc^ 

-xr «BU ' .isharmii, n.rggj 


Pray do not trick me, I swear upon 
the fair lady of the lotus residing on 
your chest, and upon you, take note, 
't ou openly made love and blended 
into my soul. A.las, now you ntust 
call me unto you. (-) 

tfffcGfila, Ci^.nctrcTMTtij Gufafr ^ijbGe ,n 
ClunGucuna, 

Al,«£ld >0 cjit urbnjja, Cl a. min tS 16 ^ 

Uinefilg, i.;g,inigiii i9li7U3cir. ftlsiici, 

.-'<w <wrni 

JbireSi* aunco ypg,cv <£lipriG*! ia-U> ul * 

O the First-cause, stock of the Iotu v 
navel Brahma, Siva, Indra and all the 
gods who worship you! Other than 
you, I have no staff to lean niv soul upo 11 ’ 
M y uncut-gem-lord! dion^ 

and call me, you must. (■ 

ibi • n s,nr< j2»<rfr i jffCip! fjj! r s>ie r v.<rTjl‘ n ' 1 ( 

if>k“ '• 

^VDtJtltb, r^cC, C> 9 n&; AtQQpeh 1^7^’ 

^ (7 ^ ' 

a - Lufi^ii) ujRigjcufn^ix) w<smi.0».g> 

' ‘ : 

eribugii an<Cl ) <t,a,cy j ff'T i( G) 1 r 

«pi' ’.<? *— *■ 

O Dark expanse-of-space, and all d ,a 
din it! You are the sky, the light. 1 " 
gods and all else. You are the fir ^ 
cause of gods and men. Alas, you I’T 
k it me to bear my burden alone- ( 

-*ong <*1^14^(51 erwrenon (f, i.ij&a 1 . 

G , - .. f (T t" 

1 ift&ftCytfpir, rut ■ tSl ud’oi’■ 

Uftunaft ;t*nw6)(3i v&fna, dHZ' 1 '#"' ***% 
ctc-tjti j.jij) tn<,-jr /ujHcai jiciRL'^ * 

.4)0 &J0U» I s_.-yiiL (fea - .*•>•• ' 

•^IjOU U0O, 4, ’r. .Un 
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If you forsake me and let me tsan 
der, with whom do I do and " a . 
Alas, what is left of me, what am i- 
My Lord, vou drank my soul li e a e 
hot iron dropped in water, t ou 
my ambrosia, still. 

c, «’’a>(2) ^H L ipg,mLi CTOTgi 

‘Oer&.a, dyinemo ’ 

MC 3 T 5 ) 0 ,rru p Qrr)Jt 2 .£T 3 ’^^. 

• »«® *,*0 b 

^ ,.ri ^ 

My sweet lord, my life, mv s °ulO 
have drunk me insatiably. n< "' 8■ . 

lot us^eyesTnd co (6)' 

match for lotus dame! O M) 

4fT«ST ^^GuGaifT. 

jS©j cu%7>rj 

t? uU \ 

Cftne* «ar®^ 0*d> 

o My love, you became the love of 

lotus-dame! Forming ’ Aononit 
mountain with a crescent * 1 | . 

Vou came as a boar and took the 
Earth between vour tusk teeth; 

O Lord who churned the on. 
ran 1 let s ou go no" • 

o £ 3 Ttf«nC 3 T* 

'W, & ^ uL '''lf^v/c:u>^ 

e iflfi A«l uUjea ' 

» M, svyfl^ W ^ ^u. 

■ i ■ s> 2 ”'^T 

How will l 'f, 1 ^‘uareiheendle® 
sweet over-soul? ‘ 011 alt . : W er. 
Karmas, tlteir fruit and the 


Like a huge black hole you have entered 
theihrei.orlds, and hiddenyouwlf 
compl«c-[v!OMy[p»-5« d! (») 

J.-OJ ftofl efls.CjtC.uiT, CPI'S cy»eM"(S) 

UP® " ffTCUCUfflD 

• *_,*»*» B_«t«nar crosw &™ T 

* 0 , 4 # ^.®«ueir 

• nf ill the worlds, the 

oFhrst-causes^oUlU. uj ^ mJ 

first-cause, vomWh^ muum hertf , 

put you O M ^ funding me, 

JKSSSuS-— « 

O Great expanse^ wid^deep, ulh^d 
endless. E-vp- ,n £ f 8 g x pn d 1 n g 

P Ra ?hm thm O Radiant knowP 

Y/hliss' Expanding bigger than 
thau'you have mingled into me! (10) 

^surWDa l*d? SiU>aWf '^^ 

^ ^a«u* Clandioi 

^ain @«° <***■ ^,^0, gp«i_!E>2 

■ li Li2.au oSM£ f > l !is«’' ,,T 
2 C.2. 

awffifiiSSs 

bom in high. 


Alvar’s Lotto Feet otirRefiw 
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Mudal Tiruvandadi of 
Poygai Alvar 

Invocation 

«ns>cr>2> Carr ^ibQurnflcu ij^it 

QurrtuGnau iSlgfrejr &cfi1(gjir CunGa^j 

6ff>QJUj£>£| 

r§M 14 ’a, cl it a>cn sunup ^jb , Dfbik rx & 

^'H-SfilCTTfi^^ Q0tUg>fT63T LJftijbgjJ. 

The fighting bull among poets Poygai 
Alvar took birth in fragrant-bowers- 
and-fields-surrounded Ranchi city and 
rendered the first Tiruvandadi in sweet 
Tamil, describing the modes of 
Worship, that devotees may live. 

* * * 

'S'sututi, a^sttlaji, sum Ai_C«v .^s,. 

^suujui a,S)(lr-nehi sSlsna>(g, -Clsiijuj 

^ypujnsjr (gsCuCGneiT 

OfffTCU LDfTGiDCU 

S 1 -" '^j£$ ffTOTT(T)j. 

The Earth is mv lamp, the ocean is 
l he oil, and the radiant Sun the flame; 

offer this garland of songs at the feet 
° the radiant discus-bearing lord, that 
We may cross the misery-ocean. (1) 

S1SS, ©J a>i_su eii su a_sc&ib 

§it «J!D<D§i? 

tpsnjjjii, ^Sjcno,. a.araiCgei, n^not: - 

■StraT©! <Slgs), 

,iHan '~e>&i 2_CT)i tbfria, asrisru^fta 

ljen . •&'&>£ 

Sjga &>< i^ji, a_onT0, E iSlipjbg, . ,irn. 

* he ocean was churned, — when, 1 do 
ot know. The ocean you made a 
■ k ‘ ae ° n - parted, and slept on, — was 
not that one? You took the Earth 
p w nere, I do not know. The 

h you made, lifted, ate and remade, 
' ^as it not this Earth? If) 


UHTT ^STTGEILD epfr CTfQJ^gJ tf^lT ^l^LL|lh 

UfTIT 22_(5»5>5) 

.^■T ,-—*4 «TT CY| tO OfFCVJCV) ITJTjgtC^); - 

S_(fTj<50 63T 

CuUJ ^ GTT CTj &> CT3TI_ O U ^}lD n 63T J 

^ffil^CcUGST - 

£> ^CTTffL, ACT3TL Q(T>f^. 

You took the Earth, with one foot 
straddling the space and one foot 
placed on the ocean’s edge. You grew 
and grew, I know not how! (3) 

Ql»>f5l GUiTdCV) nG^UJfTUJ r^«TfDrTC3-»63T, 

Qurrn0 currscu CufTir* s>s>6Uiij &n - 

ffj) GU rTCtjrrrii) 

inn ^iy*Gv.' «a40ii 5 sRcCjcij«t5>^5) 

i£_CDfJ5)2> 

£i6tKFL_£)Sj] <^ilJG3 7 ; 

How the poison-throated Siva taught 
Yoga to Daksha, Pulastya, Agastya 
and Markandeya under the Peepul 
tree! They closed the battle-gates of 
their five senses and realised you as 
their only path to freedom! (4) 

tfHfjesT, rp,nn t crrr gjt- rp, ruD ib; 

c ^l > S3TG0G3ni_l_|CTT - ecEIT^l; 

Gnn-r^jTGu, loann); 2_cnfDU4ib G^nuSlcu - 

GUC»Pfj $,(T: 

ft(r^O)ir-^lpUL| , CP &> LL1 j - 

CcucO, G|bL0: 

a ^riTjClDwS’n 4^»63Tlp|. 

His names are Hara and Narayana; 
his mounts the bull and the bird; his 
texts, the Agamas and Vedas; his abodes 
the mount Kailasa and the Ocean of 
Milk, his works dissolution and 
protection; his weapons the spear and 
the discus; his hue, }he fire and the 
cloud; and yet he is one to all. (51 

wp> S3T ©J 10 111(1)41*51t, UJ S3! *y3 *5 (?• H 

j}.’ w4 , "d T bdi>< t»iP jst (^fTjjyr; 

tnitiu*. Gcsin , -ItfT'kpiKlTGTT '? ^GTTfp . . 
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a© iOujBai er^Glft^CasSr, 

< 5 >GT 37 Cc_ £3T 

&l(2)Ojg^JALD GtDUJrTOTT ^ 63 ^. 

All ye people! I can never forge: the 
ocean-hued lord! Then when I lay in 
the womb I folded my hands in 
worship. Now I note the southern 
Quarter which the lord of Arangam 
is facing, -Yama’s Quarter. ( 6 ) 


a_ 0l 

OgjUJGUgjgy 
ereusuiui, - 

. . „ 

Qsg, ^ ^ juia 

Anri 

ajswroron uan <-S> 3 > uiujag,. 

The Quarters, the respective gods, in each 
Quarter, the ways to propitiate the 
respective gods, - all these are the 
wonders created by Krishna, the 
changeless eternal wonder-lord, the 
dark ocean-hued lord who churned 
the ocean in the yore. (7) 


ajK,li> ufl aimii finsuag,, 
^u.ib.g.u) srfl A^CijndT e>*,a>a,, . 

„ . (ipwiii(g, ^uj(rt,«ri, 

-a" ^unr* toer.^aag,, erd, £, 

„ , $©U>(tG&j 

Cuncr snaujiTsii ? 

In the battle of the yore, — O Lord 
riruinal!, — you blew the wonderful 
conch and wielded the sharp discus. 
But why did you hide the bright Sun in 
the sky with a chariot wheel? (s\ 


Glun^Cairc ® gur ejaruvrnuG M a ( ^ 

®‘ 2>SnU, ®<a SCOT 

Cm* tfl, £,agl 

diirfi Cahill 

' atU ' qaruj •** f W »&!*« ^ 

_ 5jl CTr n&j ,a 

’ 1>n merer-: 
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O Lord of discus! Taking a huge form 
you stretched your lotus feet and 
measured the Earth, even as the won 
feared and the celestials trembled- 
When you came as a huge boar an 
lifted the Earth on your tusk teet > 
how did it not fall off, resting as it w aS 
on one tooth alone? w 


ll> CTOT CjgJJ |_b LDGDGVJ li^ li) AL-^yJ 1 * 5 ' 

LDir©0(if > d > i 

cfitereTe^plib sfihifirsi^tjlmgj Clmiu erdn 

erswrenflev. 

tSioj© r&iw’sri o>»l <fn 

' ^irirsu ^ 

2t_ cvqS) ^crrs^ib 2vcreiCi_fT S-CS* CUl'di't 

Alone the lord of infinite gl°(T‘ 
O Discus wielder! They say it is true tha 
you swallowed the Earth, the mountain 5, 
the oceans, the winds and sp ,,c< ^ 
Come to think, was your mouth 
big as this Earth? (I 




.uuuj ^sasinciT 


5 >fTUJGU 63 ^G'jT 0>fTLb Q&rTLpH 


_ \fh& 

. Co * 


(ipcmcu {!?& 


SSZGHT SL.6SSU fTtSBT a <SIJ "(^ 


(Ju r 


& 


cOCU 


IT fib 


AfT&Min Acror, Castth Q«5C$. 

The Earth-striding lord then came ■'* 
child and drank the breast poison of 1 
ogress with relish. My hands will W lu 
none other than him. My lips wm n 
praise anyone else. My eyes will no' 5 
other than his fo rm. Other titan n 
names, my ears will not hear. ( 


Oos€\ suituj, a, 63 at, inpa,^, <rr<i3 ’^ 

g>lC n«AJgp|LU. " 

icfil, AfTtfu, i^p cfTi«?ra» llao) 

si e®uJ'<9' 

t^nrenipix, '^suCTsblujii), £,*w£pi.'-P Lr> . 

*t<s*"- ,G<7 

GTGflKDlTuj fildlTg) • 
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The ear and other organs of sense, the 
five primaeval elements, the five sensory 
impulses, the five motor impulses, the 
et ernal one within, all these are 
manifestations of the lord, who came 
then as a boar, say the godly ones. (12) 

<§ 1 , 3 ,, rr-ehr g^ipmuriOT <§iu).s>C 3 , 
Qecucu 

Wususucit jgjtueu (ipcjiraub;- 

^IIJSUSU <§(,3, 

I^^UJfTCU ^lujlDt>i3,OT(TCU ug6U 

r5t63Tjt)rT(7 ^<svn. 

■^h the gods naturally seek the path to 
attain the feet of the Tulasi-wearing 
^ itrayana. Earlier through proper study 
J nd practice of their roles, they achieved 
their states of godly nature. ( 13 ) 


*' CUI ’ 3,<nb 3,mi) <§jrf)Vj,g,iajiTrjj| cjg>£l, 

^suii @6uii crtii C1 u(5|U)itc5i GTdrrrry - 

■3rCiirri$Gntf^ 

Qg,fT^€>jfT; 2_.6U(£> 
c^ClTfbjS) 

S-^CciJ ^pg>CU. 

According to their nature, and each 
5 j r . Corc h n g to his understanding, they 
a Worship their chosen deity, placed 
>n , a P ec lesta! or drawn on the wall, 
a f 1 leir 8°d. Yet the lord who measured 
e Earth is the first-cause lord and 
t0r emost of all. (14) 

<§i,6>,fTn pipcitC.n; <§*ld (npffu^n-,sn^rr,iri 

^^bGv, ign ©j crei earn git ; 

^ . (tp^cO <§(,uj 

s "Tcj, 

t . _ 6T'6li‘. lJ<Si^)gjju 

^un^^Gn^LO u^gjj 

th^T loremosl among all gods are 
the f nmUrt1 ’ and lhe ocean-hued one is 
„ p , 7 110 ‘T amon BtheTnmurti. Were 
for the grace of the benevolent 
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first-lord, the grace of all the gods- 
in- name in the world are naught 
but waste. ( 15 ) 

u(f§Gg) ugo u&g^jib CumiSlcjr 

^ijgyj ^cncjrcTCiDcvj £>S3 tjtQ - 
Q^)fT^G5)63T 

s>l_cu 5>fTcO ^cmcuuuA 

5>OT5TCU6TT(fTjlX) Q <5 Pd db GT3T 
<£Ml_CU ^0 6UGtfSjTi»vOin l£^. 

The wasted days gone by!, — I feared 
and wept. Then I saw the ocean-hued 
red-eyed lord reclining on a serpent 
bed, — his feet caressed by lapping waves, 
— and offered worship to him. ( 16 ) 

«9tUMt|ii> i iu) »luu, C&'tsk ^IssipGujgu 

Opcxjcu , 

(ynqiL|i£> gS13.uil| <§icnii,a,gjj cisnurr - euu* 

2_<£lqncu 

Wltlj^lTOT jggaaflujOTTgd <£H,3,l£), @(lh(CT, 

-lflc3a(T)LJ H€TT 

ssnmj^itsjr, 2_SU(3, ^c-nnpg, r^nsaTp. 

The lord rides the Garuda bird. He tore 
into Hiranya’s chest with his sharp 
nails. They say when he measured 
the Earth, his feet straddled the land, 
while his arms streched out and 
measured the Quarters. Even his crown 
measured the space above. ( 17 ) 

5>fTG3Trn (LpfcTr>G\J<9>g,G*3GO (£,(£><* S>_OT3T(^. <p r£) 

Cl I t>iJ0T3<D CU3T UJ 

v« 5 ,n 6 rnm s>_ «rjn n^r, Q<nigsir$) (5,crflrpcir>n> 

©S!63Trflll* 

U)l HT^fTjgg £> 6TT»l Q.( ^telfaTl fTgJYlLQ.t {CTlgrVlsznci IfTUJ 

ngrmi> 

l 0 C^ftJ Gi mai mciraT c^tfnfTj^ lorrct). 

The lord who measured the Earth, also 
sucked the poison from full breasts, ate 
butter Iront the hanging rope-shelf, 
battled with a rutted elephant and took 
its tusk, entered between two closelv 
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growing Marudu trees, tore apart 
the beaks of a bad bird, and has the 
hue of the dark ocean. (jg) 

ftyjri, auCcu! oct C & i$Trjmu 
^j,s3«5t jgencua gjuSltirp .syfluiTrsir,- 

ft n cu &] 

&0 Ctcofli Q«ii,o.crar idtcu s,sb, 'Enu.njsr 

<T>C&1 rr^j 

^Q'jyTl_uClu(T) 0 | *P 

O Dark Ocean! The discus lord who 
swallowed the Earth and lay on a 
fig leaf has a beautiful dark” frame 
and adorable red eyes. When he 
sleeps, you caress his body and 
rejoice. What penance earned you 
this good fortune? (] 9 ) 

'alujinjnit ^csieiT /Mpcuu Guiig^ sg>rr 0 j 3 «ri 

d<5fT}n)nn * 014 . <9>o mrsD-n^cO ^,n- 

i-D an tj LD GO rr it G «9 ffli iq. C3> UJ QirrcjTQjiT cr>ih 

«5ui_ui9 

<P«r>7 < 0 « 0 * CWsSjrQ SI#g,)S»j 7 nsl 

The wealthy Senkanntal, The lord of 
adorable red eyes, released his parents 
from their shackles, escaped the prison 
haunt of his detractors, and grew up as 
a child in another house. His lotus¬ 
like feet are worshipped with flowers 
b\ the good celestials, alas! (20) 

ifitejigi, ©©Jii gn ejnj^ 

np<rtnq.ujaci>. 

f)en/i ^cnggi 'aiiiAswr 

^TSffrirjjLb 

, ICif.. !)#J L ) « 5 ' asn&t wilM ^cnsjjr,, ^ 

* 1 <rrg,(xt 

gyi l 1 C1 ^ !&)G f )! rfi). 

Alas. O Dark Heart <>l mine! The lord 
Senkanmal who went to Mabali and 
rook a gift of land, then grew and 
measured the Earth, has a discus tor 


weapon, a bird for vehicle andy 1 
serpent for a bed. You must atta> n 
his feet, know it. (- ^ 


c&i aj ib 


_ C'J •'JT CD C' 1 ’ 


jjnCiSsrmtf 


Oumgl CWp, rflfflni- arr*l 2S~ni8' imJ ' 

- „.rf 

.tsnvbia trrJj - .'i.j’C^ne"'' t),c: 0-.-. srrT cf” 

- ' an , ' ' ' I* 

It is known to the whole world, 
just me, — O Lord who rides the Gat 11 . 
bird! You ate the fragrant butter chut n^ 
by the Bamboo-slim arms of the Gop 1 - 
and were tethered by a rope that ? 
your stomach with a mark. w J 

5>yjii)i | g^02,^,-e>,-itt(hia> f^ncrr Cg.meib® 0 ' 1 

4^giii_t %<02)e,-an{ti, am*!‘iCS u 

y,ra)G<Mi 65 »,^ujrTsii Tffu n at . 1 1 " ;: ' 

-I.ju Gthgot £i .ttl, tg'-b* 
>,'Snu0 gig, 0.5#jT Sa? - .9 1 . 

! here was a mark on y< >ur fingers k’ 11 ! ^ 
the Sarnga bow -string. The cart ' c 
f k on your foot w hen you kicks 

• t Gs cn 1 ' . 


ma 

When you tore apart Hiranya^ cpT 
frightening even lotus dame I ak>’ 1 ^ 
that left a mark on your fingers 1 

-; a i w < ■ ~'" J *? .■ 
'*d*e 

S-ttCcurr© a_ Dl - L 9 «nftA 3 , 

■ i 


X i 


fc>- 4 b CD'innraraTrt? si saifj. 




^ hen your fingers and lips were sl11t , 
" ith butter, — () Lcird dark as the - ^ 
ocean!, — the cow herd dame ^ 
bound you to a mortar. Did } c ' l | j( 
wee P and cry. while out side’ s 
and watched? Speak. 
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2_st>ij CinfbUtfnrTOTaT^ gtot a_cfTcno> Spxnjrrgyj 
GiuCung^di, 

SbCDIjClDGU CDIJgjftiOlD Gu (TGV&) ^£TI(jGlDGU 
-ib&fTGDGjn, 3\szr<.- r^crjT, Ca>j£®Jinuu 
.§)’i-2)S^«!r!cn eji,^ ciygii>- 

With spoken words my heart sees the 
dark emerald gem of a mountain 
reclining in the ocean. He came as a 
boar and lifted the Earth, he parted 
the ocean. Forever I shall praise 
and offer worship. (25) 

criyjGunfT, efilcm L_QftfT6n<nj rnT, pt-cst 

gjjtp mu nenfar 
(£\Gr>Gr>{b&i) gdqj<s>cu 

Gl5j rT (_l£) Gu fT IT 

<^€iTiOTT<5 ,g,|_Gino (£)(£, gyjcfjl<5>(£)^b CsiJf^><S>t_GlIl 

GU oC S3TfTfT 

<0rl_«nrj4) giPGTO 1 ^ 1 ^ LDGTJGU. 

Offering worship in Tiruvenkatam, 
those who constantly think of the 
Tulasi-garland lord will be rid of their 
load of Karinas. Even the celestials’ 
hearts are roused by the hill. (26) 

mem Gu turret, (^jGT'i. urn sumti iSlGrm^gjj. 

•‘^wreutu nsi, inarTiDtii) 6jip Oefrjgu, - 

ClAnisnw ujiTGriCTri', 

tJuniTa, Gairgl sjxflib.assrGviiis y,rei (2xnj!b.'S'i> 
tffTu.teb5,651614 ID 

^nirs, G#,»r(ht i_ 155 ujmrffT erra,. 

A hill, inverted, became an umbrella to 
protea the cows. The lord tore the horse 
Kesin’s jaws and pierced an arrow 
through seven trees, plucked a tusk 
of the rutted elephant, and destroyed 
the Kurundu trees. Such is the power 
in the lord-of-Venkatam's hands!(27) 

SiTt-ffcai G)i Gii (XU | rft u-j tb G m t $ u_* UD | AfTii 

Gil OTTTt 63TFt i{ij gj-j | 

2p,tu! iflcumuAffTT f£leirr < s^th4)Q>OGn; - 0<?iijuj 

'OCy-flJlijITjWT f£)(OT a_ITj;^lu.inOTJ: iDf* lO^GTT 
fipcOTn}] CTTUJ#! 

^'OTirryuj rtcOT i+>l(OT ,i$GT>ip. 


Your hands, — O Cloud-hued 
Lord!, — wield the conch and discus. 
The lotus-dame Lakshmi resides on 
your chest. Brahma resides on vour 
iotus-navel, and occupying a small 
portion of your frame is the three- 
city destroyer, Siva-lord. (28) 

^GTODinib iSIcuguii, @0 Gfilaiiqih, aairfepti, 
qGrgjjii) Qsijj^iLiiij ^t,6urr65i;-iSlcn03 
LD(J2)UlS1«S7T 

^UfhJftOT LDfTGO UJfTGiDGJT uQl gdujrjlb 

LDITGU <5»G3OTv_rriU GgjGrfl. 

The lord who is manifest as the Earth, 
space, wind, water and fire is the 
adorable red-eyed Senkanmal who 
gave refuge to the devotee-elephant 
in distress. Know it clearly. (^9) 

Oa,sin^ ^a, a_6TT6na,67ia,a 

CTCTtlgjj ^a, ibsiT<a, ^siraineunn . 

cisrflgj ^I,s>s 

2 ,mu fcnQ aisjiGir, Cuncu, a,6OT a* ip mu ask 

kj>unuj ibnuj.5 1 U*fTGTT(£iTjiii qrflsj,^. 

Clearing their hearts of dross, clear- 
thinking seers of steadfast devotion 
easily attain the feet of the Tulasi- 
garland lord, ike the calf finding the 
mother-cow through love. (to) 

^»S> ^ U »- r5 '' ^1 C&Q, 

** sr-c2)«a,U) su^th ^ 

_ • . . 2_{fT>6U 

iiiC7raT«niia>5,rTOT mam, ^ 

e^GYJGDfTGU, LDrr>m, 

The lovable lord who bears a conch in 
one hand and a discus in the other 
came as hal -man-half-l lon Tnd 
dtstjoyed the tierce Asura HiranyVs 
mighty chest. Other than his feet 

“ — p,te 
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^CSllDUjrTg) 0,65316351 (Tfiu ,{§>0611 

Cnjiro.il, 

,5l<miDUjnu Qun^l Lieucjiacn «grj,g,iii> - 
JbCDLOmmOCU, 

^«dcwtu ufTfi ^cn6TOT«^jCrj 

<%uSlg €U fTlU 

jb n &{b§)l e 5Hfi8>fij3Tiun‘«T n^Aff. 

All the while contemplating him, 
dispelling doubt, keeping the senses 
unaffected by outside inpulses, those 
who hold him dear in their hearts 
will attain the thousand-hooded- 
snake-reclining lord’s abode. (32) 


2>3><JU> aKSOTLirfljbgll 0>lr65T(Lp3,fT)(Oju 

uft(i iriemp uiut}>g> uostuot - 

CluiuiflanCTrCiu 

qjj^liuneu £g$ e _0 STOji^rmb 

airtjflujncu UUJ631 CTG3T ? 

The abode of the four-faced Brahma is 
the benevolent lord’s lotus navel, from 
where he unravels the Vedas with grace. 
Without contemplating the lord’s 
names with love, if one were to offer 
evening prayers, counting a chant, how 
will it serve any purpose? ( 33 ) 


eidtr, «f>0«un Clusiii fftraruii - cjy> a_cu0 
a.«sigl, @6mcuuSlcO 

(yirar «p 0 «JGji <St,uj cu 6331 ran n 1 - 

jSlsii s_ 0 <Ru 

Guiii® Qporsw 0 ,j)£,ncT! Gunrj>^| 6u6Tmi ^. 

fi> n| u 9>ib{b ? 

How can any one understand the truth 
in this wonder? O Cloud-hued Lord who 
swallowed the seven worlds and slept as 
a child! The ogress gave her breast and 
fell dead, whereas the cowherd-dame 
Yasoda, melting for you with her 
warring-fish-like eyes, gave her breast 
and brought you up with love! ( 34 ) 


<S&j5!uj ^g >«0 <^is).ujniT, o>& 

^neuS>0 ne ^ 

0<n_<5)uj 0rr>rr)inna> Glo,iTcncTTftj rgj-Cgiifib 

QjbutGujniij! ^cyn_aj )0 < §(63iC|9 FTn 
(yM4Ujri6ir uBni_a,Si (eptjcaijr? 

With love and devotion, what words 
your devotees speak are faultless 
praise for you. Is it not the path 10 
attain your feet? O Ancient Lord who 
destroyed the ten-headed foe! P-*) 


(tprjGnem gucSI Oajncascvj 0 >ri )0 

ypsirSJfai 

moot iQgtbjb ojot a_<Jlir ^ei) dunes' < 

jina.ujrtso, & 


viotit ^Jrr£6g>) Cla,itarari_ sucna, ? 

Was it not to destroy the foe’s ris' 1 ^ 
power, — O Discus-wielder Lord w 1 
tore into the mighty Hiranya’s che st ^ 
that you came and look the Earth a 
a gift, when it was already yours? P • 


suon ®> ^ 0)1 gjcrai Ga,sir«fil nmujeijnn.* 5 "' 

jTjrris^a 1 ' 

I \GtDSi d?laTA0til Lj,LD ( (£31(j^|U3 67jt>$ 
Gcu^luid^ci, Qagjiflpj ^OTjfr)0a*ii> Gs"^^ 1 . 

cijrrbj a_a,,j,g, a« 2 <i- 

Your favoured abode is Venkata^ 
O Lord r irumal who blows the " ^ 
conch Panchajanya! Vedic seers 
high merit and learning gather ^ 
all Quarters with lamp, incense^ 
water to offer worship. 


n>ii> suifl 


A 

dncuiil, gxsrai 0 JP al 

1 eirfiljjg, du 0 iX)®oflnniija' * lin ' (JiP 
’ CTG ' ir 'r u , 11 ij)irj 1 ^sjii iu|U> „i\ 


ctid eiejicrjuii mncugii Jjpji ' 0 ■ 
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Worshipful celestials descend saying, 
“Our Lord’s abode”, where gypsies 
hurl brilliant gemstones to drive away 
wild elephants, that striped serpents 
mistake for lightning clouds and creep 
into hiding, in Venkatam. (3 8) 

@ L !bSg>i er@2>2>g>j ( 2 >swfflib; 

A '- !bg>gn (ip63T J* 

«j£U 

cj><g> inn Ai„Gcu: r9oTrDji{)!6L|Lb 

G <511 <9* L G l£> 

Guit QjciraTJ?3Tn Qurfl^y. 

Venkatam is where the lord stands; 
the deep ocean is where he reclines. 
The Earth is what he lifted. The 
mountain is what he held aloft. Kantsa 
is whom he leapt upon and killed. Indeed 
mv lord’s glories are great. (39) 

'^U(tTj sfilcv, (Q«jv£ 
'<acit(nyrf>u j i iamb ftijnjiSj Coupii - 

0,cijr0 

Ginffu &4&(jn 

SL 0»fjjg>frfiar ^eanrQi. 

The great bow-wielding gypsies shoot 
fire-balls to scare away the wild elephants 
from their plantations. Then seeing 
falling stars, the elephants still fear and 
flee. The lord who killed the Asura 
Hiranya joyously resides in Venkatam, 
his abode in the mountains. (40) 

i^ffjrrr^j ^gdcbtuj MFjjDjDub OauSl^jib, 

' 4h H fcTT(tflII) , 

jj^€3Trpj (ip^cuna, tfT«rr U»l«&(CT}Gfl• uTiTiinjiii>, 

i |n>65T a CT>r?Giii Oi iti&w 

cm th UJ n 67TT 

^ln>«n &l cyirrGui 

Mountain-like faults will be ignored, only 
your good deeds will be taken into 
account. O Heart of mine! From this 
day onwards and forever, always 


contemplate and prate, — even if it 
were mere lip-service, — the glories of 
the discus wielder, the lord of Sri. (41) 


lDOT!Tloa,(OT,u> ^liuDA^LO 
C» o it Q} n | 

^ rr<j,g,Gu rr^j «t sir Gansu- 
^l(5in«,«fr Gldcu 
ursu «5>2>ib ftib&u ul n,n*Gnrana, <£l c j, 4 
LDn<?u 6\»C737GTR)7«T IDS3TLD? 

Sn, Bhu and Nila attend on him in the 
ocean which sprays milk, while the 
adorable ocean-hued lord reclines on a 
hooded serpent. His heart is forever 
given to the lotus-dame Lakshmi. How 
so? She knows at heart. 


U)«1 IDITfl, £<£,ih; ,£((11, 9niJn , 

a«nb ^ HOT Ct0iu 

ti!b ftiip»umth CunO an 0 

• r\ . «T»b* 0 , 

&fTUD L.l^brrtpftfgtfrji.mn ^,ion, 


ilt *U L \V | 


**uruss, all 
past Karmas will vanish, wealth will 
come of its own accord, - when the 
lord of fresh Tulasi garland is 
worshipped with flowers and fresh 
water. Such is his grace on devotees 
(43) 


a,.on a * 2 >£&, tro a-(n,a,LD. jwsu 

j5>nCcn; 

gnnrt <nu Curt, & Cl 

GuA;-g,uin 

C1<i> ' Jgoniouinft, 


lUl]. 

dio. »i«OT«nmi 

Devotees get to see the lord in the 
forms they wish to see him dearly 
le takes the name they wish to call 
him bv. He is of the nature the\ 
contemplate m their hearts dearlv 
He is the discus-wielding lord. ( 44 ) 
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^Gic at'S'uj? ^gj rgljr,*, 

n,nCio ^i^liBpGurTui jbcu Qrej^Gal-y, Cinuj 
IDIt gjQjaCgilTOT a,rT«iT uarafljjg) suttsfr 

&\tjd>&>Gn j^jGtt (ipi 4 .cy)uj 
UfT5)lb cH;£3»fTC{; CT6jiJTGJ3flcJTn'€3T UOTTl^. 

The lord is accessible to the gods. 
But more, he is accessible to us too! 
The Rakshasa king Ravana worshipped 
Brahma, but our lord counted the 
ten heads of the foe with his toes. 
Let us count his glories. ( 45 ) 

U6J3T qffliLs fb^sTHAcanroGujiwiT 

uoSl Gjrrjrr) 

Qcdgbt Ljrfl tDrrfTtjcar cfilcncy ^rr # -i_)C3!rr 

qrflfKg) 

rOyhft&nGbr g> ac ” uerafljumT ftOTjnair ^(icrjir 
Cui T <5>ei5>n6L) l^lSl ^CTTCijmT. 

The glorious Vedic-chanter-Brahma’s 
skull became a begging bowl for Rudra. 
Our lord filled it with the sap of his 
heart and freed him of his curse. 
Know that those who offer worship 
wall rule this -world like celestials.( 46 ) 

Qjrttf! LD£)<9 j AtflfllTJj g>5)^l€TD(?JTiqiX) 

Gsrfl ^1 rfjuurrixi&O ^ 

i oilDUJ0l^rT63Tg)3>rT(Aj £L_CTiJJlTITCjjfT(1 ArTGTOTuCn 
f a.i/)CU 6^>(fVjlf)fT6TT 

5>n^tb &>v&i&r.Gfl 

The celestial elephant in distress was 
saved by the lord in the yore. Those 
who tame their live rutted-elephani- 
like senses and fix their hearts in 
steadfast contemplation will surely 
see the lord’s feet. ( 47 )' 

oapsu sywngD eng.. g,n-,if > i . jja 

v{T > C> Ua <aV 

arjn&tjnacn 

fjjbi'anner GaoiiiqB-Co, Offcvo 
.nr^cn as>yP QlSX&'-a! ir.Alip. 

With one foot, he scooped up Namushi; 
with one hand, swirled him in the air; 


then with the other hand he spun hi* 
discus that gods and Asuras aroun 
feared. O Good Heart of mine! Desire 
to attain his feet and rejoice. 

lOtfUjj) ^icu (&) ClictcO, uingja 1 uCU 

ujits.ssi* 

Cljb^ip (ipiutv^BjjuniTaitf) 

Gsir<£IGun«v Gi-bnor-giib *i_!t Ouiw-jt C"5> u * 

®,ir«raiutrne,g)ti> 

The joy of seeing the first-cause lord-' 
who wears a golden crown of radian^ 
spreading all around can be felt om> 
by those who strive to shake off bit 1 * 
in this body that continue cyclic - 1 ) 
like the Magtl seed beads in the abac'- 11 ’ 
for others it is difficult. 

L|GV<31 gagj ,10 

Ga,irssir(hh 

u/flTlcsmoj qc-j^lsO, - Gu<W‘* JC * rml | 
i t"T'b,Dngu tSrr/ifilmjiba, jnsasili -ncu 

SSI* 

ej'btD'issisma, ftrtOTsntgjj er*Ag>|. 

I hose who perform loving servl< T, 
strewing freshly culled flowers, cad s * 
the feet of the lord who took thews' 
of Earth from Mabaii with ease .(P 

cnfl^lcvj J m m ib 


(.fen e. • 


-'ftrflu,, iftirifln-Cl^rifliuib Clsci-iGsu • 
OijfTjrvjjsarrffsojtfa'SSTu Gliiitniv si-lhP 1 

M€ 

Easily the lord will grant vd' j 
vision of his lotus leet. G (t i 
He came as a man-lion intendi' 1 ^ ^ 
destroy the unrelenting 
Contemplate his name, it is the jj 
of eight syllables. 
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GTGTOTtfilT, LJ<£lCl£3TrT(tP)61jiT,pr-IT 2, 

OJCnTmyr iflCVJIT CJg;$ , <ST>W *gyifi-'b«A ,6i3 P< 
UNTGDCuajncO i-itJcSt, ££OjrTgl, cnjGi J"g)|Uj, 

^yTjmircnsvja. coa > Cl®2iy? s ' JI * Oa®w)i. 

The eight Vasus, the eleven Rudras, 
the twelve Adityas, the twin Asvins, - 
~ they all go with fresh flowers 
everyday without fail and chant 
praise, then offer worship with folded 
hands, to our lord Tirumal. (52) 

Qaeirrrnc;) g®,. ; ,g)(5!i>S l,£ v 

4)ii,/hrT0enb 

ilwrrrjniK, loijaiu. cj^tb: *<-#!«* " 

eTcjrgiiii 

Mcncrcr ,S)yb; u>arafl < 451 c 2 *(^ Lr ~& 

c £M,ib; 

<^«nCT37 ^0«Of7IT)(d> 

Tirumal has a snake. When he walks. 

hoods him like a parasol; ^ hen he 
s its, it folds itself into a -settee; when he 
stands, it is at his feet like his sandals; 
l n the deep ocean where he reclines, it 
becomes a float, its eyes become lamps, 
11 wraps around like gossamer silk and 
becomes an arm*rest for the lord.(53) 

^, ei, C«i»pib £&***• * 

■ | gm fcij tru_i, 

<^)0Wi«u t (<s^d>. (tpancu* irfiO. (jffjwatnrjib - 

wen 

Acrai^tO. 

Ga, fi-fwi®. 

^*-(5), crr^la,5, ^Giicar. 

The lord reveals himself in his various 
acts: he lei go the snake Kaliya, killed 
the elephant Kuvalayapida, graced 
the cows, broke the Kurundu trees, 
ripped the bird’s beaks, danced the 
Kuravai with Gopis, played with 
pots as an acrobat, drank the poison 


breast, wrestled with killers, and 
lifted the mount. Our Senkammal 
lord is he! ( 54 ) 

^isusir a,ion aeii sfilcncniuit .©yflgyii) 

CTLoGancii 

^CUG3T crcairry G^[£1 gU^) (^CuCUCTGO, - 

fT) ld< ojr 5 >o)rjfTcO 

^rimeouilQ ^^Iojciit *«iWiT . 

^Gir.crarCioS'j 

Gi i(T <SW,'-luili_iTft Gun. 

“His devotees, whatever be their 
Karmic record, are our master’s 
servants,” — so saying, the agents 
of Yama disperse, know it. Those 
who become devotees of the great 
serpent-reclining cowherd lord, 
established such a name. ( 55 ) ’ 

CuGi; cugu iSlaiTjjDai ^sOsun^, crjj 
k>l UliUDncri ffJT 

^H,C5 .sirSWn? (gpa, . Cr^Grr 

*'“* ©(JBgj* 8 ,<-sJ m a 0 urr S jT 

<9s GF3T OT3T G5T 

a,dfTcr»t 3 T ^atOTT 

Nama-Japa or repeating his names over 
and over again is the only wav to know 
the ord; who knows of another way> 
Be that .us it may, even Brahma, though 
seated on Krishna’s lotus navel, cannot 
see the lord s lotus feet. ( 5 ^ 

jau.ct. 0 dnn «.*■ cS^crar,,,. .s^Cat*; 
... . „ Alia,41 

*uu., jtlar 4i\re,au<(.Guj Gansu rr«jt, - 5 , lllb 

!£1*it3 

2,60 in " ei "*' ibGu,n 

("-n . «»t ccn csv (,£> 

Your lotus feet, O Lord!.- i s al llha , 

sttk to attain. Fcannp »u,. , 

of my past Karmas, 1 sought a wav ^ 
-cape W, lh m> so/ggadand 
Ilearned to recite the Mantra. N.uno 
Naravana . and offer worship. (5 ™ 
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C'2>"(SSI u>«>a ClarronQ, gj, ul i ^ 
er^i; «in$, Cln^C*!- 

LDiba'a'iiftsir ftjjusjTaiib inrcu ^^Cu, 

a Q 5) n ^ cij frcjt j 

<® | 2>2 | 9ii> sgsir^j ^cusnsu, ^sun_. 

Offering worship with freshly culled 
flowers and incense, — O Heart of 
mine!, arise, awake and succeed. 
All the Mantras learnt without a fault 
are for the worship of the adorable 
lord. Do not tarry, attain him. (58) 

^filc7icffrGujn0 ^HsOeucu. 

Gfj,ni£j, unsbii 
.£l«r,u£,2,rasu fcjrgl g^u, Cguostujcv ,- 
gjui^ng, gjonucniu 

UP 6 ’ 1 g/ojrijm/r, cnoj^Ojffsj, (Lp/jsnn ^,£1^ 
(«PC3T g>(TP, ffj(TGn r 

§>6BT G^SU ^fblGiDa, GTxnj^^rTcjr flfjQTT. 

Attain the lord our refuge, — who in 
the yore wielded his bow on the Lanka 
King for abducting his slender-waisted 
Sita, — if you wish to be rid of the sins, 
miseries, sicknesses, and Karmas of 
the past permanently. ( 59 ) 

iDGffirr) Ljujjf>2> OirtiDOTifjujnCGiJTrr^l f 

I DO*™ 3 t,uj lorar creuamib 

^Ujcm ^uj 

Guit Qa.nramL (Sltjncjr ^sinrfjl, mjip 

<^J<£lujrTg^ 

«j>n (ft,;j>5>& a 6 u(fl). 

For all from the permanently residing 
Vedic lord on the lotus navel down to 
the last ephemeral bodily soul, the lord 
of discus is the only refuge. Other 
than him, there is none that the ocean- 
girdled Earth knows of. (;,o) 

S>_oj0ii. a_sv(ft) §(B!i-,0, asiti^mu) gjcjjii 

Gfl,ip 

ehf^fh) <5.1 6^j-ub, Ocw0i pi) - 

2>- CU^ldflGCj 


LDrT^fFjgj^Lb, Qin-^jt-b 
Mjb^uS^GU ^LU ojGMTirug. 

The ocean-girdled Earth, the deh'S^ 
ocean sans the Earth, the dark 
beautiful ocean, the mountains, 
fires, the wind, the sky, — all these •> ^ 
created by the will of Tirumah 11 
lord-and-lady pair. ^ 

l~| 637TIT LD(TT)^1 ctT £httt 0 Gumu . 

(2,15250^ <><"»&£> 
m ctjtid (re, su uinst, efilanu sijy 

a,s33TU> Oa>& 

sjgj a_GU(ajU> gjnuSiGriGuib , 

^UTGUU Clunirj^ A|CTKOT<U'«C 3T *■ ^ 

The pair of Marudu trees crashed, 
blossoming Kurundu tree tell, l ., 5 
seven prize bulls ol N a p p ‘ n n ‘ ^ 
betrothal were killed, — by the 
that reached out into the e>rj 
Quarters when the lord strad j 
the seven worlds, and the g o£ * s ; i 
Asuras trembled. He reclines ° ^ 
coiled serpent. ' 

Gcjneh ^GucinegT ^cvjGvjncu O^bP 11 ’ ,-j^j 

*' ofy, GTT ^GuGiJTgjj jSTgfr . 

r - ■ • ' rr,rr (b^ 

!£>" ■ 

'itffifTGn f^ntgjtrj-jfe^nujrTGjT ( 4K6<)'0 9 • 

jbnOT<jTrT«mjj njcnGcnGyr ir^ujii). 

J 0* 1 

The serpent-reclining lord's feet 1 
are worthy of mv tongue’s p ‘ 

Mv hands will worship n ° iu .^e 1 
my two ears yearn to hear hi* I 
songs alone. No more sl ^;) 
shamelessly seek a life of pleas ' 1 ' 0 
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5>UjGgU63T lSI fT) (T Cl U fT(ffjCT^CtT J £) 6TT G 6TT 63T 
<£i p frCfjfT®; 

^-ujGgiiott ^tunfb^suCa^® ^GiicuffGu ;- 
sfi) uj C 6u cifT; 

^(fT)lDfTCincvj ^ CUGUgiJ QgjLUCULD STOTT^J 

GJ^jG^cjjr J 

^011) €TOTT GT65tCiUGV 6fil«n63T? 

The pleasure of lowly company, 
1 shall shun, and seek the company 
°f highly principled ones alone. 
I shall not covet others’ wealth and 
never extol a god other than Tirumal. 
Now I am firm. How can Karmas 
accrue on me? (^4) 

«®sncmuncu ©®*.2» ©5^*6 

GarraiL 

^IsncjrGuj^jLj) a»a,$a><9>6i!Ti Qscucuirr 

HQ Bn errss>(£> 

dlflujiTnnOT, Caujcrcncit CuW 

C O f^J fh 6TOT 

Karrnas will not accrue on them, hell 
W ’H not be their destiny, not the 
^'ghtest pain will attend on them, — 
w ho worship with folded hands, 
the dark-hued lotus-eyed lord afar, 
the lord beyond the comprehension 
of the world. ( 65 ) 

•S^CDCO &_6U5jlb <9j(T)LJfi7fGllLb, ^JX)CO-1 

2. (»‘ififTfTfV>££j 

'utfiQTiCVJgj ajoncu io$T>rr)Gu.JfTri toCmluiGUTGvjib, 

CpGXMSiEiCYJ^s^HfcnfiJT 

^iqCuj; 

<Sp) fT|_J U GiTTfil_| LD 

Gun cSh^ Qd^rTCTOTL nCTT Quiun. 

The whole world wakes up in the 
morning remembering the discus 
lord. The learned and wise Vedic 
seers of high merit desire, discuss and 
recite, the names of the lord reclining 
in the ocean. (66) 


Cluu_i(fT,Lb 0 ji_Ggu GrjjrTft^ib ^s^rry • 

<>£>6001 Llj 

2_lU(fTjli) db^lrjOjCcUT C(T)rT<3j^£h,Lb J- 2_ uSl^fVjLD 

5)(O^LD6D63tG LU GfbfT5>(a)Lb ] GStfi 

5>rTLD€iT>(jUJ rT6TT G<fhCnGHGiST 
6^0,gucdg3tGuj Gfbn*0ii> 2_cnnrT6n. 

The ocean is the final destination that 
all rivers run into. The lotus blossoms 
turn to the rising Sun. All living 
beings fall to the lord of death. The 
lord of lotus-dame Lakshmi alone is the 
goal of realisation. ( 67 ) 

22_6OTT(TCurrrr ^,(1 2_63T Qu(JTj63H0 

asiiPGgifrrpj afilLp 

2_COTT(TQjfTfT ^IT 2_(S3T ^(ITjGUli>-£> 651 ^ 

2 —OT3titqj rrrr ^s^it - 

cfil Gtfol GS%1 &> £}y 3) n UJ ! UD 6WT 63»TT fh j> fT lij ? 

CojrbJ<£M_5,2,rTuj! iTjrrcviGGU^Lj 
l_JfeO'<31^ifT«ffi2>2>fTUJ | urreu ? 

Who realises your glory? O Lord in 
the sky! O Lord on Earth! O Lord of 
Venkatam! O Lord of the four Vedic 
chants! Who realises your forms? 
Who realises where you recline, age 
after every age? (68) 

unsudr ®GiTg,i s^cimuj, clip s_eu($ s_cmg| 
j^ CiTteouSIgjT 

ClO<W ;g sucrtHaa, CTOTufr; . 

c^eo ^tesrp 

G«V<.T!6VI (Eli 2_.chOTCg,rT? eS)ora!6rorC 2> iT? 

iDCoVnOT^rC^rT'? 

Ganeev, (ftj}) (gang, erQ&o.mi,! Qaneugj,. 

In the age bygone, you took 
the form of a child and swallowed 
the seven worlds and slept on a 
floating fig leaf. If what they say is 
true, then where was the fig tree? 
In the deluge ocean? Or in 
the sky? Or on Earth? O Lord 
who lifted the bowered mountain 
pray speak. i-m ’ 
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Qtfrrcugyjib g,c7)G3Tiqiii ClgjfT^uSIsai, 

a_i_ibq 

Q^cOg^JU) $GF>C3TIL|U) ^l0t£>fT6ir>CU - 2>co 

@e>ip°> 

g>n\ag>g,naj Cojcrrsflujrrcu, a!b^!ISji!jnsO, 
u 3 2 >:$'Jg>a<TcO 

<b n LDOjgirrcu cjgigiJ^Ggcu, (fjcirrrjj. 

Till speech remains, till the failing body 
works, with fresh flower garlands, 
sacrifices, Tantras and Mantras, offer 
worship to the lord Tirumal. If you 
can praise him with singing his names, 
that is well done, O Heart! (70) 


IbGiijn iSIraafl inpuLio, OTff.ujaabifl, rb-rsar^ 

SLEI t£l 

iDraTjU jglsuii (ipiig^ii ^atjCjsiuirgjjii - 

ffTdrr^j ib 

gS1l_GVJ , Q(T,0,<5Cuj! CGHQimciC^OTT 

< 5 )OTJTl_rTlij - 

diucu cSttP Glansijn.iTdruxnlgl 
O Heart of mine! I pray you take 
heed. Disease and infirmity departing, 
if you were to live through the four 
Yugas and rule the whole Earth, — 
even then, never cease to love the lord 
who wields the discus. ( 7 n 


^t^lujiraassi STGiTg)jii>; ij,,, 

cSICUOT 0,631 

UCEJIU) ,9y£lo, C^nsh ugsfil gj§>& ctotot)|i jj . 

(y>OTL| 

anemnenata o,it,tot cTsitgr), li 

tj.O>6TT STOT^grp 

y,«rat <9t,pii) ysrelLrtOT q&y-,, 

“The lord who wields the discus is 
my love, go to him”, says my heart. 
“Praise his strong and beautiful arms 
and offer worship”, says my tongue. 
“See the lord who dispersed the past”, 
say my eyes “Hear the praise of 

ihe necklace-and-garland-wearing 

lord”, say my ears! (711 


qdJjtpGumij, t.i^uuruj, £ ^53 

@ 3 syDQjrruj, 

Aug^jib LOCDGuu^d) @0 <?jS1 LDi_|LD, 
a_i_^jib, a_uSl0ii) Gjrpn^fisjt. 

Praise him or blame him, — O Heart 
of mine!, — honour him 01 
dishounour him, the lord accepts all; 
for does he not contain the might) 
ocean, the mountains, plains, winds, 
bodies and lives, all within himself? 
He wears a cool Tulasi garland. (73) 

SHD-DnOT, l)«tt &CTTitigg > nOTT; gtuSIcO g Trfl^0 n< ^ Tf 
{DitirsLi < gJl_!b2> IT^ ’ , ' 

^jipnrar, fltpcu .oerafl 6 U 6 iri^ 6 OTO):‘bl , ^ 3 , "■ 
dwvjlipi ept£} u,r ^’ 

U 3 r-asino>UJITOT J y UjOiSTTmOT; sumr osTH-iuf^’ 

(iputiug 6 ^; 

<MSj«naujrtsrT, gsh o,Lpajirsji o,nuL-|- 

1 he lord, — whose mount is 
Garuda bird, who tore Hiranya’s chest- 
who has a dark gem-hue, who keep 5 
the lotus dame on his chest, who wear 5 
a tall crown, and who raised his f° ot 
high that Brahma washed, — protest 5 
Siva, who rides the bull, destroyed 
the three cities, wears ash, is wornaf 
by-half, wears mat-hair, and took th e 
Canga waters on his head. (7"*) 

a-l’U't SLOT6-T-OT SLOTOT* 

sJjlOTiWa-* 5 ’ ' 

*t,UM s_OTnn OT a .otot ^|<sf)l{j>2>Q$ n !£* u t 1 ^’ 

Opt ,11 

^lc(,OTR,: flinjUinCaj! 

Tua^tuumi s-nsOTTurr su-p. 

The heads that worship vour feet 
always see the path O Lord Tirufl 1 ^ 
Those who seek your protection ^ 
r 'd ot Karntas Those who seek y°‘ 
are freed of bondage. Those who tht n 
of you never grow old. ( 7 ‘ 
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cutfl f£l<rirrpi r063Tcy>CTTg> su^sofT 

CliOfTi^ rQffyrjT) Qpnrgj^ujCg g^Guft'r U^LggjJ 

CJ.C3T^Jli) 

6U(TrjrTg)C>JOTST6i!3TCtX) (rfjIcjijT 0^brr(^<3»(£)li> IDOTT 
■sjnsji ^l(2jCsuraia>i_ii>. 

The age-old Vedas declare that those 
who worship you by proper method 
will attain perfect self-knowledge. But 
love for you as the lord who measured 
the Earth grants the complete world of 
Vaikunta, O Lord of Venkatam!(76) 

Gsuib)a,i_yp l i >l Gfit«raT653T<5>c!J)Lb Clsu«.a>n'QjU) 

glooihng) 

y,nii fg«n Caneacu Cluircsr 

jb&Cgjib- !tto@ 

©rarnjnciiT, 

5)i— £> 5*frC fsr 

csirojnctj, Qa^innii 1 <gf‘- l ’ r - 

In Venkatam he stands; in the 
glorious sky he sits; in Vehka he reclines; 
in the bowered city of Kovalui, 
he strides. Even saying this will end 
our suffering. (^7) 

uQsuitit? GT(Lg QrbigCfft Csuipib 
^Snurr sum* CWQ (ipg>«r>cu <Q$!b!b - 

U! lb &_6T>1_UJ 

^Uft, (JjIT fftij UGTTCi9uj(TG3T UfT£>Cu> 

cnaO&'H^gini 

jjjfTftij uijlXJ CurcgiJ 

Who likes to suffer? Arise, O Heart! 
The lord who rests on the sex-pent of 
a thousand hoods came to the rescue 
of the elephant caught in the 
crocodile’s jaws. With fresh Punnai 
flowers, let us worship his feet. (78) 

QdhrTGTini_rTtfinoiT ^cucurrcu 0<9>rr(Jldj>2>rTG<ng 
uj ft it ut^uun-ir? 

IACOTT ^jfT CTCOT LOfTQJClSliSW'lEi - <g>G3 tfl 

5> it eng 

jS" c^nijCin«?>C.^>iTu.i, (fulfil iri?>*£lcincuGui $sn 

6$ 5V ID GO 

<£4,gib CTlft C^bfTUI ? 


As your feet stretched, your jewelled 
hands reached out into the Quarters, 
— when you begged Mabali for 
land, then grew and took the 
Earth. Everybody cries fowl on the 
receiver of the gift, does no one blame 
the giver? ( 79 ) 


<=nQs>{b ucff> 0 ,(CT>fr)(iJj <^*, 2 tC(T)cicr 

GTdnrpj C£}iq 

uQjbs, ciuyjjib unifl 

<^g6THJU 

su co cu ft gtt cjt csr &,€h Qa>rr^ jb*b inrr Cld cafl 

torrujcii cyti ^^ 

^cocofTgjjib ^cofTCg-^ch, 

Promising protection, the large 
hearted lord gave the snake Sumukha 
into the hands of the snake’s sworn 
enemy Garuda, when he clung to his 
bedstead seeking refuge. Knowing this, 
will anyone go to serve a god other 
than our adorable wonder lord? (80) 


. — — ■ — r vii v 


*^©l 2 > rT ® rr S 
cihtctt CcotnraTiq coeiDg n-iCQ*, j^gtt 

U SlJ £ 

a ’ an ‘-!ba'iOT Ouu.,11 ateiiCo Qan. 
. . < fba«n^, L 

UlT)rf))* «>L.|Tjgjjib UGDl O 

1 he wonder lord in the yore went 
the battlefield intent on securii 
victory. He planted a mountain ar 
churned the ocean with a lot 
snake. To cross the long path , 
hell, chanting his names alone 
the means. , 0 

V" 1 

u«m. suite, uirrj<il a „ ( 

“** Umu, u.ng.^uJ, Csuiii^c ^ 0 
t*icQ6urr/n,re, ne ; 

lonuiT lditiu enijftffd, 
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The means to liberation is Venkatam 
where stars play hide-and-seek with the 
clouds. Beautiful Vel-eyed dames 
carrying fresh flower garlands and 
incense wait to offer worship on 
Dvadasi day, to the lord who killed the 
golden deer in the yore, and who resides 
in the hills. 


O Heart? Tell me, can you at least 
see his Garuda banner? Subduing 
the senses, steadying the mind, >'° u 
have worshipped him with pure water 
and flowers. (85) 

fl0LD^,i€TT ? ii) ffj)OTTfT)fTUJ rTCVl 


aian * C * nsir 3>nii 'M - ^Icnij 

41cr>0 rflcr> L ejip OasB aenCasi?- 

2 -!Icl| a_cm_uj 
Ob* ^yj) fWagnCwi, 
C-un 0&rTOT3Ti_ i9rjfr67T ? 

The hill became an umbrella, the arm 
became its stem, when the lord 
protected the cows. Oh! How he killed 
seven mighty bulls in the contest! 
Reclining in the deep ocean wielding 
his sharp discus on warring Asuras, 
he is the lord of all. (83)' 

iSlrrrresr; Q U(2)0r)U) 

<Si!6lajnn? 

a_ 6 V(ff, & stria ^irenp,- 

finljjgj-^errsu Cuugn 

CTsjrQanGcun 
disnci) Gunjig, uu> O 

The Earth was big enough for you to 
measure when you straddled it. Then 
how come it was too small to be held 
between your tusk teeth when you came 
as a boar? Lord of all, my Father! Who 
can fully comprehend your glory? ( 84 ) 


aciiiQ -SHtfjl^Cuj ? unu)i_| 

^MCff>6!J3TuSlcjTrT^5r i jen 
‘•'‘"“l *“"6' AtlSilCu.? (TJfTuj - 


M. .ftrfil S sn i|l 

- atS* flest© (Urb(£i,aOm. ig. 


Cl'tq 

» GunOg,rT0 


Glorious is the 
form of the lord. 


serpent-reclining 

- can you see him. 


umLjii) uasfl LDOTinj^g, usOTTuncirn - eu n0e>J 

<£f,easi_ ftiplujir, 2 _str qarT, thnwti u,oj 

@cni_a,jpGiu ufijfpl, ^csfl. 

In the flower groves-surrounded 

beautiful Koval nagar, — O Benevolent 
Lord who lifted a mount and stopP e 
the rains!, — you and the lotus dain e 
Lakshmi have come to grace us in 1 
vestibule of a house, neither outside nr” 
inside. What a wonder! 

ujfm i_|0curriT r^rj* ( 

(ipeiflijjfTg^i Qprfl^j 0,rTGTT C^MnSlcarr;- " 

c&OTTrrjj C^rTCTTfTGOT <3>OT>63T 

&<&(&) <^$<bg>- rbrrojcuLD ^tjp ^ 

The wonder lord who threw a 
and knocked down the fruits 
revealed his tinkling lotus feet- 
Jambu Dvipa knows him well- 1 ^ 
more shall anyone enter the p orta . j 
°f hell. O Messengers ot D c ‘ ,r f 
Without getting angry, you had be 1 

lock up and leave! ( 8/; 


un '*!Sy)ii> $631 q&Gip urr06ucjo* 

( o)t tnsSt sj 5 , $ 63 ™ sin Qijtrsjr <^ u 

<ai,(9 (Isu! 

ei«j> eisjiCsn strata;#, ? 

Leaving all else aside, every 
I worship but your feet alone- 
but your praise alone. I wear b 11 
flowers on your radiant feet- L 
°1 discus, Now what does it rn 
tehat happens to me? 
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srsaTa .0 ^Qjnri g*F £J> 0 GuC!I cni> Qu^inrrdr 
Sdi*(g, ^surran ^nCss’ uiJDEli <®ieOcuir«u 
i_I«jt 5> ftmumi) - 

y> GlDCjf) .9>rTu33TU QufT^l 

L^cnsiju y, 

U>n GlOCjfl dLrul^LD C^fjLD- 

Who is my friend, but the lord alone? 
He is his own equal, without a superior. 
The blossoming Puvai flowers and 
the wild Kaya flowers always remind 
me of his dark radiant form. (89) 

aj?g>g>"cu oiaSI rglenOTibgsJ iflrtg,su! tglOT 

una>ii> 

^!J§) 0 >[tgO ffTeiiGrri 

a_gg>^lraT(tsu 

rT -'T Cffjn eu c5t C turret ^*,ui 

^ijGraflu.jcr*c5T, 

S?" ^fflujrruj &0>§x\ ? 

A form like a lion sprang and tore 
apart the mighty chest of the strong 
Hiranya with sharp nails. O Madava! 
Was it not because he was proud of his 
Penance-strength and never bowed 
his head to your feet? C? 0 ) 

esneuts, (gjijibcnuuSIsSr e_«" 'J®!®- ■‘S© 6 " 

IGTjrrcsrd art n rF,fTirrGg)fT^)a) 

6|T63T5>^3l 

S-( 561 iniu £L_ 6 U(£> a£"iflu.iac5i 

UJiT^LD 

Lf»(i^€>jrTg,rrna,^ a_«3bn nOipn - 6DncrsT 

The feet of the first lord who came as 
a boar and lifted the Earth are like a 
lamp unto the heart, lit inside the hut 
of the body flesh, dispelling darkness 
through knowledge. For those who 
do not contemplate him everyday, 
where is liberation? (91) 


outsit <^,*£1, & mrfjl fh l_«U 

LOrt C^>5> 1 ^ <£H)iu, 

Cg,sjt Q,&\, unsu ^ty^iimGcu!- 

G1 oj stttrtOsstjttl) rf>l65ttt)ujGut - 

rtjtrctr 

iDGtnnonffiraT a_cSltpifes, oiuSlngj ? 

O Liberation Lord Tirumal! You are 
the sky, the fire, the ocean, and the 
wind, you are milk, you are honey! 
Then in the yore you emptied yourself 
of the earth you ate. Was the cowherd- 
dame’s butter sufficient to fill your 
golden stomach? ( 92 ) 


ojuSIp <Sijp<u,sunGtT s_(2,efil «jtbg,n«n©n 

<SUg>a, 

CTuSlrry ,@a>s> euniii ujQss.g,) ctOTtig-Q.jrr^ 

a-^ijnco, 

y> Qjiqcncii rr-(*J Glunein ^x^Sy 

cn^iun! fglcin 

G<36i»iqGiD6\J nr-^1 Q^itjqj O 

His stomach burning with anger, the 
mighty Hiranya came armed with a 
sword. O Lord of flower-like hands 
wielding a golden discus! You placed 
him on your lap and tore into him with 
your nails, then dipped your mouth 
into his gore, and displayed your 
sharp brilliant teeth frighteningly. 
Why, your eyes shone like fire! (93) 


'olerrjirji Oaotit, ^>5,3, 

CTugsu^ib, 

iD<hsi ^ ositg, cun.u 

CVP II> jtji ib 

sun! w „ u , ai ffl . 


■Ttn w null , 

igss'triGujgjiLb CT^g-rTg,! stot n,n. 

With fiery eyes you destroyed all then 
revealed to the Vedic seer Markandeva 
the seven worlds and all else safely 
tucked into your stomach, O Wonder 
Lord! Words of praise for anyone save 
you, do not come to mv longue!( 94 ) 
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r^n, GUfTuSlco a_€WTCi_; rf>GiOfr r^frrjQTTiT 
c^curTgjj 2_CiDga(£jLb 2 _gdij 2_cottGi_;- 

Qpcurab 

iDfTA 5>^)5j5i€OTT G<£FGUgyib CU&D<3> 2 _€OTtGl_: 

CTC3T 6^06UIT 

$)(h G}£^&i&>G$$X O^GUG^JlD ^lfT)li)? 

When a tongue is there in ever)' mouth, 
when the Mantra ‘Namo Narayana’ is 
there to recite, when there is the easy 
path of freedom from senescence, 
wonder how anyone can fall into the 
abyss of evil? ( 95 ) 

$!Dii>ungd gtsst Cl£,(CT)0Gu)! Otfthj.&eSin 

IDfTCU <9>£iTOTL.rTlLJ 
atJDii uncuib CTOTp tgrjsinQii) ^euuat:- 

MjDio g>tTcaTjj^ib 

u> * g>"<°ir lo^1*i_gu 5,rrrar,LDCT03,u> 

g>ssjr, guctsst gjirGcsn 
acTOTLirtu iSliq.. 

Evil and good are both manifestations 
of the lord. The ocean is he, the wind is 
he, the sky is he, the space too is 
he. Therefore worship him to the end. 
Take note, O Heart! (96) 

iSlin. Cot arflrrn ^etflgg, CuJjctsnn! a_s 3 T qgst 
^lisv Garjjgjj ClurtjfQirCTT ^isirCcr) 

QufTlq. C<£M7 

^G3Trr)(£) cjn} n}nsffT ^efilrr 

<5C<r?l_GuDcO VjrTLUJTjg) 

L_|G3T6U <5>r^JGin5» CTggT gTjl Lb CuiTu QurT63T ? 

O Large-hearted Lord who saved the 
elephant in distress! The ash-ridden 
fire-wielding Siva spills the Ganga-dame 
from his mat-hair. Do you not bless 
her with purity by contact with your 
lotus feet of golden hue? ( 97 ) 

QuflOTT .£l«,(Jg ClDOiflu L|lfl SKr)l _ 

»li>, 


iSlcjrgj 2 _oj5>ld 3>ctuj Qrj,@LDcrgyLO, 

CTT G3T n^j (_£) 


g)0Surr ^rbie,g,g,crsu tflOJGrrgil lD 
S^0aj<STT CTS3TITULD 

The golden hued lord moves around 
as two forms, — the mat-haire 

Siva and the Earth-measuring 

Nedumal. And yet the one is ahva) s 
contained in the other, see! v 

2_CTTOT SjGTJTL. fTULJ, g,«0 CljjgjCa! S-gltb 10 ^ 1 

erei’&‘ i> 

2_shg3t a,siin_rruj; a_eii(cn,«iinn' 

Cl GUST! GIT GST 2_CneTTrTGp|U) CgU^** 1 "^ 5 ^ 

ClDUJ"© 1 ^ 

2_€tTOTT5,^€3T 2_GTT6TT(T63T GTOTlfpJ 

See, the supreme lord exists. Al"* 1 ' 
he exists. In the hearts of devot<- tS? 
in the ocean of milk, in Venkat- ina 
and in you, the lord exists, O < rlt ‘ 
of mine! ("> 

g?" L&Unmu) an0 2 _g3\s,£,o, spGTO 1 11,60 

Cs«"* lL|lX> 

frfr ,smmu> afrcsnjicumh gtgst Q<&\Q> 8 ^' S> 


ep* 

anujojumcii, Ga,SGucnr> 6 ST g,GOTi g>liP nuJ 

loci ssi 


uSlsa 


C*" 


I-DITUJGUGIDGStCuj lfi63I0,gj] GiTTGlJ. 

O Heart! Always worship the ^ ^ 
who wears the cool Tulasi g ar a ^ 
the wonder-child who j 

cart with his foot, Kesava the 


. i. JjlS 

who measured the Earth w1 ^ ^ gt 
one foot. You can see both h lS . 
on Earth. ' 

Alvar's lotus feet out refug c 
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Irandam Tiruvandadi of 
Butatt-Alvar 


Invocation 


iSlrpsfil ^fj ^CJnfD^CT^CsaTOTT ^CSTGaT^g)^ 
^GilCu &8,gM ^Ctfl^fTflnCSF- £631 

(tpgjgjfixSjGTT C«fF0li) go LD6UCJn60U 
i5>g>g>fTrr QurTgiiffiTfbJ <5>i£Gu 

iutatt-Alvar took birth in the famed 
•ool pearl-surfing ocean-shore of 
^-adalmallai, Mahabalipuram, and 
rendered the sweet-as-ambro$ia poem 
Love is my lamp”. I worshipped him 
ar *d rid myself of Karmic birth. 


^^CTflujrr, ^(tqjGid Ofbw 
@G5 t l _| ^lrT>Gn£ @0 - 

f5j63Tl_^ 

n gut & sfil sn & (5) 6j £) G 63T ein , 

r*>rr(j633i<T)(g) 

rf> fT 63 t . 

^-° v e is my lamp, eagerness is the oil, 
heart is the wick. Melting myself, 
" ere 1 light a lamp and offer this Tamil 
§ ar land of knowledge. (1) 

*S> ,t ™»S,ircu tTjOTT^) 2_€33TrflT)^J f^>fTfjta3«n€3T 
^)S3T (VjITlfllhlAbll f 

a)fb©i Gun 5nrr)ff)!63TrT€0- 

611 IT63T^)^| 
c^l fe3lG fT)“ {b G-> 6H 

'-JQT'jfl ^iDgrf C&fTLDncw 

Knowing through revelations, if we 
c ant Narayana and his many other 
n arnes, in his many shrines, will not our 
Worship secure for us a place by his side 
ln l le comity of gods in heaven? (2) 

| * — EU ujcogncu urrrr)5,i_6ofT6r uirgjib 

GOniT UJ5 »uQu JTJJ 60 IT CufTGorTlb - 

(-|(f)ojmTa>dr 


Og,rr6U «^0)grr G<S>GTT6&g) gj6onij0 6^6Tfl 

G^rr G^jfTtQrQffjgj 

ff>GO 5^1 LDgn G<9» (11011631 r5>5><T. 

The lord of gods in heaven is light- 
effulgent. Those who worship his 
ocean- reclining form, strewing fresh 
flowers at his feet will be counted 
as devotees, worthy of entering his 
fabled celestial city. (3) 

rr^rf (9£}$Gug>|bl Jb^Gii uigvxi 

Qfl)fTOT0 ^fblG^ 
$< 3 >(i£ib iDcrcfl GuuSlrjib G^iigjgji - f9<ff»fr 

geusonu 

6y>uri <5)LD6ULD GJjb^lu U65afl{bGg)65T - UGtrfl 

lX>CU (JfT6TT 

r^i/T.i r> QjGVfLD O <fB IT Inf 3T l (T631 

In that city, under a canopy of pearls, 
gems and diamonds, and strings of 
fresh flowers, the lord is seated 
with the lotus-dame Lakshmi, borne 
on his right. I worship his feet. (4) 

(npcarrfjleo a_«vi<5>ib «£N63Trpj 

^6fT(T)^)mu GufTGyjib; 

(\p6TTgU <5MCl)G3fl Q«5>rT6WTL (TUJ J- 

lj iq 62rrrn 

I^IT GlDCufl QfT)(^lDfTG6\j! J^GTT ^lq,61T>UJ 

ujnn 6£>g> ci)6i)6uniT ? 

“Three feet of land”, you said, and 
took the Earth! But why ask for 
three, when two would have sufficed? 
O Lord of ocean-deep hue! Who can 
understand this? (5) 

<gj>gyii a_STT ai? <?h,uj ldcuit 
G^rTOTSiQ. ^fTGMib 
Gtf(]fl.lb£» lD63T5v^,gfTlLl5 Q^61 jGq.> - 

^6ll63T g>631 

Guii ££>$ 6j^jg)itb 

<9»ri633iuGfj 

&,nrr 61 ) 6331633i 631 0>ipGU. 
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With understanding, those who draw 
their senses inward, strew fresh flowers 
with zeal in their hearts, recite his 
names, and worship him pateiently will 
surely see the ocean-hued lord’s feet. (6) 

aipsu CT QibOji SUITUJ a>«OT a-giffiirgu 

iDirjjnjniir 

ciglSS rjrtuj ^ 0 ®,- 

5jipCU GfQgjgj 

CufT(i symcsT ClurrssT id©jit<5 

Gsqj u^githu 

His one foot raised, the lord sealed his 
detractors’ lips and dazzled their eyes 
with his radiant discus. O Heart! 
contemplate his lotus feet with joy. (7) 

2-<9>Jbgjj 2_G3T6in63r Gurrrii^l, G£>6rf) jSjDii) 

O&rTCJTT O fh fT fh) StT >St 
(SjGfflfJ, S_OT3T (TTCinfDfTCn ^GlSl - 

2_ , 

(iponoj s__cm uniij CurrCcu, (ipGaflibgii 

2L_Qnrri_fTLu j^iqib 
IJGtfiJTUfTG\J ( ^CJTGinLDUJ fTGVJ . 

Joyously taking you to her poisoned 
breasts, the ogress gave you suck, 
as if you were an innocent child. 
But you took her breast milk and 
her life then! (8) 

^rjnij<£l , 

f0OTTfpj (yjcDGvj $<&g> (^n^DLn^^- 

GU fj 63T(ip G!T> HQ U.i n G\j jg ifl n ftLSi) 

(5tjtJH€T,fr€uLb 

Qu(r^ (jp 6 ir)tT)uinGU GTujgjGion Gi ifTgjgj) ? 

Even then the cowherd dame Yasoda 
grieved for you and gave you her breast 
to suck without fear. Can the whole 
ocean-girdled Earth you measured and 
took be a return for her love? (9) 

^MT&aoMjT ion w, j, .SiOT&ticnumiL; 

lOSMt ,§>!! 

3."a.*cr,CiTT sl uSl^uo. anojcuGrar! 

6Jg>$ It i 


rf>n 2 _gdi_GluG3t; ^ 2_git)L-Guj63t; r£)GTr 

2_GTTGlf) ig) G3T fT) 6T> LD ID fT GV ), 

<£Err ^iq.GujOTT ul_u 5>CDi_. 

Filled with love, 1 stand with flowers 
and proper chants. O Protector! As a 
child you destroyed a cart. Asking 
for land you protected the earthlings. 
Pray correct my ways. (10) 

o,®r>i_ i£Ig5i^i ^icrjn, ®,y>ci> 0 ®,it(io®)| tb<T|0u> 
fpcnsTrr) gjOTu®,®,® ^rajrr-nOTsi- 
OyH CtDGufl ClrtjQtuinCcu! r£tC3T ^luq-CTHU 
cSa,IT epg, GUGUGUtTIT ^IGurr ? 

Way between, the celestials stand and 
worship your feet, and enjoy the fruits 
of heaven. O Lord eternal, with the hue 
of the ocean! Who among them can 
praise your feet fully? Not one. (11) 

^isuii GTOTtru @Gu«r>Oj; 

^ Gin GUST UJfTGir L-l fT^jbD 
GTGUIT GUGiSinr^J^ GJ^t^rTgjfTIT? crTGOTTG^G^ " 

U6U01C 

0<3(LjDlb & $ G IJ IT G3T , <££> 6J3T LD GVJ G (J fT 
<5iGWT^J2)Cg\J fTGTT, 

Qg>rnigLb g>GiD5>ujrTrr fjjfr^LD GfljfTL-irfjjg)) 1 

Not one or two, but the whole world 
worships the serpent-reclining lord s 
feet. Even the radiant Sun, the flower- 
seated Brahma, and the forehead¬ 
eyed Siva, — do they not daily folio" 
him and offer worship? ' ( l2 ) 

gtQqjq uincy; n-rcTiOT \®>,Lp 
g*0 

i ji n GTfi^l®,®, Gffn irtii a,ir,aHD O®,fts<w0 

^G3Tfr)j ,1^)1 a <910** 

^y^uitrisifi un®,ii> . 

uijfl-Sina' uc&r0 '■ 

The worshipful elephant in the } < j )I , 
entered the lotus lake and tremble 
w ‘ih fear, then raised his 
with flowers and offered wofsh‘1 


638 























IYARPPA / Prose Works 


Then and there, did he not reach 
the lord’s abode? (13) 

lWoTiqu Clu 0 ii ujP urrcuii) 

QftfTCTST^I cufTgjsuiTCTjrj* ^wcrpnGg,,- 

GTSTOT ^lcm<5U4li) 

'jurrgjg, 5>fjib fbnG3T(£j s_ 6 ir>i_ujfT 6 in’ Gun 

^^^ 0 u Gu65ri2j5>nci7 5 
^n5>gj5,gn ^rfltbgiJ. 

Making the abode of food your temple, 

O Foolish people, you go about 
speaking words of sin and blame to 
please mortal men. Instead wander 
reciting the names of the lord 
whose four arms stretched into 
the eight Quarters, and become 
holy men of the lord. (14) 

Qeiiiii Gg,rr c*.i Gir; ^isinnjj 

tarrgjr lSIgst Guniu; 

i_l if) fbg>gij 6i| ib 

ftG73lLJ€rTCrf1 QafTSnCTT-^gj^lujCg) 

fF> fT 3i &) 63T 

5>«totcjcttctFI Q<g>n6nGijfTe5T *? 

The lord who reclines on a cool serpent 
bed went about driving a chariot 
'n war. He followed a deer and lost 
his Sita, and slept on the hard floor. 
What an irony, though! (15) 

§>63T<5>^Jj ^iqGTUC Uill gjj jDjfTGaT 

a) nC63Tgyj LD 

iDSlTT^gjj ^|OT UI GTlGlJUugjj tXlfTGXnCO 

611 tail 4b l 6510 

6uCTinvi) ^turnrp)«fa ffi&j 

<£>4 Gk' 6\J n tv -, 

mnrfl luirn Q< nuiQ(T) Ur ,rj ? 

Though we may not have discovered 
what sei-vice the lord intends for us, 
we must still keep our hearts pointed 
towards him. We can only clear a forest 
and build a bund for making a lake, 
but who can make it rain? (l hi 


IC'D®) Sb" ^.suirfr-ojusJteurr Gansu 

10 fTlD6uCgrT63T 

s.j)gjib cucnrribj© 1 ^ Clg.n^'® j ncnc!T, 

Gpfi)631(T)U 

iSIgtod ®t 52 >® ‘S'* Qsgottu, 

LDfT6iD6U^ 

(£)«t> 2 ) £>"<* (yin&a"®' CWgotG'. 

The raincloud-hued lord Tirumal is 
worshipped by Indra and Brahma. 
Siva too followed him and prayed, 
when the lord fulfilled his petition 
and rid him of his sin. Who else is 
capable of such grace? (17) 

Otf,fT6ff3TL_gji a_<?!><9>ib (gjJD^ 1 2_(^)6ur Ti u; 

G<5>fT6nif1ujnuj 

6p)6ffJT ^rpCcufTOTT iDnfTGlIgjgJ 2_<Q<T 6736lJgig)gU;- 
2_673Tl_gj|6L|lb 

ffjrusfl 6j±p s_gvG< 3>; 5)nTD€injj5s.fE6WT 

LDfTGU, fT^rTGn, 

SlJfT63T fhl jb2>fT67T, Q^UJ^, 61JLp<5i(£). 

A graceful manikin received the Earth; 
a fierce lion tore into Hiranya’s chest; 
a child swallowed the seven worlds, - 
these are some of the wonders of my 
lotus-eyed Earth-straddling lord.(lS) 

euipa,Qi 0>®fjn ntci rajeSl aiscib 

Q>5!P0 , tlL) ; 

emp (hig, stot*Eu S GmiSfim rr-^ips, 

£h 63T jT^| 

,£ Gfi)6rT€$63T 5>rTUJ<3>(<fFi Ctrf?l(5>® 

ijlmjinnGcu 

iirriT d^CtT^j<h<5 Qsu&niu i u^- 

O Lord Tirumal! You wrecked a cart 
with vour petal-soft feet, that was not 
tair. You swirled a demon-calf and 
dashed it against a demon wood- 
apple tree, do not think that was 
fair either. In the eyes ot the world 
you did wrong. 0^1 

Ui£l l JfTGllli) 63VbUJ&jT)fW , l6 ^ l i)L'5 T 60l6i> T 

6ut(jl6ufTijp6»jrrn cunipGuonib iorr(»^,n ai{ig 

giGSTffil 
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JTjfTfJCT3TC5T OjGST JTj(TlDrbJ5>Cnrf>ejT(£j SL-GraT/Tr*,^) 

jb63T0 <sj£gjih 

5>fTfJOT3Tf^J5)CTT 5)fTLD 2_6iDL_UJfTfT gjfTlb. 

Giving up wrong ways, O Madava, 
devotees who worship you 
everyday without fail, — reciting 
your Narayana Mantra with 
understanding and faith, — have 
access to the good life with you. ( 20 ) 

o,nij> e_«rtCg; g,ib a_srrcmb a_sri a_srrGo,; 

5,nu>«nfjuSlG?T 

y, a_enG^; ejggjw Qun^gj a_cmCi_; - 

curruiOT 

$© n©® 1 ! ®' Tcil to©«l GsrarraflujCa 

GsguCgu 

<91© Jbil&ii CfFiTsugij < 9 irf)g,j. 

You have devotees here. They have 
pure hearts. Lotus blooms everywhere. 
There is leisure for worship. There 
are heads that desire the adorable 
manikin feet. With all this, entering 
hell is impossible. ( 21 ) 

^ifliugij GTGiflatf <9i,©ii> ^BBCuitgO 

iDfTn)f^)u 

Qu 0 ft (y> ujcu glut cur rju Quff)rr>rTcu 

Arflujgj <£>it 

Qguotjt Gahl-Q iurrcO lurroncOT Qoj 63 Trf>l 
CiP^3>S>G3TGrr) 

g,GWT C$><Tll@ LiifT iDGVJfjncO, gjrTLpjjgjj ? 

The impossible becomes possible when 
refuge is sought in the lord who 
corrects by force and accepts with love. 
The strong elephant battling for life 
in the waters attained his desire when 
he offered flowers and bowed low. ( 22 ) 

g,nip!bg>h S 1 | tre> G&hotjtQ, g,g,a, 

Gijfflr»5»dhCTTn6v> 

cwmj>!bjjil aipGurTGma Gutupdil*©^ s,rnh 
sfilsnibJ a,raf'*©s> ararjD Ceuafg, 

S—©Qiinii ©troth 

jsMSitsgj CWsran ^sucj,. 


Bowing low with proper respect 
the lord came in disguise and took 
the Earth under his feet. He 
destroyed the wood-apple tree 
throwing a calf against it. He gi yeS 
life to his devotees. (23) 


<9i©igTr>ih G*© 1 ®’ 
5>65fffTi_rTuj ^tbqcuciTrruj 

<^6UC3T «3»GjDTUfHU 

sufisjr, a,© cucna insra 

arm i?& s 

Sprrig, £ ^Gun^Hb-Qasjigj. 

O Devoted heart! The good and the 
bad - know that all this is he. The 
Earth, wind, fire, water and space, 
these too are he. He stands as the 
five senses also. (24) 


CWjDg, geuniej^CiDeO CWCsu; && 

C1a,nOTrr)g^ .gJansusOTtnon; tmtrptii ft^i" 
fgl 63T JD g>J CW ^ 

Gsmij sgtit© 5rl!Js ^ Gto - 

sSlffirararaTGUiT 

ffUfTUJ oigjITGU Ll*guTGrlT GU&01- 

Also he is the lord eternally praised 
by the celestials. When he came, he 
marched over Lanka. When he fought, 
he killed Ravana. When he stood, ' l 
was m the midst of Bamboo thickets 
in Venkatam. (25) 


0j 2>£ l ag>l <SW«ucnOT otfl gthy^’ 

S2>g)IU) < 91 , 3 , 2,331 <9u Ail-^nsvujauj,- 

’a ^unan GgiiG in gu utn ctt ugwt© 
^UDOci*© 

uu > -SnoaiT surt^tb U^l. 


. . *•» “ic uoiy aoouc 

lord worshipped by the celestials; 
r e ^ lc seer s. Those who subdue 1 1 

| lve senses and offer worship x 
ecome celestials when the f> 
elements-bodv is cast. O Heart! (2 
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u$ ^cniDijjgd eT \i 8 S > 2 > 

u>$ a_ifl(0i#l tunes’ y>«>0 Cjb<t*^r 
&(g)ib§)ti 

Carta, Cam eg0ii> OatTtigiitaCs, 

ClJfT63TfT)Cg) 

VOrTCVJ Cgjtt* tfp>@lb IDC3UD. 

The heart that longs for the lord and 
dwells on his form in Venkatam grosvs 
like a creeper that seeks the support 
of well grown trees, and quickly c 1 m s 
to touch the moon in the sky'. (- ) 

LDsjTgjg^ a_CTttfrTrt63t'Ccu(^,at— g,g,n67T, u> 
ft i_surtc3T, ujjbrpiu’ 

flmsnuM 

ctcnsunj ucu0ii> 

Ce>eun£l Cs,«j«t ctCJT^uQsuiterT.tytOT 
id rr Qjrraj iS)sffjj>gj 

The sky and Earth praise him as the 
lord of gods. The ocean reclining lord 
resides in Venkatam. in the beaut iful- 

beyond-imagination-Arangam and m 

the hearts of all. He ripped the horse s 
jaws, as the Gokulam child. (*- ) 

LOftwraj, Cl*nOT0 «T0a,s>rrsh 

G1 G<P<5s 

^r, adrutii rtatgj 2 _sot 0- 
LD<9>«SiTtG3T<2> £> n UJ 

Carcrtg, euorairOTTli &<Z>S>&'™ ndj 

ggGV fbJ CiSY th 

S®1 sSM,® 1 CTiugil S- 

“Child, come take suck”, the ogress 

said “I will drink to my fill”, you said, 
and made your mother fear for you. 
You burnt the city of Lanka with tire 
arrows! Lord, you! (-9) 

jg ^CTTnji slsu® ^OTfes.no j. $ess ru 

$(fT)U>rrCcu! 

£ 2- cv>(5) ,@1 5,g»fTiii etm jrjfrco;- 

$ c^«T(pJ 

&ni i (ipffffT '^C3T <$4GT>l g)£>nuj 

ion 5 »i_or>cu 

Gun §>§> Cu>dflu iSIgncin! 


You stretched and took the Earth. 

O Lord Tirumal! They say you lifted 
the Earth too, churned the ocean 
and then made a bridge over it! Ocean- 
huedLord! (30) 

iStijtrOT sisii^iub, rbmgtjib Clu0ib qeuifl 

CTCTT IT)| tb , 

^jijn £)G0 Currgj) Qi5irr67yr(^ - 

cu n nft 

^lerafl a_0OJOT unjib u«rafliL|ii> 

<9>«o0i)i vc n 

a_(njCuib <£brr6iyTijfTn-tDi , &ipjE)g*]. 

“Lord!”, “O Good Day!”, thus and 
thus, those who praise you and offer 
fresh flowers at the feet of your 
beautiful boar-form will surely see your 
radiant gem-form and rejoice. (31) 

LD<£llj3«bg>gil <$JbGng), $<TTjU>fTGG\j! lDIT)nr}jlb 

2 —on ung,Cio Gunrbr$;- 

ip^ltpn~i£hgii 

^Lpci-t urriq ; ^(^ld 

My heart rejoices in you, O Tirumal! 
My tongue rejoices praising your 
feet alone. Singing “Conch” and 
“Discus”, dancing around you, my 
body too rejoices madly. (3 2) 

g^G«flrbg>gi) tpfTuj ^ c\_> nil cu 

^€3ufl5>2>cw63 T Guii s^cncrr^j^jjLj uco&neO;- 
lj crafl jjj gjj <jlj ib 

Ggduj l9 rr>tin&) ^ngev cj&idcO 

siic<r> cstGID ) 

6unu.i Qgrrgbgyilb 6U6!T*5>. 

Madly raving the names of the Tulasi- 
garland-wearing lord, my heart is set 
on him alone. My tongue speaks of 
his glories alone. My body worships 
only the lord in Venkatam sorrounded 
by Bamboo forests, O! (33) 
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GucnaujircO 

UfTg,li> 

L-|Cjn<9>ujfTGvj (bg), LDcorjfTcO (ipsa-rCesT - lSI^ 

oj rruj (T>j2, 

^IGOTL-I <=>*,&<£), 6J5>^1 c^iq.CmDUULlCL.G37 

2 — £ST0>(0) 

GTG3T urT^^lujOj^acvi ^csfl. 

O Lord who begged for land 
and measured the Earth! By my good 
fortune, the love that I earlier made to 
you with incense and flowers has 
grown to make me surrender to your 
worthy feet as my refuge. ( 34 ) 

@ 0 %, CTCTUIT a,irmtb; a^rafl^u, 

CTOTUIT assnsnf^U); «Tii>S,tiii!- 
STOTEU 

* nu5a5 > S , »Caisngg d rglcjr Q u(2)ffinic 

_ CcuCuGgcO, 

Uoid £ii • rflr5l$,. 

° M y Refuge! They say Kama is 
sweet, but sweeter still is water. All well¬ 
being is assured, if eschewing both, one 
sweetly offers a little praise. ( 35 ) 

^ujrrit gu 6 ®’l> 41(5 I,£Iots,<ott CT igju,; 
^<eiu Jn( 3 u) ami) ^(glujg* ^ Q ^.. 

. — ddSujiTcirHf), 

ussOTCWdjTQ , os *, slAQ. , oofj , 

. a_l£l{pg,$ LD(TUJ«3T CTsjrtnj 

CT4raT Cla>rrsfj»0 cot Clj^Ca! 

Praismg smaH gods can only give small 
ends. The ignorant ones will remain 
forever ignorant. O Heart of mine' 
A ways recall the wonder lord 
who mysteriously measured the 
Earth, swallowed it and brought it 
°nt again. § (36) 

A5 * n M<b «a>eum«4r *. cwi OT 

. . rf,lrai 

"" 4 "“ cn *2,6'" urtB.,«C«' lAi u * 

_ , iSlnjuLiib 

Oanjo.cn. cto, tl)I , li>i 


Again and again taking birth in this 
body, if we have not learnt to worship 
your perfectly matching lotus feet, 
all these lives are a total waste. O Lord! 
On your lotus navel sits Brahma 
the creator! ( 37 ) 

eriDO.0 oottq, jQjglimi GJiDrtij,$j 

@gnGa- 

aL n a{0) cTcjigju) onncuii) ^ij51it>$j, - 0,1x10.(0, 

CTOTjyic 

ixmaevGeiT cTCTTgjiij) idcctu) ucmi_ag)l ld £>& 
^cue&r Gun 

cjgdSiiGg, (bncfilciTfrcu 

Cultivating a heart that recalls the 
glories of the lord, always considering 
Madava the great wealth and sole 
refuge, let your longue learn to recite 
his names and become learned. (38) 

g>a^lc3T Clunker! yngciiii @o,2’® nsr ^’ lt ' 

2_i>g,lD63T CuR 
6j£ff>ip<3>rTGn!- 
- ^5)6^^ 

sucvsSGgcO: jbdtrpi iDiulieCff<w. 

Lorr^Guffar Gu^ 

OansugusuCa S> 2 ,£Iot 

The learned Vedas says this in one 
voice. O People! Know the power of 
praise. Good if you can master the 
sacred texts. If not, the name Madava 
alone will suffice. (39) 

yn& Gunr^j^)^ 4J.GvjrTdSl i^lc&rjpi, nguJf^ 
'“Itbrn^Aan (tpcjt r^ir r£)W>OTTti))G3T 

6 )(<Qi inoSI(ji®i 
^iMiainrai un»,ii: ,$ 1(51 ij,a,i u> 

( «i i^Jaxnncu Clur^di. 

Suffice your life of mindless pleasure. 
~~ h *s of no use! Before phlegro 
fills your chest and blocks y° u ' 
breath, contemplate the feet of the 
lord with Sri on his chest. Know 
this for certain. (40) 
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ClurT(fTjeTTfTGO ^LD(T 2_G\J<9>ID L-Ji3>(ff) ^UJGUCVJ 

(ffjten,ii> ^leiiCn);- 
,510(rntTGcu 

U3(T U)GF>(T)GujlTfT0>0 LD«njftGlJ6ff3T61fiJT63T 

ung,CiD 

iS injjGeucO, QrtjigjGo Sanest. 

With certainty contemplate, and 
never forget, — O Heart!, — the feet 
of the gem-hued lord who gave himself 
to the Vedic seers. Wealth cannot 
give us entry into the world of celestials. 
That righteous world is got by the grace 
of the lord alone. (411 


<iflnr)5)2,rmft(£Fj CT(ig ^jcrxjyjTujmD Cl^fbi&OTJT 
ld rrcv» rTjfrioii) 
iDiTCjjfli. ii>ir cncijGujcaT;- 

gjfrrbi (^>ih 

LDrtfocuGfaoi dt>i)i €3^1 ib lD<o3TlT> UdHl_» iprh pi 

<^6U63T Gull 

^gilG^G^j cameo a_cni^. 

To the special ones, the lord Senkanmal 
is an excellent companion. Those who 
allow themselves to forget his names 
are not men worth their names. 
Always firmly believe that the Madava 
is the bearer of Dharma, and make 
it a habit to chant his name. (44) 


<£)0LI>rTginGV ^6ff3Tl_ G$>fT6TT 
Si rr 637T | 

d?«r>C5TLJufTIT iSlfDUq 6£>G3T(T}jtb GfTjQfTIT;- 
inearcsTuu rrcO 

ft*)*,**" i9rn(T)^j GTujgjjtf) CufflfiiuJib 

G^GUGVJ rub 

- Og)fT(i£>£>rm &&> Cg,fTGTT. 

The lord is Tirumal, whom I 
contemplate. Those who contemplate 
him are freed of further birth. The 
realised souls who do take birth in 
1 his world sacrifice all household 
pleasures and worship him alone.(42) 


‘■anch crilQ <J7W}ib (y>63Trryih, 

®a6OTT0o> i%><9 *»aib 

5)fTGTT f §}O6OTT0l£i 

^ i QajfT^Qjg^i 

^t^rrGnr <#T63T 

^ O^rrcn Ctaujujlb ^JDUL). 

^lone he cast his arrows and cut the 
letl heads and twenty arms of the 
!- a nka king. Those who worship his 
* eet are mv masters. My fortune- 
hvoured hands worship the feet of 
l hese special people. (43) 


2_CTTgjj CTOTT0J @IT)J ID fT Qj IT 17 ; S&_6j3T@, 

crdrn)i 

SjCTTn^cCj-^^car djmjniT-^ffiTGi^ 

c^ifluj 

Cp6U5>5>2>fTC3T, G€Uf^j(?»L_^,5jn€3T, 6^€37lGCT3TfTJT 
(ipiq. C^niLjvi) 

U(T&)&)6}n6b T un^tD l JllSlggT01. 

His name is the form in Venkatam. 
He is the lord of the unfathomable 
Vedas. His feet are worshipped by the 
celestials. Devotees feel they have 
everything, and never despair about 
what they do not have, after 
worshipping the lord. (45) 

i luSIcirrfnjgj) c SHrrni»<!hib, iq : iioi* 

[P> fTGTT 

uuSlcifi}T)5ji gh ib CbTiG ld; i icb(T>ndr- 

l luS^GBTQTgxI 

C^nancu ^6mfl i£»t iDcmeoGu. 1 

I0633fl ^]<3>(LgU) GIlGJfai iDtfGU. 

The generous adorable lord 
of dark-gem-hue is an old resident 
of Arangam. Tirukottiyur and 
Tiruvenkatam are also his inheritances. 
The beautiful Malirumsolai and 
even the beautiful Tirunirmalai are 
ancient abodes of the lord. (46) 
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uicrtsnco unj2)lX)tu ^ ai»rflsaj 

ft,rCT>CU °a ,I (S§i ^lAsir anaC*,,^- 

_ —• . (fb^CULD 

■Sh™*,® Ql.*,® s^Q *-&&&, 

. ^^^gdcu, U.H5JU ^cucuasO 
10 * 1 '-2>g>) <s>ybiDTC0 a.twrii*,^,. 

Other than the lord who came as a lion 
at dusk, you may also worship any dear- 
to-your-heart-deity every morning 
strewing flowers with folded hands. For 

*s not OUr l 0rd theonewh0 m easur e d ; 

h ed, ate and remade the Earth? (47) 

!bndn&{h . 

U>0 " r *** *4* Cancff' 


^UJCuGott! UJfT^CuG&TJT! £7 gJT (T) 61) 67) C* 7 
LDITUjQjGcjt! CTtjjrgu 

Without fear I shall openly call before 
all, “O Yadava! O Cowherd! 0 
Wonder Lord!”, and all such names 
that they called him by, when the lorn 
Protected them in many ways. (50) 

U> ^' A «orari_mu, Q a( g,Ca! lDaiJfl™‘* !TSS3,^i, 

UlT^LDf 

(h ctot i_ rj l£j LDn)iT))! ^cucar 

Cu^OTTCDGaT;. id^-9. a>crsr^ naJ 

^ car QuUJlTfTjgiJ <fM_-6VJ 

^cot-lb# 


p* . _ . LD®nrrfb<2)fTiu Gun 

^ ®»© ^ ©e, emu 

10,7 <@©l© Corrancu iobdcu. 

O Lord! you revealed the four Ved 
ou spoke the Dharma of the Gi 
You took the lotus-dame Lakshmi 
your embrace. You have made yc 
abode amid Bamboo groves in t 
Venkatam hills! (4f 


Sit 

6 UOT 37 €337637 (£)fT)ii>. 

Always remember the gem-hued loid 5 
feet, O Heart! Always rememb £I 
his names as well. Always remember 
the hue of the lord who churned th e 
ocean, — the ocean’s dark hue. (5 0 

ifiiDii, arflujOT; Gaiety Q&QI uicwTiua 1 

tDirrieu^' 

&pti> GuiflujcSr; ^rr ' 


uxnnsu ^ ^ 

©ODtv ©ip ©cnj aLsuash sj^; 

(iPOH€U (An 

fb(^«5r a-fj^gju QucBwe&cwr fbefilear 
S_Cff5TL_ ff)fT6DC5T 6T< 
cSM©' 5 ' t Si Gjb^Cff! ^onjp. 

Let the seven hills, the seven contii 
and the seven oceans resound 
his name, O Heart! Call out loud 
clear, “O Lord who sucked 
poison breast of the ogress with j 
Do not be afraid. , 


O ^ <5 rT 631C5T 

uc<nL(>u M gjeO Guyijth GuujCij 

®«51ipUU| ^fluj 


ID IT) tii 

Gurrcn GurrcuQjrr 637 637 surT63 7< * i) ^ 

C<3>fTCTT g,rrC&2>& 
a_li)g)2>n'63T OfF>f# ^ 

The dark hued lord has the red 
lotus-dame Lakshmi on his chest¬ 
'd 6 is Dharma personified- 
despatched the armed Rakshasa kin? 
\v/L he kin 8 dom of Indra in the sk>'- 
w ho understands his austerity? (&' 

Gjfcrglujurt ^jptO apanir, (ipsarigt^S 1 l9<S *' 

$*&&& 

■SHtStuing,, §; OTri £| fl greisres^ ' 

Sift*)"® 1 

y>*G«,rtu v aa.cn cststj^id Glut© M®^ 
(a>6jTj)i <F<Z'& > ' S ‘ 

-aii^iar C,D mini, sfl^UJmb G«u©‘a- 
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Austere saints sit in meditation on 
Venkatam hill, with their matted 
hair gathered into a tuft in front and 
falling on the nape at their back. 
Creeping plants climb over them as if 
they were hillocks. Streams come 
battling down the slopes. It is the 
lord’s beloved hill. (53) 

cTcsTgj Csrransu, Gsutiis>i_ib 

Gracgi gjjjGffjrQib 

!0!bn ffrrarrjj § uD^)*(g)ib (Sframi) Gurtou - 
jUI/DM ctotqd 

S—GTTib-C&rruSlcu ,ffi_ 6 TTGTTih «nai 0 gj 

S cn G G3T63T- (©] 61 ] CTTCTT 5,3,1 

Cs>ituS1su «n«.sfiGi_su Citfjrrpj. 

The hill resorts of Venkatam and 
Malirumsolai are your two favoured 
abodes, and equally my heart too has 
become your abode. But pray do not 
leave the Ocean of Milk, your temporal 

abode, O Lord! (54) 

^^QJjib iDfT)jj^r^Gujcar cjip iS){Dunib 
CTuOun^gjjib 

r§)«r>eaTun *^i£)ujct ^rranimurrcu - 
ClQJOTTf/)) 

^ L -CO Q5>fI6OTTl_ ^f^GuCcjT ^CJTUft 

’^ l - c k &rr«raT. 

P Discus-wielder Lord, omniscient! 

have never forgotten you. Through 
seven lives and seven times, I have 
kept you in my heart. On this account, 
you must reveal to me your deep- 
ocean abode. ( 55 ) 

«*rra,Gvj AnCujcsrrrcO, 

-jtcssruuglii sTcarrrmcO, ^(rgniCtn? -Cusrefla. 
LnnrocuG O.jnsji Cucfl s, n CL W a. 

a'tjjujrtancu £<4,3,* 

Vhen the desire to see the lord swells 
>ke the ocean, is it possible to shy away 


even if one wishes to? Even before the 
lord reveals his dark form, the lotus- 
dame Lakshmi comforts us with 
showing his golden outline. (56) 

$0LD(b)Gr>.9> r063Trr)0(£lT)U) Gg,lLI6UUD JT>fT 
6u rry)5>gj) ib 

<5,0LDlD & 6 JTM_ U iSl 14 l61 S5T £h CT3TL 2 IT |- 

g rflgnintungu 

cj5,^)Gcrriub uiT^jib, @0Jb 5>i_&c 

<*T CiD &) G LJ fT 

jEjircb ^Icn^iqib G< 5 >i 1 i£lGij ? j£>rcu). 

The golden abode of Sri-dame Lakshmi, 
the lord is worthy of praise. So follow 
him diligently. Harken, ye four 
directions! It is our birth right to 
offer worship at the feet of the lord 
and praise him. (57) 

iT,nii) QurbjD fb65T«r>u>iL|Lb Jbti iDrbiCD* <J>cu 

sgioiSI enbaniD g>gjcfils>g!) - 

GcuunSIrat 

CluiT06ii <§itcmD ^uSlgiitb Clcurar 

un0 crcifT^j 

^ 10 sn $iT 6 imr> fbfb&> 

Though praising the discus lord has the 
bitterness of Neem, Dame Sarasvati 
resides in our heart and motivates us 
to sing. This is our good fortune graced 
by the lotus-dame Lakshmi. (58) 

<A10eiT Mifltbg, ^lrj>esi4 <£(iq.u.iiriTGioGo 

CTiTxrjJ <2> <£FjJ 1 

ClLifT06n dfcmsraT0<p<p ^uGuagii- 

Gfb<r<9>^GcjT63T; Gjbrr^x^ $^<anii>Gg>G3T «^gji 
6p>6iraT Aincuib; 

££>£^lGc3TC3T ffTC3T6y)OTTlMlb tfJ'fT'bgiJ- 

With Lakshmi’s grace falling on 
devotees, when the lord revealed his 
true nature dispelling darkness, I was 
able to see clearly. With a clear vision 
I contemplated on the lord’s lotus feet 
and surrendered myself to him. (59) 
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g"* psoras*,; g.jfl 

!0ejr a_( 2 ,suib; 

W •"©«* <§© <S«uAC*a*;- 

„ S’" a-(2)Suu) 

^lu;r,LD oirasTrar,* . 

& r\ ^CHJTuilT 

•b^lujnevj ioott *rruurm, £1^ 

He is not of one form. Since he is 
light-effulgent, he manifests himself 
and is spoken of as pairs-of-opp 0 sites 

in the world. Only the one primeavel 
form is spoken of in the texts 
Those who realise him thus are rulers 
of the E arth. (60) 

<9^, urra^ jglani, MCJ , s6 u, 

~ . Cg,rrsrr 

&W ® J ^S>S>g» crarun CTs0eu nib . 

S.ffilOdBafWi ** 0 , 00 , 

6l(tlD(t633fl,j,g,mT Guff) IT) Cugu. 

O Earth-measuring Lord! Then you 
came as a dark manikin and practised 
deceit. While your one foot covered the 
Earth, your long arms stretched and 
measured all the Quarters. Aho, the 
fortunate ones who saw you then!(61) 

CuEU £.«3T9ni> (IP63T ^(filGujsir; Clujbnj, 
^^ICuicJt Ci irai&cninuintu; 

wnn)i eicjinji Qarr6UG£l aiOTiixCICcarsn- 

6J(£1g3T 

Glu(n, 2 ,Qg,( 52 , 2 ,ib C*(i@ Q ue ^„ 

r&ooauSisj, ,9^ (j ll|tii) 
ff)®g>( a 1 ©)®® 2>ai <^t,ujiT 6JJJJ, 

Then I did not know my purpose, 
nor learnt it from others, it Was ’ 
folly. Desiring to change myseff 
I offered worship at the feet of 
Nappinnai’s fighter-hull lord who 
destroyed seven angry bulls. ((,?) 


itSl GJltgii) ClevOTrru ^Lffg,® 

«JQJ 63x51 uili_ ^(JtafTuii)- urr©i <$!& 
a_633Tl_2,63)CU STJfflijfglfiTnfrjuj* C*(Tl1(51 

rasa, (®>©^ 

0>63jri_QurTyij6rT Clnco g 61 can *cir>®. 

The lord who destroyed seven bull* 
also filled the hot-tempered bull' 
rider Siva’s begging bowl of Brahma s 
vulture-eaten skull with the blood of 
ns heart and rid him of his curse. But 
that is an epic story. (63) 

Q u0li Q u „ a0li) *03^-' 

t £Irar CuGfl- 

@(f3jft,a,63,6uCu.i! 6 j®d£lc 0 :- 
^ffiGurn^wn© jg)^ ^ 0 a) „C 6 v! 

U © arrcurO urasfl. 

o Substance of the epics, Krishna- 1 
U exalted language of the great epic 5 ’ 
Tirumal! Grant that I may chan 1 
your names, and praise you with 
exalted words and see vou in th e 
depth of my heart! (6*1) 

'JfsraflrgCasiT $(n,Cu>63fl; snurii ftLDCva 5 

^«rflsG SS 3, SL* Ce^CuxO, 


L l' ft 2 >gji ejo,£\ a.sjrrasssr i_,*ofl u ii> 


• 2 *- 


fT^C” 


gJQ>£\ cun-(ipi£, @j^j. 

With a heart of love I worship Y ( 
torm. With my hands 1 strew (r> 
dowers at your feet. With my fa 
''ords I praise your other-wort 
orm, that I may continue this seP 
there too. (6! 

S’, 1 ®) *C33T, n Uj , 2,(0 ijgju 6ljp 

^a>S> 

*6337. au'j CTsusumi <T,n-ii> e *05 &>'' 
if}on /h<^ L 
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2 >nrjOTTtcjfT Cuii l <=^(3(2) 

^ stn C33T uj n &, 

<s>ngciraT^pii»; gugugdcvjGujcvj, <9> rrsjjT. 

You too, O Good Heart! Have good 
sense to know that this, this, is the 
cause of cyclic births; this, this, is the 
effect of our actions; and that the 
name of Naravana alone can ensure 
safety from hell for us. ( 66 ) 

affraTCi—Girr ujnar AcsrcSleu; 

<£)4,(bl(£) <5H6U63T £&)&>&> 
<5>G73tGi_C 3T ^>63T^JLb O 'L IT J' <5>6CfinGL. 63T 

g rr}j Gfbmu c&tancsT j^ rjcsaT^ib , 

iS1«T£3))ib 

LOGr^ntu Od>(pjQJfTC3T 6 U 0 SI. 

I saw a beautiful form in my dream 
and in it I saw him wielding a radiant 
discus in his hand. He rid me of 
my good and bad deeds and ensured 
my passage without return. I saw in 
this his power too. (67) 

6llC\$U/ila»<9> Qj ngh CTu9fT)fpj 6urT<STt ^Q-lGTTin 

iDncn, 

QJIT6TT S\lCiniJ iDgjjgjJ CUClSl 

16 ^ 0 . 

QjndtftfTftib fl.rr>f 51 ix>(T)ja»<9> 5 jL 6VJ fl»63M fTj^ifTGjn 
CB,Rsrrj,iiff,Lb Clarion Sj>41g,g, C<t.n. 

The powerful elephant’s tusk he pulled 
out, and killed it too! He came as 
powerful man-lion and killed the 
powerful Asura Hiranya. He rolled a 
powerful snake on a powerful 
mount and churned the ocean. He is 
a powerful king. ( 68 ) 

, LD IT flcUlb fh £F>lh 0,toKJT 

Vjpa«uCtJ 

i[) n 6) & 8 O 9 CVI fT) Y) £7* <»t) lil - 

G ID 61J ib 

G\0 fblftlDCl* lT>rTl9 UJ n€7T G fl 6U U* <9s C £fe CTlj) 

iSItTjumb, 

gjSjaitfjiDG'Jib 6ju<(b5)fTn j2>ton. 

The powerful kings who go riding 
horses and rule the Earth too are 
devotees of the lord. By worshipping 


with flowers through seven lives, the 
feet of the lotus-navel lord they 
have become kings. (69) 

g,lDIT 2_6nCTTU>, £>(GT,GT>.5, 5>CiDCU «^IJfil<9>lD 

<§> GsfijT th fT Cl) f 

BjiDcr 2 —cni^r^ih gjGtfn Gun^un, Ggugdgu 
55 ID IT 2_Gn^Tf)tb 

iDrrincOcDcvj, Gaitgucu, id^Igti (& ) u<TjGn 0 > 

CT G3T LJ G IJ 

6J QJCOCO GTfTy6D OyQ>(3^ ^^l.lb. 

The bosv-wielder lord my father, 
devotee’s delight, lives in Tanjaimamani 
Koyil, Srirangam, Tiruttankal, the 
adorable Tirttmalai, the shore temple of 
Kadalmallai, the walled city of 
Kudandai, in the hearts of devotees, 
and in the ocean. ( 79 ) 

.gjunban* cueuibufl flatJ)| .sytCju tirfl 

>9> fTG3T rpj , 

<SU_n».3,nn ^Lp-cfilL LO 

o> rr gyj ld 

£ stitti ^rjCLI CutSU CftITOTjasb, 

5>* Gn <? ^6TTijurrG3T. 

^ cW, 1 ^ CiifTgjj. 

When the ocean-hued lord-on-the- 
fire- spitting-venomous-serpent raised 
his petal-soft foot to measure the Earth, 
the dextrally coiled conch on his left 
blew a clarion call, while the radiant 
discus on his right subdued his detractors 
and shone like the day. ( 71 ) 

( * Lin fl>' ainanoriifl.i.-i,, y,(Chs.a,ai 

GTA^jJlb; Gl JfTgu 

cherub Gt nra^ih 

" >Kra 'l ' la ‘^ «.V«1 otGvn CW*,, 

- Ga,^*, OJG3I Cun 

By the times of the day, monkeys on 
the hills ot Venkatam enter the flower 
groves, cull fresh flowers and offer 
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worship Arise, O Heart! Let us also 
gather flowers for the worship of 
the beautiful Venkatam lord. (72) 

sacntrOurar CuiV, ^ 

5>® ^2>^«urriu 

T’"*? ^ <Mu«gni>.Q&Aft 

i snjD* C*n u g)ff Qai&ftsjjt efi)g^ s 
OuL0LDfTC37 

^LUL5, OifTQT. 

The lord who destroyed the red- 
evedtuskpr icv,,,_r 


uciuuyca tne red- , ° , LC jasmine in plenty, 

eyed tusker is my master. I am prepared , ™°, nder lord stands as pure 

o serve him. I shall collect flowers kn °^ Ied § e - [t behoves us to praise and 
thrice a day, and patiently recite the worshl P his matching feet f76f 


SUtnu * r* surrdr ftcuguii, 

uil0u> 

rfn«m,o a urT(S si &s 0cue!f5T 

^tsnrjg,giia C1arT«n!T0 
<S>G3TrD .^suott ^ . 

„ . ^ctiswtCuj 

©S'o uaraflsvgj 2 _n)jib. 

Wearing mountain Sandal perfume, 
silk vestments, beautiful ornaments 
and fragrant white jasmine in plenty, 
the wonder lord stands as pure 

knnTir Orion T* 1_1 


—luucu nowers 
thrice a day, and patiently recite the 
thousand names of the lord. ( 73 ) 

cp sipuLjw 

CTuClulT^gjU); 
S 0J (b 2_63Sl_Cuj63T; CT lb 

Clu0u)n'6jT!- ujitCsn 
@©jbS>iSij> S«uu>ncricu gjansm 

O^rrcarGgaTsaT 

^ u 0 ff>@iSipejr 2 > 60 Cojot, Quflgu. 

O Lord! Through seven lives and 
forever, I alone have done penance. I 
alone have received the fruits of 
penance. On your perfectly matching 
feet, I have sung this garland of sweet 
Tamil songs. I am indeed the greatest 
Tamil poet. 

C1LJ00 ids, Conpii) tortu iSliqa^ (yjejr 

<0 ggrfT)i t 

®0 CUfTfbJ^),- 

Gdbcar otGor&gj r^uQih 

AfifliflUS ft 

currcjT toi) cmTJt gsst cst oj©r)rj 

The poetry of Venkatam! Elephant 
bulls in rut stand before their cows 
and offer tender Bamboo shoots 


„ —us io praise ana 

worship his matching feet. (76) 

,b* a» 6 C! *_£*** 

fb^D urabib; 

a-Sira.ft.ATumi,, ^ auJ50li) ;&eiT£Ilne0 .. 

. s_g)iri) asrari_(nii 

usnfljjgg aioid, Cu . ^ S ^ @ITSJ 

. cruQufTungjjii), 

1 A no. 

His feet will come of their own 
accord. Know it, O Hean! The lotus- 
ame Lakshmi’s grace too will accrue 
o its own accord. Even the penance 
ieating his thousand names with 
worship and praise will accrue of its 
own accord! 

••ibO.**, ^ aCaj Qujb|)1Mjr 
!9®ja>g)i aitnGu i^Cioui a • S!,S5S 

— ^ u i Cnh.mrr) un&iD'r 

*»* ■*** a^Wrir 

8t(h)GirHh <£n 

UUJ& Cufr so,. 

Of Its own accord, the fortune of seeing 
he lord ^^t thatextended 

nto the sky accrued to Brahma of great 
penance. Then reciting all the names 
known to him U_ 


urtjuuuu snoots. Denanc*. 6' 

dipped in the honey of hives above. | (nn ',„ , n r f citln 8 aI1 the nan— 

It is the sky-hued lord’s abode in the th I ° ’ ke P oured water, — 

mountains. ( 75 ) , f ecam ^ Gar >ga, —andwashed 

1 j ' thefo °tto^his hean’s content. (78) 
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***-*“ 2£3 

r'njfTGTT Cfe* ^rrcnpcu, 

W ^OJt3T 

jgeir rglwib J6«* ^^® CT ’ aT *® li> C ®*' 

Contented, the lord left the city not 

heeding his mother, who stood behind 
pleading; but heeded the j co 1 lff “ re . d ^, ta 
who stood before him and pleaded. The 
glories of our mighty lord are as big as 
the Earth he measured and took. (79) 

Cpn&C ^lacmo; flcpraTi&Cftsjt && 
epcwT &iD6vjd>; 

^ft&CgjGn 2_C5T ^uTUir 

Gatrsuib e,OTucijrr*(£) ST«j»0*nCeun- 

63T CD 65TT LJ 

U 14 A C<9s IT C\J ID LJ«9>toi)? 

Taking me into service, O Lord, you 
gave me the love of your feet and the 
grace of your lotus heart. Having seen 
and enjoyed the fullness of your feet, 
will we not see again the beauty of 
your manikin frame of yore? (80) 


UftCU 0>CisijTCi._OTT: ff)fTI7€3UT«r>€3T<ft <5>6J3 tCi_ C3T; 

^GJTffSlc'U 

tCl_ 6tt i5oraT0 QlOUiCnj; 

l61<5><95 5»(jO*i»tGi_ CJT 

CTT Gfblfi fpGTfl £)*<l§lb 

C<9 0mq Ul fTGffT 

<run-€3T C<9fT^) cuiq.tfM- 

I have seen the light of day. I have 
seen Na ray an a. First I saw him in my 
dream state. Then I saw him in reality. 
He wields a conch, his feet are lotus red, 
he has the radiance of the sky. (81) 

cutq£> Geneva cufTch GfF>(hl(bj t id a 

LDCorjrrsir u 

G<9>rTGUU) ^AGUfTCTT, UGUrEjfTGTT; 

^iq.^>G5>fTc6l 


erTCu^arreir drargntb Beuii) 

r» ■ . _ ^^^aTCaiirO 

Go>n5ug,g,rrsu 

The radiant lotus-dame Laksh„ ■ 
w„h beautiful Vel-sharp l mig ^ 
enjoys the blossom-like beauty of tbl 
lord since time immemorial vet „ 

satiates. And over this, Bhu-da me ^; 

finds a niche to sit and enjoy the \Ta 
How so? Because the lord's bp , 
is limitless. e auty 

(82) 

®^® ujna> Qa,li) a *"(b** ^C OTdT . 

“”® **e "» •-*>.*» a..^! 9 

”«® S®Sf„ 2 “ 

icnujOTaerai Qoejr® u o>giKD 

Limited praise with fowl word, u 
I offered to the adorable lord, extolled 
insufficiently by the Vedas Y et t d 
patiently, for the fulfil^T 

woS ° r 1S n ° l the lord ^11 of 

(S3) 

a . 

•„ ^£ Asna " BC “ 

The wonder lord came is a m , 

and tore the chest of the urn*? 0 ' - 0n 
foolish king intoxicated by the pow S 
of his penance. That Sri-lr, Cl 

feet alone in this whole wide EanhT 
sweet as ambrosia. ’ are 

(84) 

^ uine . 

^ "*** 

° >s0u> " OT ’ su 2)GfilsiTai Q3ntU ' ;,Ui: '- 


649 










the sacred book / Divya Prabandham 


Ambrosial Lord, extolled as the sweet 
nectar, the discus-wielder, the ocean- 
churner! With my sweet songs garland, 
I offer worship and praise. " (85) ’ 


tbsfilcirgj a_enrjg>2, rr ) iTsu{ U it*OT j^ircrriDcuri 
Clairarargl, ^Cs 
uuSlOT 232 , OTrT «u Quj) 2 ) uluctt cr«jiCI«,ncu?- 
UuS)sariT)mT 

QidOj® aoj^TCu *.10314 Cu>* ujsrafl 

QjsirjrtaaicDCijT ujfTcjr 
cr&SiSugt&naj arieT3iusjiOa,n5u @0131 ? 

Learned praise-singers offer worship 
with flowers and receive the grace of 
the cloud-hued gem lord, while those 
who perform penances find it 
difficult to see him. By what penance 
shall I see him now? (gAf 


@«in)r ^rfjlifloiCrDOT 

GtfSffTfT}] <£4/^l(2) c^CfTrbg, ^l(fPj(SlJlqCT)Uj;- 

<5>(f^<5>CAnL_iq.u4en <£li_rbgiJ sn&^l^nii^GsjsiT, 
a onsrC 1 _cjr 

^0ftCftnL_U( GTfF)€IF)£) fT)if). 

Is it only now that I understand my 
Tirukottiyur lord’s grace? Certainly not. 
Even when I lay in the dark womb 
I folded my hands and saw' the feet of 
the Earth-straddling lord. (87) 


$rr>ibtSlrb£Q], ^csfl tZufybG&tGn-Qoten 

$ 2) lb IJ ft QJtpj Cl<3 65Trr)fT(TA(tf) c^gGcoITCU f - 
&tD*h\jns 

o o>fTLD G^cOgij^IjSSt ^ipgar, 

c»i rvCorrrw 


8, iq£>«3>g C1J1T5CU (SigjffM- 

The lord of Arangam. my Father, 
clears the path of hellish thickets and 
opens the portal doors of his citadel 
for those who tread the path of 
worship. For others, he closes the 
doors. I know this now. (88) 
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* 5 ,dil. s,s ,ib *( 2 ) 5 CT>sr CP ar 

ufTiT uj rrgyrerr 

U&G&UWU 

urrauflujrTCU i^n GjfT)^j uffT3r(^ 

05 fTCLI ^ ^ 

LDrTSRiflujrTuj^, Gs>fTOT3TlQGr>CuCui U3C&T ? 

I know you, — was it not y oxi 
who came as a manikin and beg| e ^ 
for land, than measured the Eart 
with your feet? Did you not k» 
the rutted elephant with his os' 0 
tusk and the wicked Kamsa with h' s 
own anger? — O Lord! 


l£S33!6|jpjCU*Lb ^,CcnGc31; eunG31fill | r^ > t£t Lj3 
sullalsu c,,l "‘ ^ 

S0C33T 633.l Cl>*lh g,€31 

*,031^® 

^( 5 * fifTGrie v Q5ii*ej3i Cl*,m uj 
C lu(5U>HS33£31* .063.- 

Our lord has lotus eyes. He ts 
master of all. He bears the lady Sri 011 
his chest. Though I worship him- * t . !S 
not for gaining Earthly kingsh'F 
nor even for the celestial king^ 0 ' 11 
of Indra, king of gods. ( 90 


iSlcTTGsmeo f^g&ib Cffijmow, 

I ipS3TCITrTcij €»jCT3Tr^J.3> (ipluCOl&GtiST^-i jW 5^ 


,, fTU> 


(C^frcu4)C335> 

-^GTT/Fj^jrTsjr C.8GH lq . 

O, Foolish people! Lest you atta.in 
after life, learn to worship his 
while you live. He measured all 11 
Earth and ocean. All the texts dech re 
him as the supreme lord! ( 91 


LpG33 fh^aGTiGST# CW«PgM* < ^ l ° 
GftmqGinsCi i_jGTT 

Qnsiq 
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SjTldGu) ejzbgtii&en&en; 6Jg>$K!Tneu, 

Gguc13t0Us 

AnujCto &nL_0ii> 

The lord smote and killed Kamsa 
and stood worshipped by the gods. 
He bears the Garuda on his banner. 
Always recite his glorious names. 
For so little, he fulfills all our desires, 
quickly and easily. (92) 

(Tjfj<5>L0, C1^iucn«5> 

Cl<9>rru*gjj cTC^Tfpj. t_ rT(ipC3T67ni) - 

Qj IQ <?r^j<9>LD 

Cl^rr^gt, nsx\GR&, eumu <£gt3Tl_ rrc^dr, 

2_«iijTL_rT«ncaT f s—fp* 

The easily attainable hell is terrible, 
w hat follows hell is more terrible. So 
before that happens, worship the lord 
who wields a conch, who killed the 
horse Kesin, and who drank the ogress’ 
Poison breast, with love. (93) 

€UC53TrbJ^l§, Cl5>rT^lfilc3T: a. CU0 

f lP£)flJlLD €fi) !hi LD Gil€.30> MJit3T,- 

t ijprfilu 

l ^ UfT (3!b§5rr^ )fT gg T ujititli Ul,^ 

lj rri— stt 

$>(^)ib5)fTcr>63T CTS3T Cllf>£^4r. 

Offer worship with love. The cloud- 
hued lord who swallowed all the 
seven worlds, and destroyed the 
unrelenting Hiranya’s chest, resides in 
the beautiful city of Padakam. I offer 
praise with my heart. (94) 

GiOlu frcan; CleJOTTCatln I (7£JT 

5) ^ M 1 u)J 6i31 £?T 

cdvj Unj^Ai) S) t>i3nt luuraf) ajQftT&rarcdr. 

(ip®Tcnib C<9 uj 

^ u j rr <rjt iosn ijy) QI j UJ nSjn<SR . 2 GO(dh 


651 


My heart’s permanent resident 
has his feet on my head. He is the 
gem-hued lord who destroyed the 
Asura’s chest, the first-cause lord of 
deluge and creation, the discus-wielder, 
the resident of Attiyur, Ranchi. ( 95 ) ’ 


nciiea'S" asnisunrai, ^erafl 

LDSSsjfl uS) OTT 

g»2>$ Gan 2)(t<5,g,^lejiGu5«u ai^susurcii - 


U 5 ar>!D ^sihtott, ion ai_i ibijya a_Graii_it®T 

•g>£3T<5*^l£) 

®®5J ^surreal cniiacrT 61gnsjr. 

The lord of Attiyur rides a bird. He 
reclines on a beautiful snake with radiant 
gem-set hoods. He is the philosophy of 
Mukti. He is the lord of even the poison- 
throated Siva. He is our lord. (%) 

frriaSTi Qu 0 icn<ji, ,@Gr>u>Cujnn 

a«r>ajioa>63T, i§! 

ClaisiasAr Qn,0 umtcO! ^(junnrun!- 

Outrriij^gj 

UL i5 P*A1 mi ^uSIij cijniuu union ^spigot 

Guicij Cemg^ntij 

CanuSlsong, CWcniT 0 . 

O Lord! You are the monarch of even 
the gods. O Senkanm.il, with lotus-dame 
Lakshmi on your chest! You reclme on a 
thousand-hooded snake. You reside in 
the temple of Kudandai. ( 97 ) 

CUna&tQ eucnna,*., 

Gvcnn ; 

2 _«rartcj^u), s^gtt 

Q&nGjaiQl 

(f), ID CftnGUGG^nuj CiDfcfl && 

i^Jt iDfTftd, 

Mv Master! You were brought U p as 

cost herd-child by Dame Yasoda. You 
danced with pots and won all hearts, 
'i ou swallowed the seven worlds. You 
reside in mv heart forever! ( 9 g) 


U.fTCTT -2W a, 4J Ui,fl fT(3T 
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£gann) sub Qu0iDrtrar; ai0Git CTcjrgj, 
@CDLoGlUfTIT 

(yjcnrr) rQcTTp, Quimuih ldcuit&ctt gjicu,- 
<^6Drr) <5>upc\j 

G<3Giuq.ujrTgjT f QjfbjftOTijT Qf^iq.ojrrejr, ^n)€TT 
2_06UfTUJ 

LDrTQJl^cSieo IDCtfST Gift rTCWT|_rTG3T IDrrcO. 

Forever the gods wait patiently to offer 
worship with flowers and seek your 
grace. With your tinkling lotus feet, 
you came with beautiful lotus-eyes as a 
manikin and took the Earth from 
Mabali. O My Love! (99) 


$ 0 * «>BSinGi_s 3 T; OureSt CiiKSifl assa'CL-" 51 ’ 

<5l0s 1 t!,C3T <£|Grafl i£trr)y>ih aiSOTCuG 3 ''^ 

Qucrcir s,c33tCi_S3t; qfl 

ar,&& s,es^'-^ S ' 

ct«3t aic ra Tcr j reSrufrai, 

Today I have seen the lotus-dan 16 0 

the frame of my ocean-hued 0 j 

He wields a fiery discus and a de xtr 
conch in his hands. He has the radian 


iDnCcu! Og>ii|.GujnG«si! aswisratCosT! 

cfi) Gjsr^njTCu lift 0 

ClDGUfr! Gfi)uJ63T gjJLpmuft ft 6 jffT«nrflujGc 3 T!- 

ClDCUfTCU 

cfilCTTcfldrr ftnuj ftsjrrrfjlGSTrTGu cfjjp^gjCuGcBT 

6 T 6 JT <9)6JT 

c^GnGU ^1 G3TfT) fTGVJ , lDfTGpGlDl_UJ <^ 68 TL|. 

O My Love! O Ancient Lord! 
My Krishna! Lord above the celestials! 
Lord wearing a fresh Tulasi garland! Lord 
who felled the wood-apples with a calf! 
Alas, I cannot contain my love! (100) 

Alvar's lotus feet our refuge 

Munram Tiruvandadi of 
Pey-Alvar 

Invocation 

^IJfT0lb U)fTl_g, <£\0 &Gs,ITGU6u asgflg,6ynCTT 
anrirm a 0 (Lp< 0 oneu« ftitosmjqA®- g.gng 
i£l 0 A a«nnG._ar ershfpjon!,.^ #<Tircir atpGcu 
a-anaa aaraiLmii Clg^Cs 

O Hean! The good one, Peyalvar, who 
went into raptures on seeing the cloud 
hued ord in the mansioned city of 
1 irukkovalur began singing, “Today 
have seen the lotus dame”. Worship 
his feet with passion. F 

* * * 


grarCrr) ajpcvi awnrGi- ott; gji£ &9 u 
ujrtsit 


Ll 10 




CiurrsicT Gg,mij gugdq LDrTfTtSlGO 


tru->' 


S* 




(Zso 

$0S> SitwQ C1an«T5ti_ 




sfi 


ir>0aaarin(5t Qaitcmigl e«i» ‘ dS3tJ) ' 


tain' 


Your gold-ornamented mo un ^ of 
like chest, — O Adorable ^^jjsi 
Sri!, — earned for you her ^ 
garland in the yore. With m) r (C ,o 
brimming with love for y° u ’ 
sought your lotus feet. Now m> ^) 
births are destroyed. 




ldcstS)^ 2_GTTGTTrr<rjr -ldit ftL 60 $>** a ‘" 

l D* 0 ” ^ 


e_GrTOTn«3T, o,sm gd{P 


rmJ 


C& 1 




O«0rj,n a_« OaiDjii, 

cu0 rfcoaih ^ns,0ib iD0'bS' ) ' ^jt*' 

Destroying the angry Asu'- 1 
delight, the lord resides in , 

like a medicine for the ills of K- '* 
He is the ocean-hued lord 

the ocean, the Tulasi garland 1°‘ (- 1 

in the heart of the lotus-dam 6 ■ 
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GufigitgTjib &nC«n 

Qstii <5.aro iDiteo <3j,riiC& - 

Qui7(2,!b^lii|Ui 
g)63TiT}j 2_cu3F,ii) a_633T0, 2~L^Jp£)gLi» ga 
67<pn}j ^pcuuj-iurrcO 
<^63T^J 2_CU0,lb 2>ITCuJII«jl <311*. 

The lotus-eyed lord is himself the 
medicine, its healing power and the 
sweet well-being as well. He made, 
swallowed and remade the Universe, 
then measured it, by seeking a gift of 
three feet of land. (4) 


< 311 * sucrarcrani g,mD63>g; <jM63inji a_6us,u> 

^nGujrT63T 

Um QjgTTJTGUTTlb LJlTIT* £bl_C\J f§JT QJfedoTfeoolli) J- 

QJ G73TSTOTLD 

g>iT <^,1^ QcuLuCLUffG^r; c^oogxJ 

ottG fT) 

Q^,rTC75Tl_rTfb0 

The feet that strode the Earth are 
of the hue of lotus. His body is the 
hue of the ocean. His crown is the 
radiance of the Sun. His effulgent 
discus too is like the Sun. Is he not 
beautiful beyond compare? (5) 

<WiPCg) <Smc3tC p 0 <oy£lujirir)g> g" 

GU bOOl biijt ID ? 

3f63iCnr> ^sratL-io «,l«.SW?- 31iP(S> 

<3(SjtC J3 

c^riicna, g it C7fr>rr>n(r>(^ 3lfiuir GioCcui768T 

<5>(TCU <9,(Lp6U, 

s,r £ian& gn <5,iT63Tn) <9>ipGu ? 

Is not the deep-ocean hue of the discus 
lord beautiful? When he accepted a 
gift of land, then rose and stretched 
his foot into space, the flower-born 
Brahma washed his foot with water, 
which became the Ganga. Was that 
not beautiful? (6) 

Aipev Qg, n ^gjJU) Gun, Git,(CT>Gs <9.niT* *i_6u 
gl3 GgV6336UU 

ClufTt^lcu 3GT Tn,&) l*CTT SSH-h^S QtfGUQJCBT- 
enflsu atCTggn <3|nilg. 


CTSOTOOTibg, ^ifliuusmssr, cnj OungjCgjuj 
GsuJrT6ir>63T, 

5>633I633Tli>g> <3((flujn6J16JT, 5,UU). 

With beauty beyond description, he is 
afar from all and hard to reach 
He measured the ocean-girdled Earth. 
He rides the Canada bird. He is the 
husband of Dame Wealth. Let us 
worship his feet. Come, O Heart! (7) 


5>iru>ib U&J GWaieSI JbirgirujSOTnr sTsSrgj) 

!bmi ainiarKbujmaj Qair^gju) ^ 

cwit, tD(r^€51; 

nOCfUT^USuau) a-63310 SU.Jflnpga, 6O63JT0 

««33T633t631CSlCoj ,9,663310,, 5,10 a,633r 

Come, O Heart! Let us praise him 
with love, reciting “Narayana” and his 
many names. Let us fold our hands in 
worship. The bee-humming Tulasi 
garland lord Krishna, swallowed and 
remade the Earth. Let our eyes see and 
enjoy his form. ^ 

0,6331^ 0O06OU); 0„D6oCu> 6310,0,0,^ . 

U3633T <3^2,2, unsynb mgnj, 

sTGiraTcnjf)^ 

*g,ion(yi3Qcu <nj633i633i6j, 

gij GjTTcrffTejr^ 

^)(fTjLDfTLD«rafl CUG73T€5316U1 Co>5,. 

His form is the hue of the dark 
rain- cloud, the dark deep-ocean, the 
dark mountain-gem. His eyes are like 
lotuses. His hands are like lotuses His 
Earth-measuring feet too are like lotuses 

Can you imagine such a reality? (9) 


Ca^, •_< Bai(Jpii 

10 ™ @60 ©utu.SljDUMu), 

Cu^GO 

6060ID 4%* 6U663T 0*10,0, 


BCOID I |tflggj Q«63TJJ| 


Guit 6^2,- 
cS)C5>i_mii) iijsjrg,. 
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Really speaking, he has a dextral conch 
on his left. Strength, radiance, wealth, 
beauty, high birth, and all else will 
accrue of their own accord through 
reciting the names of the lord. (10) 

rj,ncu Gniagjgjj a_ciicrt(T£ii; 

ibjD&l 

Cluir(si(gj egg>0«{ilu L|Cst«u suenrOTrar 

Cp>0jU 

ufTrr>AL.6urTOTT; umi>n CincurrssT; 

uuSIctiqi p_c^r»guufTiT 
- ALCUfTcir; n^jcain ^r§lcfi1a>ncjT. 

The lord is the substance of the 
Vedas. He is a mountain stream sweeter 
than honey. He is the hue of the dark 
ocean. He reclines on a serpent in the 
Ocean of Milk. He is the ocean of 
knowledge for men of learning. 
He is subtle knowledge. (11) 

sicngjiii gjirar Garries®, poiijucu grm h 

g,uu£\su 

ClajBIsy arargyib $snn aj&smb Gaimfil - 

iflcnn) GTGarrpiib 

$><£) 5><arr(0) &_©mrrGYirTn Anafun jCij- 
fp) n cnC 0 } it rr^i lt> 

Gnui^iC<3>ng> cucinncrsTjTOTT i_nq. 

What is subtle knowledge? Close the 
doors of the senses and apply on them 
the locks of discrimination. Then 
study the revelatory works repeatedly, 
and try to understand their meaning. 
Gradually the ocean-hued lord will 
reveal himself, through Yoga. (12) 

u m Sul. i p, a,n iDcnrj, , sl 6\ia.w £n 

«I©EU, 

< 9 Iici-oil i j,a,na> ^rnuu, igsrerc - 

6ii il i ib 

s®. rrn§,g,, ^arrri th Gunuj 

GTT5JT« Ggj 

lUCT (*J>HU 11DITli i f^CVTfT) U>fTfT)(ifj. 


The Yogic lord in the yore accepted a 
gift of land, then grew and strode the 
Earth. His crown ripped through space 
and extended beyond the Universe. (13) 

LDfipunsu IDC3TIC a,jj)luLJ, lOlilOTVfcUjn 

aifts®LL@ 

jjjjrrbuncu ixuranb raisiiAa, Gnt>iuuu®0l 

ri,nr) uifW 

Ccu&aairtin-, Csui^jftegi^nsjT, 

Qpiq C^ltlMLD 

ung,2>g,ns3T un<(,ii> ucasfljjgjl. 

This will become easy to understand if 
you give up the embrace of dames, a c 
study the revelatory texts. Set your heart 
on the lord. He is the four Vedas, t ^ 
resident of Venkatam; his feet a, ‘ 
worshipped by celestials. Bow to him- \ 

u«raflj>g,l B-ujfrjbg, OljSTI 4UU u(f? 

Cu> n 5>' 

ucntligg, unt LDorafl<i.eiTnC«u * 

&&& 

^irarijj^OT ^teincsir* d£ti_a.0ii> . 

5W ( '“ I 

ifleanb £,gsi gun ncroiii, <£li 4>(£>ib- “'S’ 1 ’* 1 ^ 

He who reclines in the deep ° cear j i 
waves, on a coiled serpent w 
thousand hoods and gem-re i 
has come to recline in my lowly 10 ' g\ 
heart! What a wonder! 

• 

eu!bg)l s’ aii&gyg, Qsucrsi ilsnctfli'S' , j, 


G '? J • 

«®OT«,|g)ii) jSfierafl t,fileiie>e> nl 5/ fjt 
«P0 <&icu«51g, gjiriownoii'itsi' fp'&P' -j<, 

lOI'"*' 

^linj6u«u6Sla,Ga,«ratluj''ffl’ ) G if lJ 1 HJI G, 

By the tossing sea of Tiruval 
-- where corals and pearls ^ t h 1 ’ 
ashore liken the evening *>.£*£ 
lamps they light at dusk, - th_ 
has come to reside, along " '^jo 11 ' 
lotus lady who graces his an- ^j6) 
chest. He is mv master. 
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'‘■•scirrT) r^ncTT, GtfCucvjfTg,, iDftcO 

CTTfbJ<3>6TT LDTT6U 

< “ tlS ’ r !D 2)ITCTt, ctip> rg)fT(gr£ib ^rrerr ^003 ;- 

CTCSTnjJ ID 

@2)«un«, ^c^crcr ^iq^Cs, ^snrtuj, 

^Dcung,! suinpg^s, CTS ji sumij. 

D 

ec °ming his slave, lei my tongue 
orever praise his lotus feet without 
a ‘l, saying Senkanmal is our adorable 
0r d. 1 hen all the days gone by, all the 
'!im °f the future, and all other days 
be good days. (17) 


Gu ' , ’ u 

G)irTIJlS3T£TJinuj IflrTClJoSlLjncO, 
« QPQJ14 lOCTfilT 

<s,CI, 2)ai G1.9,rrcrini_ Glr^gliorrCcu!- 

. gjITfifiluJ ]0«jt 

n @«n<®!T ^iqACa, ejip iS-Dumb 

Ql -pj* 1 

m I L R°od day when you came as a 
strid'J 10 ,n ^ Pegged Mabali for three 
E ar) l^ s hind, then measured the 
fe ei ranl 1 h al I may serve your 
tv-itJt r ° u Rh seven lives and live 
llt lear. O, Towering Lord!(18) 

®' S?if''MCLD-jy ) sO ( @ancuCu>Gu 

1 ''^nffinenu j n\xjo Uarrjjj^frearr 
• /» . 

u, ‘ CVib inci.ur 

' V ‘ 4>ra 'fl.u Jn „ • ^ . «"«.Cl»r,y Mb | 

The 1 " !S ® um ' A @ UP-* ? 

tVorld? r , j Wl J° swa, lowed the seven 
deny K; t n s e P l as a child will never 
him fi rs| S But ‘hose who come to 
11 es h flow I 1 - 1 ' 11 '? nc l u ‘* mind, st rewing 
hai-irt- _ •„ at his feet with folded 

st.(19) 


1a nds, will T. reet w "h 
^■11 receive his grace fir 


, ‘J>ear 




cSigu 


' S(cn !i>g>i G a 


»■_ , S'up!ba>rTuji, ( « (i 
' a-o.5,LD rrn ai-s^nco 


*“ ° L " fl G 1 a-tc5iG !D 9_ 

C7 G31 (I on 


^(T^iDnCcu! Qjnji^hCTST Q^i^iunCor! cTrbj&Gri 
Qu0UDrrC<JJT $ Gu<9r! 

For the First cause lord who swallowed 
and remade the Earth, is it any big feat 
to come again and measure it in two 
strides? O, Senkamal! O, Tirumal! Our 
Lord and Master! Speak. (20) 

CuaaimT sxsijeuency Gua.suii, ^sususrrGsu 

gu n<5 LDCuirg) gjtpmij in rrcinGviiu nesTGg>-9» 

s_csn>_tu 

iff ih fj G )<gj fTGUT O rbJ «£$>1 CDTFT(J5T ff fin fhJ fTG3T 

OufrmiQffj ^gcu 

CTU ft «3> IJ C31 CUT ft Ij>1 dh fT S3T fT (*5T CDJ CTLJ • 

Speaking of the fragrant Tulasi garland 
lord, who wields the sharp discus, conch, 
Sarnga bow, and the mace that killed 
the noisy Dantavakra, — can anyone 
exhaust his glories? (21) 

QJlqGt) <^H,IT QLplq CdJifTlllq GTJfTGDTcm ITVIjGn fTjIT^CTTjlD 

*iq. Sg/t incur) <fbrr^p))iDuLqujrtG-ncTT, 

OtftbcTUXJUJfTCO SL.CTT fi_0dQ, Q^GUGuCgUT ( 

Ofb^aCin! 

GimuibcmnCuj attcstr cfil^ibq. 

So 1 say, O Heart! The celestials 
bow their crowned heads at his feet 
and offer fresh flowers as the means to 
see him. You too do the same, melting 
yourself with the desire to see him 
as he really is. • (22) 

dil^ioiSi <,-W(,jr5iui«sn &\cr\iY,/y, ^lcminui 

GVlCVST^l ^ri 

**0i£)L| iJ)a>nwmt.TTuS1i»'0 VolacriTfQj am£, 

l (CUTIT) jgjjipfTu' lOrT63itfV'UifTC3T OllfTCOT 

fh ip fTrG<9i 

g,|ipntu, torreunu.* <sii^rr>cb. 

He wears cool Tulasi garlands that buz? 
with male and female bees inside the 
flowers. His golden feet strode the Earth 
and sky. The heart will soon learn to 
hover around his adorable feet. (23) 
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6u0rii«>rc«u, @0 ifjcucpiib, innaj 6fi)<3.ii>L|ii> 

g»frfb 0i ib 

Cllb0<bl0 iS" &_0Gl|li) ^OTnOTT - 

OuiT0 j>gijij) 

•5.L.rr c^Lp gisiinjj E_aii_ajnarr aipCcu, 
Cl2,m_iT, GljblgjCo! Cls,n<ig0j|. 


If the joy-bereft world would ° n ^ 
offer worship everyday to the lord ^ 
churned the ocean, who is the ca 
of all and who reclines in the ° cea , 
then who can ever suffer miser. 
Who in this wide world can? 1 _/ 


The adorable feet, — O Heart of 
mine!, — of the discus-wielding lord 
will soon move into his primaeval state 
of Earth, sky, water, fire and air. But 
follow them with your worship.(24) 

Oan^ansu UH5&I b_<AtCl? gji £ii 

&—cu&ib 

C_QRIT0, (ollDfTUJ (£jl^6UrTCn 

&—GRJTl_ 

cumurTCjnon, iDncvj cfil«ni_ 6jy> Qarr>fT)ncn«T ; 

CUfT65TCUrrA(2jl£) 

d^U.1 fTCDCUT f 

Worship can cause no harm, O Heart! 
The child who swallowed the Universe 
is the one who ate the coiffured dame’s 
butter, killed seven bulls, and became 
rare even to the gods. (2 5) 

(flrpgjg, CT451 QotoHhGSW ,$igcl|U) 

r9*T>rDjj>g> ^rr igcn 0,6fi\ uj€TT0jtii - 

s_cnpjj,2ig ) Gi,a ) 

C cu i^i &i l_ (_ip ib ClcuB«Anci|th 

C cu 0, 0% tlj u a U4 Q ui 

g>mb ®,i_6>jnn g,am g^ipmurm. 

The lord of gods who never leaves 
my heart and his serpent bed wears a 
Tulasi garland and resides in the 
auspicious Kanchinagar, Venkatam, 
Vehka and Velukkai, cities of joy. (26) 

■SH,Cij gaum ffi-epa.s.nrr, gjjOT,, sum^mr 

cJ4,CTOT CD l_ U.J fT ft 

anOd locS^a, *0,* a, Lentu . 

acr)i_n>g,n®nona, dfcmjcrjTencjT, ign 

^IdncpnGiDsu ucneitl 
^snLjjjg.acDOT, 2 >it.0u> O 


,£iGru_ibgjga ^igeu ^cnCTnCiosu; g® 1 ^ 

iflcni_jj,2 > gu unrig, Clcmi> Cut” 1 ;' 

c^aj^ilufTcu u>g>&]0>G/fc - . 

JTUSI-PO >° 

Guii)d^l unco a_onTi- , .. 

A tb* 5 

Can the world understand ^ 

wonder? The lord who reclines m ^ 
ocean-deep came as a wonder cm ^ 
killed an ogress. He conducted t ie . u t y 
Bharata war and destroyed nl ^j lC n 
kings. And yet he cringed in t e ‘ ,r a 
his mother threatened him ^ 
churning rod for stealing butter* 

GuUJ*<£l l.JIT 60 a_OT 3 Tl_ 

^ponoiQ*rT0g ) g,nei', 

@0sii ^l0C l fldfl g® 7 u0,<rt ^ 
Qaev^ 

Ofi>(TC)6TtfT CllOrn£lujfTGr)«T0 (#0^0* 

Yet, she picked him up and 
sweet suck, not at all afraid that ^ ^w 
killed an ogress. To her he sd as ^ ^ 0 (> 
a sweet little dark child with r^ 1 ^9) 
lips and indistinct blabber. 

Csirigg, j£l0lflnSU -0,1 SV (g ) 1 & C 1<” 

Gw*** . 

« * 

( i 5 )" 2 )S> e’® 7 4 ligiadg, <S>c»i© ^ 

iDcnit), unL*iii 671 ^ 


@<r<riir)ijrtui ^uj @cnsu 
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That we too may see and enjoy him, 
he resides in Venkatam, Kudandai, 
Padakam, and in my heart. He is the 
lord of Sri. He reclines in the ocean on 
a serpent. He is the lord of the 
Vedas, the lord of all in heaven, 
the Tulasi garland lord. (30) 


^eusji CoaruSlcu -.tggGrafliuraTgjj ^aiii 

Ooiiigd a_yr >euw ^saracji,- 

Cssfil Cl$fl UJfT 

lOT, tonsil Csu&agil a_CTTCrTfT65T, 

crtbpirein 

LJn &&3>nC3T, UfTff)fti_CU 2_CTTfTCBT. 

Even Hiranya’s house became his holy 
abode when he came as a man-lion 
^nd tore his chest. He is the lord of the 
edas, the lord reclining on a snake 
jn the ocean, the lord who bears the 
11 - rider Siva on his frame. (31) 


©Sit CcunSia>i_(ipib, utniiutib, u 
Ibllco 

^ >l - £yni> r^jrcvj gjfTaxsnrjCiDCo 

, urrjjuilj 

&L-U>nAA CUnonm. 

Th ~ M ^ <5,fTufTCVJ<5,ff 3 T - 

lorV° r u rcsidin S >n Venkatam, i 
b ° r ; w £° «me a s Krishna a 
rokeaKurundutree, is still the k 

;; S t n VV hC °f an ’ in Va *^un 

trutl,f | v^? S 3IU m hearts 
ttthful Vedtc seers. m 

“ n **amuj ^ @«n«uCu>eu, «r UUJ 

(V . »_cu(2) crcocua 

eyybnth e.sOTLoX^r! Q.ouj^uiC 

“**<**"* - cm *. * rrt 

si u Ue Lortl! In the yore v 
a ihild 3,1 d ri W ° rlds - tllen sle P< 

Ad l i° n 3 boating fig l ea f 

amk h 3 mou ntain and ea 
fosia to the gods in the sky Hi 


@QJ 2_CU0>10 CTTfT)^, 

^cn^CsuClftiTcu ? 

fg)c3 T jT)j gen 

Jb&ITCUfTtij- ^63TQj 
^li_fba>fTCD«aTi> CdhQ @eu t^gnerx^n (ipssT 

A(0SJ35fl> 

&>L-ft>&)rrcr>G&, Qffj^aCtD ArrcisT. 

Did your feet, — that stretched into 
the sky, — grow tired? O Heart! See, 
the lord is sitting in Velukkai, and 
reclining in Vehka! Contemplate him, 
He is the Kamsa-killer lord. (34) 

anafjT, a>n«jjT era it effort, iiu_|LD o,otto,gtt o,$n 

© 

y,<Ar jitit ^ia,cua 2 >iTcjT Qumar Cinof);- 

UfTGraT&OTUI 

OgjirifileO unu, OJC53T0 ^icnnjiiiu) 

OgrTTfraoiCutTesT, Qoii Qurrcji 
thipaj uitih ujnib Ci 2 ,iT(i(Tginb, cna,. 

The lord wears radiant necklaces on his 
wide chest. “Oh, see, seel”, crave my eyes. 
Bees that hum on his Tulasi-garland sing 
his praise in beautiful Pan ns. My heart 
too desires to sing like them, while my 
hands desire to worship his feet. (35) 


CT»«.UJ AGSTCU AniTft 0.L CV> GlIfTUj GlcuaTOT 

01*10,10, 

lolcuujuj a,ctofb aancbiAii) 0<jmi> dM_fi cuach - 

QdlilUJ 

ucm_; urjCDCu tjntp -ucsfl $n 2 _gv)0»i£> 
<9^ c^4«?nfb0} a>nujC5T 

When the feet of the wonder lord strode 
the Earth, his beautiful weapons, the 
fierv discus, the white conch, the heavy 
mace, the dark bow, the shining dagger, 
they also grew with him. Even the 
ocean-bed grew with the lord. (36) 

<$4U| TO10U uiLClott; 0><3>g,n£3T, 

a Ciiir&(0)ib 0.^r*j 0,1 cu j£it se_ CTTOTncft,- 
g) 01^0,(0)10 


657 








THE SACRED BOOK / Divya Prabandham 


usucn euniuu uc 0 mraflu 

yjOTT^rjib 

^l(2,usiriTuciT girdr. 

The lord’s chest is the abode of the 
coral-lipped lotus-dame Lakshmi. He 
wears many jewels and necklaces. 
He resides in the deep ocean and in the 
outer space. He is also deep in my 
heart. I am enslaved to him. (37) 

S,nCarr gjssr&g) a_suiD6jr - 5>sJi s-^Gev 

CTSif 

&nCs3T asQj 2_(i7jsijii> 2 , 11500 * 1140 ) ■- a,i7Ccn 
artfl 5ri ^tb inncu cucritjujub ctssjt 

^IsssiLni) t ^«rait..2,g a 
&>'($ <5yu .Sgann). 

He is all things that exist. The penance¬ 
performing Rishis, the stars, the bright 
fire, the mountains, the eight Quarters, 
the twin orbs, — all these are he. He 
alone is his lord and equal. (38) 

@er>B iglcuOT eisfcr ^Gnsujii) 

rTG5T,-§>l ? UJ , 

lX»€^fT) LDCDfTJU GufT^SYT ^UJ QlfTOTT 

C^UJ - iSleniT) cunt£jff)$ 
Osusncna,®) epoSl §n 

C 61) lb] * L_ g> Qj rc GST 
fi_GiT6TTg,$63T a_6TTCCTT S_GTT63T. 

The lord became this Earth, the eight 
Quarters, the Vedas, the substance of 
the Vedas, and the lord of tall Venkatam 
where mountain streams flow 
rapturously. He stays in my heart. (39) 

Si —CTTCTT <9>6ji5Tl fTlij, £F>€V> 1 B e>| g> 

gTfejU fTjl tb 

Si—CnGyr 6><33tL_ nuj; SA-Gni^n^curTn sl <o^ 1 ^G n 5 yi 

®— 6TT GIT* &t 63157 l_ rT lij 
€^t(7^tbl9>G. ’ eG.~! r-,i =• uiffVjix, Gfifbif&i 
2>a>n63T 

ijfffsi bpffjirhifhg, 5>rrc5T inswr. 

O Good Heari of mine! Know that 
the lord exists, — now and forever. 


The lord who resides in the tall 
sky-touching hills of Venkatam, and 
who rose tall to measure the Earth, 
resides in the hearts of his devotees, — 
then, now and forever. (40) 


u>«3Tg)j iDsrafl y>m ScjttQ, atsraruih Cornu, 
ct€<wt 

&lC3Tgu Qurnfleu atGT'GnsguA <*y, aipGsu,- 

ifleaTcnoT 

a-raiuiurraa, CWemQ ^^, 3 , 2 _sug 

«^6tT5>3>nOTT f£j63TJDti> 

(^stilujiia ^ a,(io,a G*n. 

Then in the yore the lord rose and ripped 
through space. His jewelled crowm 
touched the sky, his feet straddled the 
Earth and the eight Quarters, as he 
measured the Earth. He is the one who 

held a mount to save the cows. (41) 

Gsrrsususjymi, ^ £1^,,^ GwA&gi, gpA 

SISLg} 

ion sucusnnia, £ 5 ^ ujarfl - 

Cu>sSb 

. - a_4ilrjI7cG _fT£3T 41cmX>. 

The cowherd lord grazed his cows 
and played the flute. He is the gem- 
hued lord who killed the horse Kesin- 
He took a terrible form and tore apart 
the chest of Hiranya with his nails- 
Know his anger. (42) 


4W u>n tog, (fcoflibrfflsj, jj^oonu* 

3nuj0}§}> ’ 

' |£3Tiij Ctoai - § 3 Gfl\s> tT &'- > 

G..." Cun a±P 

L X3fTlTtellt 3Tf1 ^ 


— — «e no . 

The angry elephant Kuvalayap'^ 
lost his tusk and his life. Dame Eart h 
occupies a pan of the lord’s chest, whjj* 
sports a beautiful Tulast-garland- T»*. 
lord takes the whole world into hirt'* 1 ’ 
and protects it during deluge. (^' 
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u „^ ~u* nun* 

u,^. «** CI »6 C * ! M,fl ' 

Th e deluge, the creation, the oceans, the 
Slant Sun. the fire, - all these are the 
i a j-Tp wears a golden crow n set w ith 

with love the feet of the lord. (44) 


, flg#, a.?, C^itni •“« 

il«rg>2>l«U ^ 

dsuoBiCabml® (iPSfti C«vni,&i_Cio 

ClOCO f^fTCTT, 

U.CTOT Cft<Tll@A CUnCOTL. T««r LDSJ'SU. 

The lord who came in the yore as a 
w ild boar and lifted the Earth on his 
tusk teeth resides in Venkatam, where 
the elephant bull in rut pairs with its 
cow and separates, then rams angrily 
and pierces its tusk into the Earth, 
spilling pearls. (45) 


ifiGDCU GlDCO €T)GU&)g2l 6UfT«'fc<fOc3T»UJ<F 

<3rfT)f§l 

&,Gr>ev (ips>@ gjfTcsr cr»<£> uj)*® 

(xpfhCQl 

^Cff3Tt ib Gunuj Qg>f§luLt. ^637(^1 Al_cO 
<Fj<*37L 

iSgT5n_tDfTuj f^lcjrrr) iSlijrrgj*. 

The pearly sea was churned by the 
lord himself. He came as a tortoise 
and supported the mount, drawn 
back and forth by the snake Vasuki, 
sending waves that reached the ends 
of the Universe. The lord stood firm 
like a rock. (46) 

43«5Tfr) l(ft,l£K»G«3T , £li CJfT>2j £_ 

fit oi- ffli rr»X) 

<9Cirrr) Oi • (/*. iDnQep 1 Qs^jAc^njTfflmTa' 

try 


{blV0> curriu 


(iputujniij! 


5 , 13 * surtiij ^sraruitutii) g. 

O Lordl who stood and took the Earth- 
O Lord who measured the J1*,. 
O Lord with lotus eyes and 
wreath! Then in the vo re vou H Tu asi 
the horse Kesin’s ials N° ? yed 
destroyed the jaws of hell'" yOU ( ^ e 

£ atsirCo) - ^ ^ 

** a -** - 
Qu^ sniij , ? Cu,Tuj - 

Did you not measure the Earth a 
gift with your feet? Did 3S 3 

grazing cows. Did vou not § ° 

the »-* of the h IZZZT, 
you not go between the Man, °‘ d 
and destroy them? Did vJ ™ d ^ rCeS 

war between Devas Jn fa ‘ nor fan a 
e ' as dnd Asuras?(4S) 

:gWa 

Outbjr,^ &ajih . 

** *** 

* fl QP ' fU 
You destroyed the defi, 

Hiranya, you took the'Earlh 
the compliant Asura Mabali Y ’* 

destroyed seven nughtv hulls f 

sake of Nappinmi Or . f ° r the 
Lord! t,plnnai - ° Conch-wielding 

(49)' 

^n-D, felipno, .SWevnia,*, <;«„£] 

—-«»«sr 
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The lord wears a tall gem crown and a 
Tulasi wreath over it. He has the 
adorable hue of a dark gem. He came 
and killed a crocodile living in the 
lake. He resides on a mountain flowing 
with cool streams. ( 50 ) 

^HcuGot eussirjujncu ^ f£lGnrj&GTT 

£>fT2>g>IT65T I 

Gear cSuGrefl id (TP) £5 ib sfuugj^rrcjT - 

c^GuGesT 

acurbjiSjuu Qu(fTj fb&rjvb <5>rriL0cuncTT 

5>6JJTlfi IT 

^curpj&fTLjrHb CTffloj^nsiT, Grojgjj. 

With a mountain he protected the 
cows. It was he who broke the Marudu 
trees. It was he who razed the city of 
Lanka. He will show us the great 
perfect city of Ayodhya. (51) 

GTl£j<2>fT63T iDfjrRDfjib GJ^li) @!jniD£iSTmij; 

GTtiJ^rTGTT ^4lb iDrTCJT LDffjlcDuj GJfb$£imp$>0 

crujg,g,j6i4ib 

Q5)65T ^GVJfbJGiT>5n5» G&rTCtfT cffy ;OgggTlT)| 

(2)fD6TT d^lij 

(^P OT r^GULD GD05 5 j'oI& fTG7tfTl_fT63T, (jpUJGffT 01 . 

He came to Ayodhya as Rama. He felled 
seven trees. He killed the wonder-deer. 
He felled the heads of Lanka’s king 
Ravana. It is he who came and took 
the Earth as a manikin. (52) 

(Lpujraij)) GibisjGo! Qpifl r §it Gsucnsu 

^UJCTTJD LDIJ^gil i^HjGU @CT)CUuS1g 5T ClDGulTCU- 

UuS1<SfT(Ty ^1^0 IT 

(DCffST JbCUlb C^AfTCH QcuGTTGTT^gjj ififTuj.j, 

OyGffl 'SH&.'tiiehQj iditg3'.g\juj rtG^T a,ncn. 

He came as a wonder child and 
swallowed the Universe, then lay 
sleeping on a fig leaf, floating in the 
deluge waters. He wears a cool Tulasi 
garland. Make an effort, O Heart! 
Worship his feet. ( 53 ) 


ancrmeu sauih 2 _«r> 2 >S>gj)U us>® 

T>r u>( 2 jgj £gsr>i_ Gun'll!, Caipcu 

iSorngil 

uxott ^acuib iSaraiQ <anii( 2 > J? 1 * u) ^ . 

2 _®ij>g> iDnirsujxS^ 

Qugsst ^acuib airg>su Quiflgjl- 

With his tender feet he destroyed a ca^ 
an elephant, and two Marudutrees- ^ 
came as a boar and valiantly lm e e 
Earth on his tusk tooth. The lotus ^ 
Lakshmi resides on his chest. His. o 
for Dame Earth too, is strong- \ 

£SJl(9 

Ouifluj cucnrj iumriSlcu Gun ^,0^° ki 7 ., 
aflliJ (ip^oSlcT)L_ lfi)63T GuITCU 

UfT€ff3T Gp30r^j(3> CUCTOT0 ^GD^lMlI) a™** ^ 

05IT)p & 

i^ctt QrFjQfbi SiOTst 5>rnl0ib 

On his strong mountain-like c gS 
he wears long beautiful neck ^ 
and gems, revealing his dark r . _ 
like a rain-cloud lit by a ligh tin ^ ^ 
His long red eyes are the hue 
bee-humming lotus. ' 

jSIjdld Qcueiflgj, Clatugj, uilg>), 51 " 

^cnn) a_ 0 «jib uj rub ^rStCiuniB, ^ 
GTg^JTGTjflcu;- r9«3TfD6M ^ 

JblT inr^JGD^ j^fTCpllb fT)€Olb 611 

u, iDfbienft Gacttgugst GuncflcM* ... 

The lord’s hues are white, red, > e ^t 
green and also black, but we d<7 j;, 
know the first three. Come to 1 j^e 
can even the knowledge-fill e d ^ 

Sarasvati fully describe the S P,^) 
of-Dame-Lakshmi’s glory? 

CTunsiSlrbga @(j)SSJiu airit eDix^" 

iSotGottGu'V'V ne S\r*>P 

iDcSrejg,) $ ( Bj 

*( 5 )i_ejiGiDa) OattsraiL aifttu' TS * 1 * 
“'Sy’jcn - giraiGioeu aeiirL niii •' 

Like a glorious dark raincloud' 
lightning, the dark lord w r ith 11 
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dameLaks^°“ ^nt Garuda 
knowledge, no- arise, 

^erflS.0 

. . _ „ e ,orgii'i> Csuf’iiaa-Gu) 

OaiOT 1 “>£ lujU> ^trsii 

• Di 0uSlcO Q* ns:ijr ® s_^S’S>’ TC3T 

jjcsaT iX)g) |u:j ajrrjJ>6L|. 

A nvpr the worlds 

^'"krtH^h and sky resides in 

a ° r where female monkeys sit 

Venkatam sp here ^ 

on high rocks and ^ bring 

male companions to P 
for them the bright moon. 

»«• ' < * H# CunSiJ . 

Q^gl su«na«unu,S 

g^u, Cun* *"* ^' _ ' : ' U ’ 

£1® marfl 

6Tf£lS>6TT 

Ou 0 iDn«T ^14 G a qijQ 

Bright rivulets flowing dow n 
Venkatam make the dark hill look like 
the radiant Sri-graced gem-hued lord 
Senkanmal with strings of bright 
pearls over his chest. Attaining his 
feet, I have learnt to live again. (59) 

Cl u ®s»i>. ‘■HS&a’- Cul£j w>cncu 

id na s&i—ib 

(y)2)2)* *"*>& ^ ndj ’ £ -® !r ® 

SL-GTicbSyg}} - 5>2)!^J<5) 

0SBflcnw cfilor™ *cjfl*g)* Q*it6ht0 
GTrf)1ibg>fTfi3T; Qcuipr^u 
uenfi&jiij cumL snaj^gu 2_*2^>n53i ucisrQ. 

In the yore the lord protected the cows, 
entered between the Marudu trees. 


drank the ogress’ breast and kicked a 
demon-cart. He threw a demon-calf 
against a wood-apple tree and destroyed 
both. He blew his victory conch in the 
great Bharata war of yore. ((,q) 

u ®0 <n<W(wrub Ccun^uib urnr)*^ 

GlArrowry a-CsnjDCUfnTA^ CamiSlco 

Cunco - QJ6TO7Q 

cucmb ^IcTT^ib $ctt 

^entht (£>U)rj 63 T 5 >C 3 T GSldVrcjuT^rr. 

From times of yore the lord has been 
residing in the Ocean of Milk and in 
Venkatam. considering both as equal to 
his permanent home in Vaikunta 
Now the youthful lord has found a 
new home in Kadigai, surrounded by 
bee-humming flower groves. ( 61 )" 

6 &CiraT 6 iraT« 5 ifJlb QeUo'o&fT €&ffl $GDlJ |£it 
ID 6 OTT fb&au> IDn lDfTi_ . 

IDCiRJTOTaTAibg) 

Q&ei, ( 2 )i_|i, 6 r>s C a «T ^'u&.anio.u) 
Gla 6 SrrC«,nCt 4 

*,531 (g)i_tinsna §rt 

The nectar - groves - surrounded 
Srirangam, the Southern 
Tirukkottiyur, the beautiful 
Kudandai, the mansioned Velukkai 
Vehka, Vinnagaram, — these are 
some other abodes of the lord who 
took the Earth-gift in his palm, 
the lord who resides in streaming- 
hills Venkatam. (^ 2 ) 

amj) scr> Ll4 u. iSsrr yM^ib g,***^^ 
a«,«.gy)ib J 

©£ <^ !!C 4 lb Oil"* fbHTOillb CaiTOTiTyiDtra, - 

_ (*j(LglD 

aiexsfil urnmb ^(it,ioar>cuCtn<!u 
G J !bG»@>0,(O) 

©ganrgl a^eyO) sj,OT2>mi, 
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In the streaming-hills Venkaiam, the 
lord my father seems to have both 
mat hair and crown. He wields both 
the axe and the discus, wears both a 
snake around his neck and the sacred 
thread. Two images blended into one, 
— what a wonder! ( 63 ) 

@«na5>5, ^Osu(yni) Clajjbmi 
ucnaa,g,i *,^( 2 , u 0 Ou,-iM«r>a!bgy 

Asm-B® ®u( 5 ®aCu)n - 5,441 CW.a,.rdSleu 

^c-tbgiJ Stjiigil £'® rI !Dg>iCL|ib, ^nii(£j ? 

What a wonder! In the Vehka temple 
at Kanchi, the lord appears in 
reclining posture, and elsewhere 
sitting and standing. Is 11 because he 
became tired after churning the 
ocean with a mount-and-serpent- 
churning-rod for the gods? (64) 

@i_it ,@Girr 5 l ^4,$^ 

in™, @C«rafliurataj ^th^ong,- Clumii4Q, 
s-y^ojinmiju iStcnjba ^ibLortsiT 

■SiojCgoi 

ai_(njsuu) Qo,iuhq 6 p 41 ,j, 5 >iTsjT ftmuiai- 
The godly son Prahlada’s protector 
was a man-lion who appeared at 
dusk and tore apart Hiranya’s mighty 
chest. He is the same lord who pulled 
out the tusk of an angry elephant 
and destroyed it. (£, 5 ) 

ftnwjbaj. ®( n )®t><nt umiijjfil 5 , 4,14 

<n»r inonrf1fl>6TT 

sjlijiba i«a«iA 5,£lirCm6v, GlsusiiamflitOu, 


red eyes shine like the light of da}' 
But that was their undoing. They lT * el 
with their ends there. 


incuytjiii, ( 2 )«Sliuinncti 


.0^ 

gttsi0 5>iD5u4,4|lGjr «j>srar Gunai • 

5 , 1 —it «rsjtpii>, Qeufflrat sni^ ai ni ^ 
uaytj (nargnb umragij! 

There on the lord’s navel gross s ^ 
stalk with a lotus on it, which op e!l * 
and closes like they always do 
they see the Sun and Moon. But h c ^ 
it is the radiant discus and the sv rj 
conch of the lord. ^ 

umtg,® 5»06i.,6in j^n rfjtipcv 5 ,^^ 

GuiT2,g)i g>ii a>0oj<jji stottu Cuf’i’S’ 1 

(JiB 

/hsnibj 5,6414,(^4, 63 - 15 , ^u 0 ib , 

Ciocv 

cfilcnfi 5,60^14,(5)4, a,ffirTfr|i 6rrf)lfho ) rT ' ; tfi 0^^ 

The lord who threw a call and h- ^ 
wood-apples resides amid cry 5 * ^ 
clear water springs, where 


monkeys see their reflection 


an 0 ’ 

siy 


fearing it to be a rival, cautio * 1 
stretch their arms to pick Kah’ 

It is the hill of Venkatam. 

Q«jjt>L| CTGoirjj CAiflSlAb, ii> c ^. a 

' 

*f>' l^sorgi (5,015 5,(ft,rei (ajiptvGi 1 ’ 41 

• .111 " 
' R<:U cO 

f^SiyijTi C^rrcTT mrrcu <*Ql ijig) ^ 




G)inu, !b 0 > 

ir, fiH CH(f^ib qiuSI^j &> 

lf>ns«T!ni (TIT 

The destructive Madhu-Kaitabha 

came angrily breathing fire, to the lord 
reclining on a serpent whose gem- 


^tjGifan ffjncn OGMCuruh .«•* 

■»« . I -i h l 

Singing, “Venkaiam is tn e ^ir 
devotees wrap the lord’s Tulas* o**^ ;1 ll 
coiffure and proceed to bathe jji 
lasting days, taking it a s 11 
the ocean where the strong 3 (69) 
lord reclines. 
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M(2) LD&gjgjrTCu <?bfriij , «£ijp 

S\ 

iD^j^J^fTCO fljfTGV) GD^UjrTGVJ - 

iog,g, G&ctt 

^CTTJTl. LDCUIT Q^n€ff5T0, C&JTJCU 

C GII^J 5, i_ Qj GS) G5T GUJ 
<3>6TOT0 GU€OTTfbl(£)Lb AGTflnrjj. 

The ocean-reclining lord resides in 
Venkatam when male elephants 
running ichor down their cheeks 
wash their mouths and feet and offer 
fresh nectar- dripping flowers with 
their trunks and bow in worship. (70) 


fts-fltD) yp< 0 c 0 02,2,, eno, erg)^, g,^ 

® 5 ' f1 9' uj0Ou g><Sl ana, 

sfilip, CWe*©! £Iot b| Cai(i,a u Gl 0 


Uidgvj f^rrcri 

©if* Oarrijrg crgljba,^ &ei , & 

Tlie unworshipping rutted elephant 
lllat run amuck raise their trunks an< 
pierce the clouds, when gargoyle 

ih! eiRe wilh stron B arms that pull ou 
Clr tusks, and strike them dead a 
' e .' s hriek, then stand over then 

ihr, / 0 *'r , Ir ls Venkatam, the hil 
° de of the lord who threw a cal 

against a tree. (71) 


' V"SI S'Wr^rir ^ ljUJ &3) in/hM C ^ nc(l 
G))«r>tfnA <zr>th 

# ‘"® &b ftCT>t p Du,*, 

«- ClOJOTTff)! 

‘ us£l Gairsit Gfil@*0,h CsuriiauCu) 

G»X>CD5U 

W * nnil ft 10 '!'' Gunmndi jgj L 0). 

The youthful lord, king of celestials, 
'csides on the hill where resident gypsy 
Ru ls with Bamboo-bangled hands climb 
<>ver tall Bamboo shoots to play, , ln d 
[tee the moon tangled in the thickets. 
*tat hill is Venkatam. ( 7 ->i 


jguii) QJCUlD CJip L^GSJTL. Gg>IT 

ojl_ (ip«& G<aif^)dM._ 2 ,g)j iPgsTgrnib - (^lld 

2>ujrj>$ 

tbQ) ott fT uj r^ffjTjrjaffjr (£j^>g £bLpCcu 

•^rpjGuCg, 

Cbrr <jvj a _cttgtt rjjcvjib. 

Venkatam is the abode of the lord 
who danced with pots merrily. 
He drives the chariot of the Sun 
from East to West and stays in the 
North. Praising him is the only 
purpose for these lips. (73) 

£>«jCin njs5lg^Qa,rcti - £,(00. sissilg cuot 

Guuj 

j9cuGld HfJGRJT® Curriu dnp- ^guGid g,nG$i 
Q Slid) Qftn^6Tift 2L_pfyu_rr«sr>G5i , d?ii 0 
£LS!Iil0€\)n«FT, 

&.<siT Od},nfbi6^ft Qjnuj orxsiigjgjnGn t enaj^ ? 

The lord placed his lips on the poisoned 
breast of the ogress and sucked till she 
writhed in pain and fell on the floor. 
Then the cowherd-dame Yasoda lifted 
him with concern and gave him her 
breast to suck. See, love is strong!(74) 

annibghi. <3 m< 9>0 C^iuuujgi ^L-rrcfilui Carl.® 
a_ d $ i mil, 

eeiiTn : ,j^ji Qcugtoi Guerin 

(ipui6!j>cu« - GdMTli^gjJ 

^U*m V*GlJlbfvTi)3A urriTA(Aib ^(RiIOGSPCuGuj 
M«n GfiHfbiGm* jbnn^iio ClurtMijULj. 

The strong mountain of Venkatam 
rises with peaks that scrape the Moon, 
and angry tigers pounce to catch the 
hare on it. It is the abode of the cowherd 
lord. The fragrance of wild Vengai 
trees waft all over the mountain.(75) 

Clijn0i'uSlcr>i Cm (ttenTjiib, . iGorei 0eify&g|ib 

Jg!b£)i 

CI(T, 0 l 'i L c ilcri L Cm ■H(r. 0 ,cu|ib r£ii Csiiffifen n: 

€fi)(ff>Ul | a_«ru ui 
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OgUoo^MtGgU G^TITI^^fTCinCST dLDUJLD L 0 GOIT 
gi/liua 

cgHo'xfknGflJ C 3 ^OTT 5 ,cn c^lLl f^ gyl . 

No need to stand on mountain 
tops, or in neck-deep water or in the 
midst of five fires and do penance. 
Simply worship the lord of Vehka 
with fresh flowers and sincere heart. 
All Karmas will vanish. (76) 

^fbSb <SK5 uicniTjCujnOT ©fT«jT(tp*£,03 ,hot 
f£>6>JT <?£l GU 

GUfTLLJ j>< 5 i ( 2 )LpGfilLurTUJ GUrTGTT gHQih&jGST - 

GjUJfb^ 

(ipiq.il Gung,| (jpOTigj frip STOTgi 

GT«nn©raflffjnTcjr «^iTfT>5) 
?SHiq.u Gungj cSMacwr. 

The wilful lord lay as a child in the learned 
Vedic seer Brahma’s lap when the mighty 
Ravana came with penance and worship. 
The lord then counted his ten heads 
with his ten toes. Worship his feet, 
our eternal refuge, O Heart! (77) 

<&ij<risr ^ib ©in at*, CTOTTgiib <^y£l cucusuot 
OpyeiFT r^rrctT qjgvjld t QiDrrujibu63T - 

CJ&I Aj£1? cj^i jQoticu? cjgjj iS)rr>uq? 

gt cstt gut rrGg,; 

5 £>gl] - *h&\ LDrmjQDGUTGuJ GpilT^gjj. 

Repose your faith in him, O Heart! 
Did he not, — our Krishna, — go with 
his discus, and kill the Asura Mura, to 
free the princesses? Having 
surrendered unto him, do not ask, 
“What is our fate?”, “Who is our 
refuge?”, “When is rebirth?”. Wait for 
the wonder-lord’s grace. (78) 

ui«ST©2,!jnuj, Jg©gi <2 hus>£I, 

lii 5, g,l 

Cunsancu iStjDuq Gj(igtb CuiiAa,e, jn ib - 

< 9 *^ IT g)#, 

qfilcmg ^rr ©rr))ii gjijpmij 

iScuig logitQjcinGjiCuj jglsjrg,. 


The graceful lord of deep-ope^. 

hue wears the fragrant Krishna- 

and many rows of necklaces and j 

Through firmness of heart and su 
senses, if we contemplate and s j 
we will be freed of the Karm* 1 ^ 
seven lives. ' 


„{ji 


rglcjtgj ffi^tgiruj j£long ujaaflg; C jb’’ 
mrt ©©gpnpi lu.i» 

GW© 

<$yi u® surrar G©d? 

G & (Tuiq &> G &> ^ 

C©iiu 0 curr«ST, ©nssr (iptugyjii 

Our lives will automatically be 
to the lord who wields a radiant 1 ^ 
He sliced the thousand arms 0 ^ v j t b 
Asura, Bana, who came to st' ar qj 

him on his jewelled chariot. ' 

Cl©(CT,dHisu ^loncsruM ^ 

eg! ansuij*"' 


siii* 


if®** 


G©0sCio Guanuj; 10einffi!l'’’0 ,1 




Gugirgd !0|i)(g)ii> Cluphioironsti st« 

Oj?iJ< T g ) i j£l©ugii si—draTrrsn ? 

Even if the lord is diff'^^jfig 
contemplate by mind, go on S P ' } (S 
about his glories. The lord a P ^n 5 
instantly in the heart and ,L ‘ ^ 0 \ 
there. How then will ‘h° u *V) 
remain steadfastly on him? 

a_ram(lGu, a.crarrisu <$iifliu«sn 81 

l |GUUTrf\gyjftrTGTOTt | ^fflujGST S- ^ 

^,pu^ ^ 

^MCJDS?nniT,/hj QJG73t(5 ^ 

. .1*#. |TlP n 

viy** ^ ? 

5iibi(a, ^|cnorai©gi a.irssJi®'^ jjgl 1 

He is hard to compherend d 0 ii‘ 

revelatory texts. Though he 1 
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hearts, it is difficult to feel his presence 
there too. If that be the case, where 
indeed can we see the lord who wears 
the bee-humming nectar-dripping 
cool T ulasi garland? (8 2) 

gjsafl u)ctuj63t ctgjt 2_or>rjuuGfjcyjib 

^Cjfl <£H<ajG3T <5>fTOT3TL| ^ rfl U J G G3T Cyj LD - 

jg^ gjflluCUCgT 

AGhcn^^rTcO idcwt QdhfTGjrarQ a>L_j>gb 

&ipCVjrTC3T 

a_CTT6TT2,^163T 2 _CTtGctT 2__6TTC3T. 

Though he is spoken of as the wonder- 
lord, though they say he is hard to see, 
though he measured the Earth and 
sky with his feet through deceit, he 
certaintly remains in our hearts.(83) 

aL-mornw rbrT«TU>c r , JDU S| 6 j 1 a.^Qun^cnen, 

g^CTTCTTjgjgjJ 

a-OTOTnftg, O&ITjg, B_OBT<T«uC!Jgmi> - 

C-CncaTfruj 

C ^' Tl 3) fTLr)6 ^ ) (I Orb©ri m LOfTujcucmcjT 

id rrcuGrj 

^‘^rTL.fTIT? SDL.&UUIT 

The inner meaning of the Vedas 
contains the experience of the divine. 
Even if he resides in the hearts of all, 
those who have realised the lotus¬ 
eyed wonder-lord are few. They excel 
m poetry. ( 84 ) 

o>60uSlratniT cma, msrxarjjg^ asim ^ii ayjsu 

GlJfTtU , 

QsefiluSlcsi GehGTiGfilujfjnuja G<9iifb<g,nri- 

HGfi)uSl«J3Tnn 

Guiiri>(Sl a_«if' 5 o,au QuireSlinGiD 

iSl 63T6TT (&) 

&-.uSlanij &C L nan cti/JIco ? 

Even if all men become poets, possess 
all the learning in the world, go to the 
ord with flowers in their hands, and 
e ' n their eves and offertheir poetry 


of praise, the lord’s glory will only 
increase. He killed seven bulls for the 
love of Nappinnai. (85) 


Q<9itTOT3Tl_ l£)63T£p<3» QftfUq. CT©2>gj| 
Gcii^jS 

Q2>ai^cuQajnCT3T0 $rrc3T (fpipf^i^^jG^ncii^io- 
GTL^slGVjOSjfTfeidlL- 

j^iT GiD&ib Op© iDrrcu f£)n}ii> Guncu 

<3>fTn GUfTCTTlD 0>fTL_©lb 5»CVJfbg)J- 


The lord who battled fiercely with seven 
black bulls for the sake of Nappinnai 
looked like the dark radiant rain-cloud 
lit by its lightining, charging against 
other dark clouds in the sky. ( 86 ) 

locrafl actstisotit! ifilcin 

GlDCufl 

iDGunjbg)) loajjb^GLD -9>nil©ib;- jbcuiii 

Qa>njTj^63TQjfTaj cuofor© ^smpu-jib 

gJipniLJ(3> G«3>fUDrTCiT>6^ 

cuncifT a>nil©ib 

The evening sky, — O Lord!, — 
brings to mind your dark frame lit by 
the red Koustabha gem on your chest. 
The bee-humming Tulasi garland on 
your chest makes your frame glow like 
a green emerald of excellence. (87) 


■£H0>i jbriiQj ,@£,1 cTOirni jpiuuounG®. 

iDgji iQrarip a,«n gjiipnuj iDniisufiit - lolung,! 

(0 SOTO) 

CtunOT ^ib o.g>Gco Qa, a Sibils'; tiPtJP 
sfilcnoTOiOT 

(ipeSTOTtU) .iMpGy.Hri (ipt4jbg^. 

Knowing what is good and what is 
bad without a doubt, worship the 
golden feet of the lord who stands 
accessibly with a Tulasi garland on his 
chest. All our Karmas will vanish 
I without a trace before we age. (88) 
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(^142)0, Clutr^^leO cunranii, sjssni 
ui42,gj a_^ snd> anujb^lraNOTAsn 

S^tibgrt e^yjjbg. 

Coji^j *s»{p Cuni sSIgot fln>*@u> 

G»jic,ia,i_Ga) Gldcu ej>0 ^itot 
0 ipcO suruu snsug 1 g 1 ' T ffl'' <flsuihu|. 

Our old-age insurance is the hill of 
Venkatam where ageing gypsies plant 
rye in furrows made by wild boars 
and hefty Bamboos grow tall and 
unlock the treasure chest of rain in 
the sky. It is the abode of the sweet 
flute player lord. (891 


ilsuibmb Qsrfil agjgyiii Gaoinjj 

<~HGVJiblSlLLi G^CUlq. Gumu^GTaTLli) - 

1-16\J ID iSl LU Ca,fT€TT 

ercCT $lot)din|U) lay) @i. ih Gun^ng,, 

cr Q 5 , nG svj n 

C?U€OTTgy|tprTuj tDfT60 LD675T? 

The lord with the Tulasi garland raised 
his one foot into the sky, his ankelts 
jingling, and Brahma washed the foot 
with the Akasa-Ganga. His arms 
stretched out into the eight Quarters. 
How then did he measure this 
small Earth? iqn.\ 


lOSTOT S_OT3T0lh Cuiijsrf) (LpOTlGU S-SfflQu) 

eSH>ib 2) rc&rruj, 

Vo)6U6^lOCTTfTlij Q €1) (<9) 6T5T , 

ifB l 61 rr) rf> I £ot n cru lL l ncjn 

< 5 > l_ Cm Uj (TTj£> O) rrG3T 
6UuS)fbl$G<J5TfT{7j\ ^rrjfTjrT ijyftgjt. 

The lord who swallowed the Earth, 
and drank the poisoned breast of the 
ogress, was still hungry. He ate up all 
the butter. The angry cowherd-dame 
Yasoda brought a knotted rope to bind 
him, and he patiently allowed himsef 
to be bound like a child. (911 


tD&sin «jp(4)Sunb,0 ^sOcvftg, 

IDdSOT ,S>U£>; A<GUGiT LOSiCT fi>«3T ®' r 5 ,C ° . 

l D*Ct > C5 ' 5 

^C02)GliJUJg) GDfTOTJTGST Cojlisb G\6&P nSS * 


,Cw- 


gu 6 U 


0>$ 

fQcsDrpQ^FujgjJ GTOTT Q S 0Ga! flsns*' 

The child who was not hers, was hr'S^ 1 
and full of wonders. When his grata so ^ 
Aniruddha was imprisoned by Bana, 
cut the thousand arms of the A 51 ”. 
Dwell in him completely, O Heart. ( 

iglcnGngjgd &_&vt.£l6vj ^Lii ^ n 

a_«u0ib a_cn ^ 

Gidcvi - a>«n®iT0g»l ®~ 
Qsusncnijgj g>ri iSlcnsnsmuiuu GhDci'G’ 1 ?’ 

o jl uSt^P nS!l1 

a—GTTGTTgjG^) CT>QJ, Q ITj^C#! 

O Heart! The lord who rose tall. l-A ^ 
a child in the ocean, keeping the se ^ 
worlds within himself, floating 111 
fig leaf, and slept peacefully- ^ 
realise him in this world? Bring ^ 
carefully inside, O Heart! 

• • O 

2- , 2_&raTiTGH (TfdrTgjjLD . q 

~ 

GDQjtfjgyJ ^GH&nGTT fhrRo SDCiTVGUUUy^ 

a*3>0e>^ 

|SlS572)iiOTT, &)ii*&g>rTGn, £l> ibg)^ ... 


QurT67r|prT®nin innuigirT 


I brought him into my heart an 
lamp of consciousness, bowed tt 1 
and locked him inside. 1 he 
lord entered into my heart wi 
damage, and stood for a while. ^ 
sat, then lay down to rest. 

'I@sonii0ib SiS>&i J 

»' ,5> 9 ) Cb& ^irusraflujinnaji g*,^ ^^(g)^ 
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srdr Cl3,©*Cu>! Qirr^g,^. 
he Sun set, the lord appeared as a 

ferocious man-lion and tore into 
I t ,nvt’s chest with his nails spilling 
^everywhere. He then united with 

§° r i otu s dame Lakshmi. O Heart! 
Worship praise his feet alone. (95) 

. . ojinucr'i'u sanCasirTn icsrafl 

susraTrii®® S>Hg>iii-inCu) - Gaip&s, 
^ • -ntoemg lOsur'Ciosu ajmiena 

eji Ittgj >0' 

mcmncnfiST 


gi^s, 2 >'" s>cnB ' &,euCT ' 

The lotus feet of the lord, who is the 
spouse of the lotus dame Lakshmi, are 
praised and worshipped by gem- 
crowned celestials till their mouths and 
foreheads develop festers. (96) 


^cuii CT02>g; s_ j,£lujrTOT, 

<%>U 

J5CU»T CT0S,e> ,50 GlOGsfl tDFTLUSCT, - cHGUf! 

<n0g>a, 

guCjiHCOTT^jSjn’cjT u>ri iDCVI(jrTC3T CUITIT ^Cy)l_ajrTG3T 

<rre7TiT)i @qjital- 0 
^TCJ5TffiraTg>5)fT«fT c-HjG LDrr ^GDLD? 

Even the fair-faced Indra, the lotus- 
seated Brahma, and the mat-haired Siva 
cannot comprehend fully the glories of 
the lord who has the hue of the lotus 
and bears a lotus on his navel. (97) 


e>a? axsr'GuutO, 

A frnj i^j (i> 

^ JHD <^£D C^rrGiTrpjii) - 

!bU1651 

£,<jAg>g>l fb^jArruicO Airuunrii 

^5ag ) «5’g> LSlOTibSirrar Qg,ml0. 

He who protected the mountains, the 
skies, the winds and all else within 
himself will surely protect us from 
the travails ot hell. He killed the horse 
Resin with his bare hands. (98) 


Os>nC.L- LJ 63 TI— CTL- 0 U) Gg,rTGV>erg, 

Gcueyrr^ujtTQT, 

^ili_Ltuja>g^a n ® T i - 

©c-i-Sgil* 

Gatror t|p2>Gfr>W) Sjj0a, ©f61g,g,| errfSIrga, 

SASjtjtfj^rTGST 

^>fTCTT (ipg>Ccu ^ITITGU. 

With eight hands wielding eight 
victorious weapons that have never 
seen defeat, the lord of Attabuyakaram 
is our sole refuge. He wielded his 
discus over a crocodile and saved an 
elephant in the yore. (991 


gu IP mil a, 

s,mx sump sucng loimu* ancir ^ _ 

■ . „ s>nfr £un&& 

su itcst auB^u. iflsir ^ 

a-u>»g Om,©*, ^ 

UgjCTT ^LD0lb CAjGlocO 

The discus-wielding Tulasi-garland lord 
bears the lotus-dame Lakshmi on hi< 
w.de chest, like a lightning on ^ 
dark cloud. She has beautiful lotu< 
eyes, and is seated on a nectar-dnppim 
flower. She is our refuge, todat 
and forever. ( 100 ) 

Alvar's lotus feet our refuge 

Nanmukan Tiruvandadi 
of 

Tirumalisai Alvar 

Invocation 


5,nggius5!T«iT usni ao,ircrt if, non (yraxssusjt 
n^nsjrtipftgua,^ 
ejgrnr ^lsuscft i9tri(|,iF,rT€jT srejrsgyu) Cl^frcu - 

& ^t,n 

GiDdup Gsu.9 QjitipsuiTib Gib0«Gu>! 

GtDtTUJ y, 

iSfgnOTT ^jutCajssi suiripg,,^]. 
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O Heart! Praise the flower-decked feet 
of Tirumalisai Alvar. Let us sing his 
beautiful garland of songs beginning 
“Narayana created Brahma, the blessed 
Siva was born of Brahma”. 

* * * 


STCirdp&snror 2) ,T ! „Tu J5OT5 j r ucnusaTeir; 

uenug&ncir,- 

iLUTesT^paLomij 

CajsSlu© <SMn5itfl2.Cs,,* ^ 

C'utr0an S n j . 

<fl 2 , 2 ,tTLOtf QaiTtftflOTl jglT, Co.iij.gj. 

Narayana created the four-faced 
Brahma. Brahma created Siva from 
himself. I dole out this deep truth 
through my Andadi song. Take it 
without spilling. /,* 


Gs,0(h.O.ntf, C0.SUS5, ^^GuCssr CTtfig, 


2_6<nguuiT; 

Cl LJ rT0tf (y>u>«nb erg g^ 


0011)0,(1110.0,^ 

<^i0Crt Qpiacvgj dyfilujiTOTurTtf. 


Pause to reflect, the lord is one, they 
say. His glories are known to none 
Even the fourfold pursuits do not 
reach him. Whatever fruits of penance 
accrue, they are from the discus- 
wielder lord alone. (j\ 


untfltf •fluibS.&jciiii), utfsrgl <5(0 (£io,u> 
CuilugJGijlb 

^tfltf gjjuSleirjrjgjaju) ^ ^(filcunii - 

l©tauo>gj 

Ourr0an«rr svoOTnjn &l h 
Clurr^Gnsn 

< 2 X 0 Qu( 10 ffiT>CTI ujitot 

The lord’s reclining in the ocean 
his coming to stay in Srirangam’ 
his sleeping on a fig leaf, - a ll these 
he reveals to the gods, of himself as 


the substance of water, Narayan*- 
The way I have understood this> 
who else can? P) 


=y>!Dl asr>L_a. a,gj,2,iT«i 

gOTCssTH®^ 

*n-5u s_G7>i_tutf ciranjgjciiii) Qanc 

Csu9l«?(!!> el, ' , 

@tf«unanu) (£lctfrr)fTeff>63T < * Tuf 

OffirtfsuncnCTTS CWtfCOTcjr, Gl&n®## 1 ' 


In fact the mat-haired Siva and th e 
egg-lord Brahma occupy portions of t 1L 
lord’s body. He stands alone without a 
peer or superior. He is my master. He** 
all that is spoken of. I sing his praise-1 


Qs>”®{b§> eurrg&annujg, Cg,nW , @> n ' :S ’. 

ujinTsaU’ 

oj’Sliij.a, sucdot a_tfliig Co>gsiT lOrtGw!' 
«?0!bntfTgi g a_ujng,tfl s^eneuc™^' 

gO 

e^(TT) rpjfTQT^ii) c^OTlTuj - 

O Lord who destroyed the boo^ 
intoxicated Hiranya’s mighty eb e j 
with curved nails and strong arI ^ u 
You destroy everything, then ) 0 
create everything, and become the o 
Yugas as well, I know it! 


<Si;S!ujnn amaranr; ^ujirggnA 
^rSlujnii ilsuuuili_ir(7:Q«ui5l«v • 

o^'" L> 

id<tujC!js5iot lOireuEusnesr id it® 611611 ^ . 

****** 

wrarojCg, ^scuntf @SW01- 

The Sramanas are >g n ° r '’ , | 1 e 
the Bauddhas are confused’ ^ 
Saivas are small-minded. So all t ^ 
who do not praise the 
wonder-lord Madava pal e ‘ ^ 
insignificance today. 
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gJesTigi jbucncnGuj 

rglsmrru i'« il ^Cl 6 " rrAu^Cs;- 

f^wiJD Hft 

E,n«3T a_®r«r>esr .©tcwf? JgGweir a,GrjTi_mij; 

fT> fl rj 63J75TCX 63T! 

§ CTC3TCDC3T cS^CTTH^ ^€3^60. 

O Lord Narayana! You may grace 
me today, or tomorrow, or some 
time later, but your grace is definitely 
coming. I cannot be without you. 
Nor can you be without me. (7) 

^isnco §i«neirat iDjbgj ctctt CljbiejjGs! 

PT-tf CD 637 Q G\J G3TfT) 
Q^rrs^l- 0<5Hilft673T U3fT6VJ C#flrT - 
(ft^ODGU OftrT^JJTl_ 

rriT eg ir^cncu turret gcuf^js^ftcnuj rr-0 

&sv rr ^ibuccrr ^eOcufTCu, (£j6ir>fD. 

O Heart! The red-eyed adorable lord 
Rama took the Vishnu-bow from 
Parasurama, killed the unrelenting ten¬ 
headed king and razed the city of Lanka 
w 'th his fire-arrows. Other than him, 
w e have no constant companion. (8) 

(2)«nfDG<*fTC!raT0 f ff,rT63T(ipAC3T (ft)G33Tiq.<S3 , >ft 
§IT Quiugxi 

lDCnfDO<9>fT€TOTi_ Ulffj^lg^gjfTcO 6LHTlpg>$ - 
ft foO i fT) (al ft fT bill 11_ 

&> C353T l- g> 8> n C3T Q & GJT CJjfl C ID 6U €J «T) ft 

ft (L{) cfjl G3JT fT (jjfT 

fcOOlI—3>§)fT€?TT 

When the lord stretched his foot into 
space, there Brahma washed the foot 
with water from his Kamandalam and 
offered praise with proper chants. That 
water fell on Siva’s mat-hair and 
emerged as the holy river Ganga.(9) 

^(tsuiTinb 

ftfTIT ^CP)OT3TUjrTf5T Qu(TC31 ClOtafl- 

UJlTli) ftfTGJfiTT 


QjCuGV)ClD ^GUCuClD? LDfT lDCVjrjn'€3T GLJ(TIT 
Q 637 L_ UJ rT G3T 

GUGOCuCfJ ^6U6uCg? GUfT^gjgj]! 

The lord reclines in the middle of 
the roaring ocean on a fire-spitting 
serpent bed. Alas, are we not fit to 
see his golden frame? Are not Siva 
and Brahma fit to offer praise? (10) 

sumjKbgil® cutnujamsma, s,oot; G&ila Qsegl; 

LD(ft>l_lb 

9 > n &§>& «l€33Tr^j(2ji6l63TftCTT g,6337 LDCUIjnCO - 

<£>iP£S> 

3 ) 9> niL u>dt S>i £<* (iP«iSTfijr Qsneucncu 

0>€3TGin63T 

SUipir 6UEKT cna, an_u61 mg!^. 

My ancient lord has a tall crown and a 
wreath of Tulasi over it. Contemplate 
on him firmly, fold your hands in 
obeisance and strew fresh flowers 
Lower your head at his feet, let your 
tongue praise him, let your eyes see 

him, let your ears hear him. (U) 

mgl&anOj CuiTiij - !biTran£lsO mglujrm 

Cl_|fTUj 

u>£! CanstT s90g,5>r„u!-" 

u'giaa'nii 

m0s> «Kli_|bg, LDfr (ipg,63,cu Cansh 
G6!@uurrc5T 

®a«rai0m Gumii ^iiefsnqejr sS0 

O Lord! You have decided that 
the faithless ones should fall into 
the throes of fourfold birth. But 
you also wait for an occasion to 
relieve them of their curse. Did 
you not free the waning Moon of 
his curse? Did you not send 
your discus spinning and relieve 
both the elephant and the crocodile 
of their curses? -)\ 
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rf© CIubjSI 

„ . _ . 

*“-© fglCTTEU a_OT,0 CWra„0 

a_iptvjcffr!- fS0 ^Ajgih 
^"uCluV &nd, Gy, 

aticir cfilajjTsirareuna,/.* 
ib-DQurr^eh anrar jbrtarrujOT^eOT. 

o People who do not understand 
the real nature of freedom, and eo 
about practising penance! Know that 
Narayana is the path and the goal. 
He is the lord spoken of in the Vedas 
and the lord of celestials too. ( 13 )’ 

ibirrirTujOTjTOT, ctcttotot <%SI fl | 

CiMjrTuscu a.nAgjU) ^mncC, a d, -Curjrrar 
(-uou Glujona Vienna OIDiuA c uaA 
.^cnauutlgl j^sumr ucurr. 

Our lord and protector is Tirumal 
Misguided by those wretches who 
do not take the name of Narayana 
there are many who fall into illusion 
and suffer. 

ucu GojCun tjg)Siu uu, -jb&nejt un^ii 
uicun sjp gjilgl, @coa 0 <fl sunCpgyg, . 

6 UCVXT ^ijQcOj 
611(0-) ID 
<9i 6337 le ft 

f^fT<9>£>£yjT|—G37 £BOT3T|_ 

If you wish to learn the truth, follow 
the sure path of Markandeya, who 
worshipped wiih flowers and praise 
the Earth-straddling feet of the lord, 
praised by the gods. ’ 

iWMJJGjlglJLb ETOI Q2,00,0 

Go,n,r 

a>Gy)CuiDcar<sinn #rC»io torrrr,nr>rr^, U&J 

. lorarrarr 

Imt tonsn, tlcmn a^Kijnsf toniu, Cl,jnjflo, 

„ . r , inrannjii,, 

<9MP luj "GJ ajemnjftOjitgnmj. 

When the lord of gods himself fought 
a war against the mighty kings of 


lOOn0>0>65JTL_ CTT fliGSffl l_ 


yore, killing them in battle, he hi 
the Sun with a chariot wheel. My heart 
finds refuge in him. 

'^t tu ^irrjQjjnSlcDuJ 2,ncOeW’*<S l 

Gtocneo a.sino2)®ns3t Clu>w0 

0,mJ5>Ga,ns4t -©"W 1 * 
^ICTjjjOjrtsncir, <0i_5>giii 43145,1 

cucniTrj^nGjnan^, ojs?iTr^j(^)U3f T (pj- 
In the yore the great austerit) 
practising Siva taught his path to t <• 
four, — Daksha, Agastya, Pulastva an d 
Markandeya, — in the shade of * 
Peepul tree. It was the path of worship 
of the lord who measured the Eart 1 
and lay sleeping on a fig leaf. 0^' 

LOfr 2Ji ■Si.ui 2,noiTsij»n®jT even z^J^'J ne ' J 

inniTBi gjn^G 1 
^r^lni Co,nsTtffl«nu.j- Ceup rr * h 
«T5>^luSl(iTjuuncn2, QsucugyGiD iD<b& 

gieu'&'O* 

s^a^luSl^LJunn o,«vii>. 

The ferocious man-lion that tore aP*"' 
ihe mighty chest of the As l,r j 
Hiranya with sharp nails is our 
The worship that his devotees oll e 
easily wins over the praise offc^ 1 

to other gods. (* 8 

ftsijii Claiug,, ,njns5T(ipa,<snnG0 ^up 9 

ai(je> el ' S ’ 

Claujo, ^i^Iujuuj <®i6irCjP^ 
tL-Cv<bjb> 

a>nuL,n^j ;g; fl.rruuaraiOT ®’ 

“ evG»&P< b 

^UUfTUjtD CTQj S_ uSllTA^ib fb. ^ 

° Lord who destroys the ^ rU .*y^j 
penance received from Brahma- ^ 
are the protector and the mea n ‘ i ^ f 
protection for your devotees. ^ ^ 

the Vaikunta-giver for all souls- 
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raincloud whose hue resembles the 
lord himself. (23) 


jSGlu s_cu(£) fftcosuruh; jQcar ^(ffjGsn 

fglfDudTffMib; 

iSGiu 4014 G46U -jgGuj 

errfl ai^ii icnevj eucngaiib <rcAi ^IcsiaiLiic 
^jriisTi- 44 ) 

g)(rc> a.L.(2>ii <%uJ S®* 1611 - 

O Lord! All the Universe is you, the 
sentient beings are you. The austerity- 
god Siva, and his god Brahma too, 
are you. Fire, the mountains, the 
eight Quarters, the twin orbs, — 
all these are you. (20) 

go,o,iuiT - iStcu aimii iSlDIbgii e’ 1 ' 1 atotid 

^aneuum - ctifleuLL* a,«OTA«ii!- jgemsmun 
strfl ClultiSuCI* ami©'!* S^UjGujnrr 

Clu(£)LDfTC3T 

Qunnij^^> <3>fTL_(^lb • 

The lord of gods came as a ferocious 
lion, what a wonder! His gaping mouth 
spat fire. His red eyes shone like hot 
embers. What a beautiful form it was! 
( 21 ) 

■StifiDujnOT 4nC<sfl, <$1^ s_^>Gufi3T 4nG«n, 

' ijp.rKVmcar g,nCcn ua^iSleir;- (Sjipe&uindjs, 
5)fTCTT CT Op Sf_CU(^)5»(£)»i> <2>63T6iT>U)^»(2)Lb 

0> 6ST OTHD UIG 61 H . 

l6«t c%uj» S2_aSlrT 

He is the beautiful one, he is the lion- 
form, he is the child-form. He is the 
essence and the substance of the seven 
worlds. He came as a fish and protected 
all souls. Worship his feel. (22) 

cfilA4ltb <(|j}LGciJCiwT0ui ClAncoCcun gSIcth 

115,4 

lj 4^1 2 _tpsuraT ujpth n<sn4g)i? CliBmug,g,i 

61(^44 

/MTO Cl-DAtf, <£1631631 0 »l 2 > ^(ITjGirtGsP 

igS ainanb Aiul0ib f?a>ip!i>g)|. 

The lord who killed seven bulls is a 
Bhakti-cultivator; need he sow seeds 
afresh in a repeatedly cultivated soil? 
The crop grows tall, seeking the 


rfJlftijprbgjfTuj -unco QuncSrr u<3rui_|S> &»nn 

GU 6T3T OT3T lb (Tj rT GTT ID J 

^^cuonrjiLiib g{juj;- M«9>ij>rb2>rTuj 

6TT LJ Gunns Sr G Gl JjJ, OT3 C3T <9 

Gsc3TnLj^) tu nuj 
iDOTTu Gunn (ipi4S»(S)ib ojcaro,. 

O Lord! You appear as white, red, 
yellow and black respectively during 
the four Yugas, but heartily disown 
the Gunas of the Rajas, red, and 
Tamas, black. 

In the war of hatred, you became 
the General and encouraged the 
white- associated Arjuna of Sattvic 
temperament to become angry and 
fight the war. p 4 i 


aieiDAujneo Lo^ltungn insim GdMTcnn_rriij; 
sucsiAujncu £§<3131 a_OTnCi_ ? - 


Qj63^S»Ujncu 

aiuSloih < 0 , 6311^441 suesaigonj, uinmrifl, 

2>ncin CT6yt^|iif, 

raiuSlij oijpA® «f>ifl44niu, mnjrru. 

Heedlessly you took the Earth by 
begging, can there be anything 
more despicable? And yet, you 
dissolved the strong ego of Mabali 
who lived by drinking strong 
substances. What a wonder! (25) 






£» .” 


,(@}6jncy>to 

Amonnid aesi, ujndt a,,tU rih . 

A«*T0ae.„«h *«*tl mi,. 4 L 

, lurtOTi ULsjianssia, 

“’“’W OdMich ^(gjioniDi. 

o Ocean-hued Lord! That I worship 
none else will be borne out by the 
mat-haired Siva. Grant that I mav 
remain devoted to vou forever. (26)' 
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Gujd^A 0*n* iuC8lrBi 

*"* “0- at Jr* 

. G< 9 CUiq.CinLU 

*" a,ra;n 

O Foolish pe ° ple! Myhean is 

eward. T have seen the garland 
covered lotus feet of the lord, whkl 
even the ash-besmeared Siva cannot 
1 hat alone is my reward. (27) 

Sr Sir 4 ™"® c.* 

^ . S'ttJiixana, 

S'O'bia cfilco guLtii* aKra, £„(, 

~ . <S)a"njBn>,sinOT 

J - t5T fpQirua STUiftrsirr 8_o,ULt. 

This is the bridge that the lord 

E fll Sv St i r ° y Lanka - This is where 
^ ed , Vall ; Th ! Swh -e h emtnced 

w 4 "L s bI Unk, ' s kins r 7“» 
snCcar &on 

fifrCorr. 

^ UL ' .-©a* a-Ccr; ^ 

_ . . Mfnseuib 

a ® ©*31 Sx’wuruj-TOT sffjp, 

„ . _ . _ g>( 2 ) aKncrenurrsO 

AotfACl.infcQ 

Wah his eyebrow-like bow and ho. 
arrows, he killed the mighty al 

Kun., k tychr 7 w y ■*« 

' Ct . t0 ^template, his face is 
charming, h.s frame radiant. ( 29 ) 

* tu * CTd,onOT *«n, *«*•*»,. 

^<?U6^I CTGSTCBTgj, 


2_€ncTTtf,g,j fQcirrpnCTT ^(TTjfbgjfTGsr 
QojCTTCrT^jgjj ^ fJGYj ^C^S^U^GStCiTJCU? 

He is my master. He ensures my safety 
from the snares of life. He stands in 
my heart and he sits in my heart. So 
how can he prefer to lie somewhere 
else in the deep ocean? P®) 

CtflcUjrtjfTsir^iptf.ciT ^fjcrtcsr ^tlu ^(9 

artui® 

&nan ^itgoraTeit epij!\g,0 > ''G<n, S>n'r‘ 5r ’ a,ll|<;i '.’" 

^U0ii>acr)6ur 675}5)fTt2) Gi jiijAfTCTr! 

A (2> uirrujd) Gu^TIcij &&&£,. 

The curse of Brahma upon S'/’ 1 
was lifted by Narayana. O Fiendis" 
People of the Earth! You do 0°' 
praise the lord of gods! The travad s 

of your birth are legion. P^' 


sb> tfTjGvi u 5 i fba>' 531 

a-anauuen^ Curr^Curra® , 

«>J 5 !n 2 ) uClun( 5 | t’ r ^ 5 ' T<^5, 
mjnu'j^a ©smiSgau uc_n@^i 

a.a.uJC^" 

(ftOTSTaafTOTI ,3M a, . 

The whole Universe existed in lk 
stomach of Krishna. Those who do m 
revel in his glory are dead things on ) 
Without wasting a moment of rime, at 1 /, 
the feet of the praiseworthy lord- (• " 


■50,1 ii> Oniq ^IJS).| 

4 p,i<(l_o> 2 j! Oljuj (ipsj,tfu n,(OjO, / 

siimiiu iSIotchot, CanerfUan e>,eu «Tff > © 1 

“■tSOu tSlOTgyii) ^t,OTO«3T (fljffilUM - 

He drank the ogress’ poison hre 
smote a cart with his foot, dancet 
snake, killed a rutted elephant, 1 
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seven bulls for the coral lipped 
Nappinnai’s embrace, and became a 
king. Note these. ( 33 ) 

CT63T3>(£)* CarTU-lftO^IT ClDUjrT<*in63T 

j 

rj5l Ll CT63T5»(2) l_) UJ<f>)1 ' 

Qftjf^juuGcnn 
GiDiufTcncsT, Qlduj cfiicncsr 
CfbfTlU CTlijgjfTUDcO 
a i 5>cjTcniDujrT6jT o ) ndn r ? 

1 praise the lord of Tirukkottiyur, but 
do I love the lord of Venkatam any 
less? He knows to free me from the 
clutches of bodily sicknesses and fulfill 
my desires. His feet are my refuge. 
( 34 ) 

ScsmrcO e_cuaib Sna'lbgi ^cnaCsuClaneo? 
(SHLjjOj^iOTiib siimu^InjojiTcSt • 

ion louflcmcu i^rr ^cO©S)a 

G^CT3^UjrTC37, 

£2£>S>CiT>fc) Gurraj 

-p. lc lord who resides in Mayilai- 
‘^'allikkem by the sea, reclines on a 
■ e '" oc> ded serpent in the ocean, 
"ft* speaking or moving. Why, 

Earth?** 6 6,0 l * re ^ ^ rom measur ‘ n R the 

s&tonsOTa, Clsu.^n 

• eT«ii«i|ei!; 

°’®* 1 ■£*® r> «rat Cun ^einSlcu;- 

2 >no> 5 >gi 

orcnOTu unjbfti.cC, ^ 

C1|b(5lu)rTsO 

The lord reclines on a serpent in 
Kudandai, Vehka and Tiruvallur. The 
j., reclmes °" a serpent in Arangam, 
T>rup per and Anb.i. The lord reclines 

thetim *} 11 m lhe ° cean M ',k. But 

entersTh I* 5 ’ ° n8 .'! lless lor d easily 
er s 'he heans ot his devotees.(36) 


curTcjr, §> Giietfl ton 5 >i_co, ton 

Oun^uLj 

2>n63T 2_GU6H QoJlb gjGTJT ID$U_|1£»- 

ClOGU (§GUCT| 

Q<3>«tcit3H_cO, Guuj^ib cnl^io 

ib - <gl(f^toncu 

The sky, the fire, the oceans, the 
mountains, the Sun and the Moon, the 
clouds, the eight Quarters, the whole 
Universe, and all that surrounds it, —all 
these are manifestations of the lord. ( 37 ) 

IBsrflaOOJ tflDUJlb 

t-ltfoaagjtrcii, Glurr^ 0 >i_uv> £ii crtuVrcnrcPTi,- 
2_ &> ih (£>C m cvi, 

ffTgj GaSUIT CUrr 6 UrTL_ 0 tb CTrijcurrr^i 

Clsujcirxfcimb 

< 9 luGun 0 i gnfliLtib - ^icnjpuq. 

The ocean-hued lord reserves the 
six schools of thought for those 
who do not have the heart to call to 
him. But if they incur his displeasure, 
neither their gods nor their prayers 
will be of any avail. ( 38 ) 

^carnpuucar ^l(ff>GGi.rrbJiM_5,5,frcy>63ra, Arrcsar; 
^U«nipuU65T ^(TFj^^fiVUCO, <9«VL_ - UDClmpu 

Cult 

lOGfijfl tfUOOTTrf)' UjHCJi&n 

C 1 su 0 sfit, c^tocvi g> 0 iii(g 5 ib Qsujdl). 

I keep calling to see the lord of 
Venkatam, and draw the mystic circle 
Kudal, to see if I may join him. 
He resides on the hill where mountain 
streams spill sparkling gems 
that elephants fear and withdraw 
prey to snakes. ( 39 ) 

Cl«i 0 i | tKflTqji Combat ib umq.C®iai; s60 

fQfh^*lc3TGni(j5i; iQt^irpi iQcytOTi^xjOcjrCfnGin: 

(h IT)<£1 GTfT fT) 

r^jTGVj 6 \j cm cvniS) eu uiliq. (£)£>£» (Tjfi eu n il iq 
C<9» ensued hit 

-ftfttv GUfiDCVHlSlcU l Jll AnstfiH. 
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The lord is the spouse and substance 
of the Vedas as well. See, I was 
caught in the web of his lotus feet 
I sought a hill and began to sing 
of Venkatam. Now he alone is my 
refuge. I contemplate him. ( 40 ) 

«g«!3i gxaSl <SM$rr,- Cusrafl 

Ccunia.LsW CT6 i, M(S 2 , ami . 

^I^Ceuibia.uu) ^ff,cn<5iTo Q a6 jrn}|. 

O Adorable Lord of Venkatam! You 
have entered my heart. Mountain 
springs wash pearls on your hill. I pi ne 
to go to there and witness the Onam 

festival of gaity and mirth. (41) 

CWju 6vc33Tibi0LflC«sm, C^SWT s^ujrr 
CGUrV5)t_ff,6D5, 

(Slsjrnji £0«J1®!T i^iTraimujrrju . 

CTggT0; LD 

ain.A * 1 doj fjjnOTcyjagjjib AOTOT G p 5 j T rr>.i,3,iT«gj l i ) 
*uiani) @C®, sjsgjib ^(s,. 

The lord stays with his devotees and 
ends their Karmas. At all times the four¬ 
faced Brahma and the three-eyed Siva 
worship his feet with lotus. The tall peak 
beckons us to go and offer worship. (42) 

u>iii( 2 ) 6 u Cgmij Qacjiaifl eui_ Gnjni J a,i_o^ )nCT)S5Ii 
<9)rbJ(0)Cu Lj(tf)2>5)fT(T5>ffh, «,rTuq ^(sraflcuncsT - 

0G»u GJ{D amcc^gCinGvjrr^u) 

(ffjcmu GJl D. 2>rro) O&rronjTgh 

The lord residing amid clouds in 
the Northern hills of Venkatam is 
served by the crescent-wearing Siva and 
the lotus-seated Brahma who enter the 
abode at night, hauling parasols and 
other paraphernalia for worship. (4 }) 

Cla,nffifsT0 («)i "iia.'tGuCiiico 

0&HTTI- ^rjAs,«3' g>«>so o,nenriaj - up fj,Q 


Gurrd) (ajiDfjesr 

CQjfiia.L.iDavwffi^ 5 ’ 

CurTli) (£)lDg(fT)CTT6T?rr! |_|fflfbgj|. 

When the Rakshasa Ravana performed 
penance and appeared before Brahm-j 
for boons, the lord appeared as a chi 
sitting on Brahma’s lap, and counte 
his ten heads with his ten toes. He resi eS 
in fragrant bowered Venkatam. Go to. 
when you are still in your yout ’> 
with love. 

IOCUIT ^L-01u LICiraTL-f^,^ UfT ^ ?L ^ l j) 

Sacjr rgljj)ciTfr>rrcsr g,crai 

Cai 

6U fTCsijnTlTft^jU) tDSTffTGffyiyTfTfTt*^ 1 ^ 

Everywhere on the hill amid co° 
mountain springs, the lord appears be 0 ^ 
his devotees who sit in the f° re 
meditating on his feet. The Venka 1 - l ^ 
lord is the permanent fund for 
and men alike. ^ 

gt.ojuuott LOsrcfl efilsna,a>fr ton i 

tDngiii>0 

eTuClurr^gji an* 

pua'o ^ 

Gsu0 nionOTffl,** (^jDsun cfilcv 

Ceu<* eh '~ 1 ' 

S>n@ saoriOTag,, ^glg^CiDcO *><&&■ 

Wary elephants on the hill cal 
their trunks to catch the full M l ^ 
and offer it to the lord, when hut^ 
surround them, but gypsies take ^ 
their bows and drive away the hut* 1 ^ j 
Good if we can gather there •* 
dance in a circle. ' 

IbGjriDfflsfl S1JCS3TC51SI63T EOT IT ^ J) 

(Ja.rrcn |, '" j _ 

>'unETTi. mssafliijLb, (ipg>3>pyni)» cl, ^ 

u flnP« J3 ’ ' 
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GgrT0 OufT(3gjJ Arrarcjpa), 

cuff gut rj(ipib 

GcuQib 2_cmi_ G gtj nii <9> i— ib. 

The dark gem-hued lord of Venkaiam 
resides in the forest hills with hunters, 
monkeys, gargoyles, lions and 
mountain springs that wash gold, 
pearls and precious stones. (47) 

Coji5ia>i_Cu5 - sfilafeiCaraitm Q&ir^sugjisinh 
Q ld luib csrnD uj ncO; 

Ceuniiai-CiD - CliDiu sSlcnssr Cjbnuj 

^ IT ill U g>J CLJ lb J* CcUI*J^M_Cu) 

®ff«t€ucm!r <%2> 38$^ uonL - 

Q^rnlgl, 

€urT6JTCU6^»JA ^rtuurT<WT lfi€T>CU. 

Venkatam is the hill worshipped 
by celestials. Venkatam is the medicine 
for all bodily Karmic ills. Venkatam is 
the abode of the discus-wielding 
lord who destroys the Asuras and 
protects the gods. (48) 

iDCSygyj ^^othdGiDCU GiT>GUgjgjJ, QJ fT5rCmUJ 6 

fh IT) if)) 

5>67)CU g>fT63T Gfrfh »’ 

^CDGUUJ ITlDGU , 

iSfD* OicasL.253, Q U 0ioiT6ji Jbinnib 

UJfTCurrS»(£)li> 

The lord came as a tortoise and placed 
a mountain on his back, rolled a serpent 
over it and held it without falling, 
then churned the ocean for ambrosia. 
Speaking his names alone is worth¬ 
while speech. (49) 


The wonder lord Krishna, who reclines 
in the ocean and the riverside, resides 
in my poetic heart. No more will 
death approach me. No more will 
Karmas accrue on me. No more will 
the terrible effects of Karmas befall 
me. I know the way. ( 50 ) 


CTESTa<gj t^eunn sj^GuCa? ervb 

CluyTjiDcrcn 
<£H,6Un6ir gjdtoCJT ^IGUCUrTGU ' 

L|GUT& AfTUjrT 

CUCUSTCTUtGgUt! 22_C3TCmC3TU lSI fT)fT ^f^UJITIT; 

CTCffT LD^I«,0 

sfiliOTT cTcueumb s_ct5tCl.it Gfilcncu? 

Who is my companion but the lord, 
who is his own, without a peer or 
superior? O Kaya-hued Lord! Nobody 
knows you as I do. Can the whole sky 
be a price for my mind? (si) 


«filesiouag) ^t,Cu@surt, cflarr^l 

2—63UTUIT, 

aeneu&g, ^yCuoSI jgliflsun - a&CiMrrr;- 
Cipcy>cuA5>rTeu 

a_as tu Ca,|j, s ,CT, OT c UJ Geupn 
GJ3>tbn&>nn, 

2—otutl.ctit, aguqj rr. 

The lord is the prince who drank the 
poison breast. Those who do not offer 
worship must live as coolies; they will 
contract many diseases, may even be 
offered as human sacrilice to some 
godling. They will remain useless, 
ignorant and sinful forever. (52) 


ggx. rr> it) (ip ib &nijn; Os»n(v^ c£i) cm gut iq tb 

entjtr; £ 

t/)nrprn(iptb s rr ijitgu cm &i ^rfilfbC^cuT 

fb) 

&>GT>1J£h & 1 £>(5)lb fh GMT bool CUT . ft, i go 

0>(<3>lh ID ITu iCUT , 

SL_cmrj£ <£)i A(^>b & cncngjgji gtgut<9>(<9v 


aGucuirjbsuit Jgeutiicno, '’■'’©S.&ct 

■^socuitgO, ??<£> Gla&eutb ujnesi @Co,.gsi; 

CslufTGOtMng, 

Caojano.Caojn ^cOcuncnn £1^ gjcvojtrj, 
Gg>oi«r> 0 S> Cs,GiT)GuiiileiT. Caci). 

I know of no god other than the 
Kakutstha lord Rama who wiped out 
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the unrelenting Rakshasa’s Lanka city. 
Do not accept any non-god, bad god, 
or inauspicious god for worship. (53) 

Gg>suiflsO 

Qpeurjmii L| 5 S 3 r(Tui_|ii> - 

UJITSUIJiriLJ 

ctguguctui G!*b0u>fT6u 

«£>rjfra,(Tn 

afO^ftlsjrrDgjl CTcueunii) _ 

All the gods with divinity in them, the 
Trimurti coming down from yore, and 
all the sentient beings here, — all these 
are the lord Nedumal. Those who do 
not realise this have spent a lifetime 
learning trash. (54) 

< 5 >€iDl_ f9c3Tf£J ^ LD rj r'l 5 >ipGU Qa>n(ig^j 

fbrr^tb 

@ani_ fSeim) ^Gnu£$rr ^qjit - n€7>i_f£l65Trr) 
ClDGjfl QfFj(^LDfTCcVj! ^ l^.6iDUJ 

ujrriT Cp>j 2 ) ciiGUComT ^guit? 

Way between, the celestials stand and 
offer worship with folded hands, and 
enjoy the fruits of heaven. O Lord 
eternal, with the hue of the ocean! 
Who among them can praise your 
feet fully? Not one. (5 5) 

^GIJIT GTGarrry ^CUCDCO; <^l63Trh)0>GQjGTT 
<3) rrcjDg,^, 

C76U0LD CT^llT @GUOT)6U .SsOTSTterr:- 2-_<a)rfl«g» 
<5iL_GO a_OT5Ti_ (T63T, ALGJT gT6gTfT)j 

SU rTGOTTfi) 

2_L_6?T f063T£)j Cg>fTfT)fr)nC3T 

For Madana’s father Krishna, nobody 
is of consequence, nobody can oppose 
him. Even the poison-throated Siva, 
who felt duty-bound to fight for Bana’, 
lost completely to the lord. (56) 


S?0 I * , (S> £§>0!b5> JbcueSlGDCfTiMii) 

^euiTcaT, 

Qu0lb @(TE)fb§)^ rTUJtfjtfjSuGOTT, Gu^lcO;- 
^0^0 

cuncjTcurir £nib 2>rTGST6uiT 0>mjb 5,rrrjGi n& £jiTC3T t 
^cjTSurr ^mb ^cbcurTg,^ stott ? 

Come to speak, the lord who brok<? 
the Kurundu trees is alone the good and 
the bad of all Karmas. Even the gods, 
the Asuras, the Earth, — what are 
all these, if not the manifestations of 
the lord in my heart? (57) 

CT63T 0rf)jGT)3ib GlDlUfTC3T, ^§> ! 0 6 ^ T 

CTibiSlrj^cfrf 

ID63T ^0<5,(tpC3T 6^0 fV>fT6TT 1D6WT 

^IGnj^rrcsT;- ddr Ojbfgj* 10 
GirmjrTGncyr gdcucurr cfilcru . cjfprrjrrdT 
Q<£!JGLJgSI<?T>6TT 

c^iurr^ji,^ ^^^GcarcsT ^san-l- 

Then in the yore the lord of ^ 
hearts came and measured the Eaty ’ 
frightening everyone. The lord *jj 
my heart dispelled darkness, and sa vf 1 
me from the throes of death. I g*' e 
my love to him. (5 8 ' 

<^C5Ti_j ^QjfTlUj^lT ^Qip^lD < ^l ) 6U fT ^ J 

^Cuigjlf® 

S® 1 *-! ^GUfTOJ, CTCVJGU fTQpii) § 

Ourrd* 

GactiGafr! 4Hcrm ctgjt Gaa 


»Cc* 1 


c *0 S?P 


^Gnojfriuft^ r^j'qGuiCffT 


O Lord of lotus-dame Lakshm>- ^ 
radiant Kesava! You are my l° ve ' ^ e \ 
are my ambrosia! You are sweet to ^ , t 
You are my all! You rule me svitho ^ 
fault! I am your humble servant !- 

^t,L uirrigigj a.jflaxnjsunuj! asjtyt 1 

amluiirig,^ a_iflg l (ff ) Gsaia' j,g,i£} 
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,&{0U) OufT^crrfTiij (QaitD 

S>_C3TGD63T 

6&sttGcttott lOOTni). 

O Lord of Arangam, precious to men 
of learning! You always roam around 
looking for your devotees. I too roam 
around looking for your lotus feet, 
pray take note of me. My heart cannot 
stop loving you. (60) 

loans. Gssjio acrgit - ingdlgjgsi^r g>OT gogps> 
Sotts.Cs. ^.itott s<S> ffLDrT * GlsoSTTcrfloJ; - 
OTOTTSiCs. gilTOTT 

@«rnj] - spOTTrfjt iglOTnrjj 2_5UOT5S. CJjJ> ^OTIOTST 

L_ It* 63T fT G37 

GlSOTTrjj ^.651^1 ^l«jTIT) ^1(0). 

Take refuge in Madhusudana for his 
own sake, no grief wall approach. He 
stands and commands the seven 
u 'Orlds. His abiding glory is with me 
today. (61) 

^(E> ©OTTJT) US.S.IO iJiridSgj CTOTTgi s^girn 
® £St63Trr> s>«i.ojmTSi(S} 2_«nguuiT - $0 

ton' e, 

’ olns,ge3T guar suotstQ s_cootj g>«rar 

gslipniug, 

aanenens 

ose who do not wear the bee- 
urnming Tulasi garland worn by the 
ord-with-Sri-on-his-chest, and realise 
1 at the side right that Sri sits on is the 
n &ht side to be, w-ill forever remain 
■gnorant and birth-ridden. (62) 

®‘t'®fi0rj,Cs ) OTT, ^s.Ggu s. n rTns,OTTTLj Cumi 
Qojgj rr,n*g^jji a^CTnanansr 

Clsiflg® 

CurT5>^G«nOTT Gungjj. 

I have waited patiently for you all these 
years. That is why I iearnt from vour 
serpent Adisesha, — who unravelled 


the mysteries of astrology, — all about 
you, through writings, by word of 
mouth, through obeisance, through 
service, and through prayer. My life 
has been well spent. (63) 

CungjirOTT £§Je-(5' JjOTrrDig)^! Gj5>giiif>le.OTTn 
QufT63T 
u Ou^iDncnffST 

fTCncar, 

n,suajn®oOTT, njngcOTranOTT n,ib sjy? i9jd6i-| 
^trruaigjib 

QsncOcunOTTOTT Clsireu^iGuCg, 

Worship with flowers the first 
lord Narayana, who wears golden 
Makara earrings. He is the master, the 
good one. His name alone breaks the 
cords of rebirths through seven 
lives. Reciting his name is our only 
means of release. (64) 

(dFijgjI jjMjGUgd CT63T Q cbgtl 6T£<fST€ra^Gs3T63T; 

Clsrrcvj LDncricu 

U} j^^UJ ID fTGV)QJ6T'6ifl’, LDrTj5)6Lldr>63T, “ 

ujn«g>fTg)iii) 

cucOeucua ^5>^lg>^l(3uCufb(5), 

6iir> €11 

^CUOTTGoCiun, QsncuoJfr ^>}i_ib ? 

I have sung this garland of songs as a 
means of release. I have been 
contemplating on the adorable Madhava 
in ever so many ways. Tell me, is there 
ho place for me in Vaikunta? (65) 

@i_ih ctott OijjigiSib ^OTiGnjouGomi) 

UOT9T0 

lh_ iTjTT&OTTOTTn Ofbuviu io*tit>01- $1 .inn* 
snsuCuiOTT in^l(*,ur a^iCcim© ,§ttuOT'OTT; 

r^rrcar 

OTTQjCllIOTT ^uOaiilClUOTT SUCOID. 

Earlier, the adorable lord used to 
recline on a hooded serpent. Nowadays 
he resides in mv heart. For the firm 
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one that I am, I shall never contemplate 
on the crescent-headed Siva or the 
lotus-born Brahma, nor circum¬ 
ambulate them. 


eveuw iortil,_ncnii> 2 >itot ^b,, sns v&ci, 
©sulo 35 ,* gneir ^a-ibtvtb 

)b ITIJGrSJG&HZiJT, r?,lO U^loiUJ (0fTC3TU 

C1u0LD(iar)lS!T, 

$jC3)n6inffjT fiJSigjto 

The lord in my tongue, is the lord of 
knowledge, the lord of virtues, the 
lord Narayana. Whether it is beneficial 
or furtile, whether it is praiseworthy 
or blameworthy, chanting his name 
is always good. (67) 

d§llT)LbGu63Tli))OT7 <9>CiTiJTl£? (TJ (fTj€U ^ 5j63T 

f£>fTlDli) 

u>n)(T>giJib MJDLb Q^nipn i&rrtbgjrr - 

gem# 

^n^icijrjfriuu CTCTTrrjrTcjT 

jbU)g)ub - g,G3T 

g^nglJQjCDg<5> <9$1 _g610 G<36&0>(£). 

Even Yama the god of death called 
his messengers aside and whispered, 
“Make no mistake. The lord’s devotees 
may even forget his names, but they 
will never stoop to worship godlings. 
If you see them, bow to them with 
courtesy and leave”. (68) 


Ossfils.0 @«ruii> Gsr^/acHT 

iDfTCO fbfTlDlb; 
i_|g£) ^gjjCcu AewTuaii:- 
r^lciDfr) OufT(ff)£TTnUJ _f5lC5TrnfT<?DQT Cfb<TUllCL .OTV 

umra£)Gu 

ir}CTj0)u; OuiT(ff)(6ff>ii> ^5)5>6<n€3TGaj5,rT63T. 

Sweet to the ears are the lord 
Senkanmal’s names. It is the refuge of 
all men. I have found it excellent for 
my poetry. Come to think, it is the 
very substance of the Vedas. (69) 


ftreir sj>0gus3t <^<£1, Qijesrfl <^G^’ 

GTOT 6JI0gLI«3TITlu , GTuSIrbrfjlsO 

njnsd ^0« u4ir 

@enz>n ^^t<£)sjrG 2 )®’ ^cuGsvrif ®0 
^ejO,<^S> s 

ClacjTrgj ^j,ri)0 ^u).uu0a>5> CauJ- 

I am not the only one to realise the 1 ° r |j 
today. He came as a manikin child an 
took the Earth. He came as a k° ar 
lifted the Earth on his tusk tooth.(' 

Gsujott, ^Graflujeji, rflrfjtiusirr i£l*u 
^ujot, gdsucnfJB, Garesmiij 

U)ITUJ£ 3 T; 


£J>$uj Guna>0 ^2 ,sdi era a,sosur" 

o a)8>3>$^ 

ej$ajn Qtcuj 0 0(i65UX> 

The lord is very big, the lord is ve P 5 

small. The lord is very far, the lc> r ^ 

very close, — he is the wonder 1 ° r ’ 
king of Dvaraka. Those who do 
learn the words he spoke i" 'he "‘ 
will remain useless and 
forever. 






@ctiGu2)ii @suGso«v gjcurpii> §1^ . 

e _ 

Qatrcu, ^2)ii ^suojsareqii) Clan-cu S*®* . 

^,svOTsi)ih 2,r7su Gsug, u>ng, S> a, ^'f rfT 

<94,Bjgi): rrgj ^sjrg)j eTcaiLin-a tgy’ ^ _ j 

To say that pursuing the var ' tt 
Asramas, — householder, stn e 
renunciate or forest-dweller, ~~ ^ js 
is sufficient to give the fruits ot m 
not correct. Even the paths ot 1 
conduct and renunciation taugh 11 t j,e 
Vedas do but lead to Naraya na . a 
supreme goal. Who can deny th |S ' 


■ 3 ipij ^ijSIsunfr s. sv 0 ^ 




Quit 


/p & 


tfl' 
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<S>C3TiJTL_g)g)fTGF, CTCTUT ff, G73T GMT fT63T (hnCSSXfXGST 
£U C7T €77 CM (hi fh 

U677T6771_5j ^{TGStSj^GST U^l. 

Who can understand the glories of the 
discus lord who swallows and remakes 
the whole Universe? Even the dark 
throated Siva and the eight-eyed Brahma 
do not know the path to their ancestral 
home of Vaikunta. (73) 

u&u uoi*©2)© QJD!D n g)> cimu 

i^iT\j urri^l 

lo^I gjgxJ c5>5> ffunG ^ r - 5)67 tct»c3t- 

<^CUG 3 T 0 >C 7 T 

cueu ^4,s=£Sgil «J<b<5'iu V>n CiDdifl 

inmuajsncjT 

t^cOcurTgiJ GJ^j^fTgiJ GTC3T r&n. 

Other than the wonder lord, my tongue 
will not praise anyone. When Garuda’s 
sworn enemy Sumukha clung to the 
lord’s bedstead seeking refuge, the lord 
gave the serpent into the hands of 
Garuda himself, — for safe upkeep, — 
who wore it on his arms. (74) 

Lorrcafli ti> unGi_C3T jbcvjii> 

Cl &> fTQT 3 T| O O <5 G 3 "> i M t fTCTT O 3 67 T fT)I 

CTfa'dl 0| LQ - O &> IT tOd I 

CMCOcUGUrTQj 6Jg>0, } LD^LpnS, 637 CM (£)£)§) <5 
0 5 6u6U63Tn it Cscmi^Cidcm 

I shall not sing the glories of mortal 
men. My songs are addressed to the 
feet of my wealth-lord whom even the 
fire-bearing mat-haired Siva, taking 
fresh flowers to Vaikunta, praises to 
the best of his ability and fails. (75) 

ufTtl@ii>i (Lp6ir>fDU-iii>, lj(^ .5><sn§3mii> ljgu 

Ol , 

rr-il iQ lu ^uL|ib J§)(TC) «9rtoi _|lo G«5>ili 

ldGU) li) iDcnro fb^cin^ib, mnuieji 

ion€33u.iuSicu ljiIl 

Songs, modes of worship, stories of 
yore, the Smritis of Manu, the Srutis 


of Vedas four, the sacred fire, the sky, 
— all these are created by the wonder 
lord’s miraculous powers. (76) 

£>£DM ffTGSTGDCiSTg) 2>fTG3T ^rf^UjnCcin^yj ID 

<9> 1—€77 Co (h 

5>CU Q^rT6TOT(^ 5,i_GU GU6T3TCT3TC5T, - 

67 IT) OasneioTL- 

O CM CMg 61 677CUTU_( lb cfil GO(h )&,IT IDC3TID 

CDcugjgjncin 

CTCM cfilcy>G3TU^lb LOfTtLIlDfrco <9>C33T(J|. 

The ocean-hued lord who built a 
bridge on the ocean, though he did 
not know me, made arrangements to 
ensure that my Karma did not accrue 
on me. So now, no matter how strong, 
Karmic sin cannot affect me. ( 77 ) 

<9>633T(t^ GUS37Tri^63TITrrB,(£j ffTG3T65TfTlbQs,fI(Kj 

5»rriDcjn 2_i_6U 

Qs,rrsrari_ asusanffHg, a_«mn !B_ffiraTrra& . 

GilbStl 01 

amt ^isui^ia,cu gsrt yp^njcTsir G UU |(J,j 

Cailinyrjj,®) =&l<4i<«) 

^euriact, ^»,s5i«r>ioujiT«0 ^, 015 ,^ 1 ? 

Siva who burnt Madana to ashes 
became motionless when he heard 
Uma sing the names of the bee- 
humming Tulasi-wreathed lord. How 
much more can happen if one offers 
worship and sings as well! (78) 

■5yA’2>3>i O*i»ob» 0 Clu l re > iBncr, OTi 

cS^CTTlSlciSTfTGu , 

oimujb* inatr&Q gum vmii^cn - 

muj cfil^ujL^GMCn £>rr^ipib 

6y»6M(^rb5,a3 AfTcrim ,rm cSlc^rp^. 

1 hose who contemplate the first-cause 
lord and offer their hearts with love to 
him, await to see the freedom of 
Vaikunta. For them their body is a 
source of bondage. ( 7 m 
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sfiWibai . Cu)(Kj ^ £(rsir 

Glsucirenib uga,*, 

^ *-W*u> tag# a ^ OTTri7; . 

uijfbgij a-cvj^u) 

u-ru^or ^„ OT C^@ u® ftWlb 

raiq.C5T - CUrTtfiT) 

Hear the songs of devotees, see their 
dances in the sacred world. Quickly 

attain the lord Krishna who came as a 

child and protected the Eanh from 
the deluge. The doors to hell will 
close of their own. (gQ^ 


5>«ji^ybn>rrc3i Cjjiflujnejr, utireii 6u 6J3 ts3,,s ' 1 
g,nejT 

(5>C3TC3T(t6u - jg(I63T Gaujujlb iS)^ 1 *. 

The adorable discus-wielder 
graces those who seek hint ) 
delivering to each, his own hearty 
desires. His cool grace comes throng 
kings, g°ds, people, friends, mot e 
and several others, in all of whom,, n 
his hidden hand that gives. 

1063(10 @CSU63T; 

s , t 3tG63TCfo 1 


***** ‘"‘’O'* ««K»Wlb **,&& 

V"- 1 * sfiW ** 

** *** ™ *.*«.*«,J’g 

cfilctDGn^^rruj 

O Lord! My heart was a fallow land 
You sowed the seeds of good Tamil 

and cultivated it, bringing forth a rich 

harvest of knowledge. No more shall 
my heart vacillate between bondage 
and freedom. ^^ 

a«0!b2,<T63r ersjr a.enerrg.gj aitl0 Cojsh . 

Sbnetng,-, 

5 .SUID ®(IgHLD FHgJ 6J.UUgJ a_63JlC L ?- 

CO IT6U (T fh 6TT 

<>J2>gdib ffrfTgarnfia > gr)| L h 

GTCTTr^Qj (T^gtT 

6fili_® ejS>S> uxnli.rrg, Ceujjgii. 

Even Siva and Brahma offer flowers 
and worship, but can never praise the 
lord’s glories fully. He is Madana’s 
father. He is in my heart. Can there 
be a better fortune than this? (82) 

Go.sarr ^t,ui, eftorara.rr ^yij, dilcMr 
j5>ffWT€ff5T6Tfl 

ion]i>g>iT urng, crci^mh 

■St.ih,- amTjbg.euns.^g, 


GT5) 1 fTCUCUT • ^ Qjgjr CT S3T 5> (&) G£)(J rTW ’ . 

<fcncu LD63T63T63163lCuj 0,633*6J3T6il ,<: ' 5k ’ 


Glgnjps, angGu y,633TGi 63i, GgriflW' 

My heart is not fickle; I shall opP^ 
Siva, he is no match to me. M)' h ei . 
love is given solely to worshipP. 1 
everyday the feet of my k ‘ * 
and lord Sri Krishna, who 
resounding victory anklets. 


. juG$ 

Gstr<£)su 6T65Ts,(a,g Gg,nei>63>su u> r,cij * 
2,01010 

Qun^gi cTC3ra,0 ion>jjj ^,g|G<0J Gu 1 *^ ^ 

cucocorrcrrCTi, suitorgA Co>rr63T, SU"® 51 . „ 

sfilsusuncna,, Gs^ogg, <D gTTggT. j 

The bow-wielder lord who p* erC f y 
an arrow into the mighty 
Vali s chest is forever in my ll(e . fl . 
Praising the ancient lord is my voC jL c,) 
't is also a good avocation for m e -t 

L p 

a-OT63T ftOTLmi; 5,60 G2 ,©Gs! J> 

6T . 

st—Gvdn jhcii n t auj; a_6TT^rf,Gunn &- ortC1 

*.**•**'” ’ 
®«3( Q>UI ,(,631 0,(163T ^Lit, 2>_ 61(63* . 

gifilGiujix® 

madt £}&hd. 
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See, O Heart! The supreme lord exists. 
Always he exists. In the hearts of 
devotees, he exists. The lord without a 
peer appears before devotees like me 
on his own, know it. (86) 

@USUJU Qu( 2) IBGDCU GuircO 

®C-'- 

0UJUJ S_6j3T® <3^ ftfTUUrnT 

o ID UJ fbJ fh €YT 

<5>Gi&Tl_fTC3T r ^CiDGU 5,fTUlJrTGjT 5> (71*5,5, G53TL_GST 
JT) fT$tfT(ip <5>C C3T fTg) 
2_6ff3Ti_ fTG5T 2_GoCftfT(5 2 —? 

The lord ate up the mountain-like 
heap of food-offering meant for Indra, 
then protected the cows with a mount. 
Who else can do this? He is the maker 
of religious texts, and their protector 
too. He swallowed Siva, Brahma 
and all the worlds. (87) 

a-uSlrr CWering) 2_t-Go ^(gibGuagjj 

£>lq 

^UJITCH GTOTTfD ^ITUUrTSCT GuIT UfTlq.- QdFUJGk.' 

$<je 

curTipQjfrCa cufTipcuirn : <^rr>J 
51DUJU 

u Jb5>CDcnujrTn gij(ti£Ggd6\j, 

When life departs from the body, the 
lord rushes to ensure the safety of his 
souls. Sing his names. Ending Karmas, 
contemplating him. Those who live 
thus, alone live. Others who are tied 
to small returns do not live at all.(88) 

l, ^£l 6J>G3T?)J 

urTfb<9>i_G\jrr<2T uiTg>ib 
GU (l£ GD rT ClJ GD ^CDCJTJbg)! t - 

5i£?ai0 ,@CDiT)(g)^ Gumj^Gurtn <*c\»jT)gj cfilcDcrr 

cfilann jj sffrbf^^ui ihit, u£l&(0). 

I have learnt an undying truth. 
Those who worship the feet of 
devotees who firmly worship the 


feet of the Milk-Ocean-lord everyday, 
will be rid of their strongest Karmas, 
and have the doors of Vaikunta 
thrown open to them. (89) 

dafT)rf)l0IbgiJ G&Grar sSHjGIT G Cl) €757 gl GUIT (7 

G GU rij 5, L. Qj 5> fTCST 
UIT6V) $0Jb2> 6y)«j£>2>nCrj ucu iccuaftcrr;- 

Gidcu $0<b$ 

cunipcumT cu0 id$ ufrrr^jgjj, ^GSTiSlG&Tfjmu 
iDfbp c^curb&Ga, 

5>rrij>G»)fTuj ^0uurm g>iDir. 

Those who wait to rule Vaikunta 
worship constantly the Venkatam lord 
offering flowers with clear mind, and 
cultivate love for all, humbling 
themselves before his devotees, who 
thus get the exalted life themselves. 
(90) 

5>idit ^Qjrrrr iurT6Ufr5>(5)ib 4bnmcDf]GuDGurTrb0Lh 
IDij(75,011) ^,g) ^rjGTi 

^UDijit&ctt: 

5j«TGT 7 5, (7 ID Gin IJ IDG\JI75>GTT ^llg (CT,#! 

IDfTCU Cll G73TG37TOTT 

g>(TGTT 5,rTLDGDri ^gdl-Gqj nib GTgSTfTJj. 

Those who desire to attain the dark 
hued lord become his devotees, offering 
fresh flowers at his adorable lotus feet. 
Such souls become gods even to the 
gods, including Brahma and Siva.(91) 

CTCnrrjni) ionjJbiblfi'GuJMt ctsst 

GDOjajgj] 

iglciiTirjHO Qn,0ui fTCDGVJ 

GTffjrrpj L£> 

Sto4>S> uurfruicjfT ilif&ogjiat*, 

c^Gnruu, 

91 <3 ®0Ib2> fbdGtr Qp&c\jn«3> 5,rruLj. 

Becoming a devotee of Sridhara, the 
lord with Sri on his chest, 1 have kept 
the adorable lord in my heart, never 
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forgetting him for a moment, sleeping 
or waking. Since my life in the womb 
1 have been protected. ( 92 ) ’ 

" UL| ^SjSlCW; a-OTranCo, crdr^ 
®(5uuejT; 

^ U4 S^^th usu 

«an is, C*nC OT ! 

*r\ • _ a_63T€JD©rT 

Owtii OsxMrtg,^ &nih . 

I cannot forget the protection the lord 
offers. Krishna is all [ know. For all 
>he sod, m the deluge, he offers his 
corpus for protection. O King! o 
Benevolent One! Realised souls will 

of leaving you. *{£j k 

“"ft*** «« CWuu.t? Cws, 

• r\ . £lg>6Tfljb& 

uniDiStejr ^onssmiijn^jl ^ 0snnUj 

n _ (StUrCujjbfdF, 

G«UD MU5 3,$ 

O Lord reclining on a bright serpent! 

'th a clear goal, you directed a 

burn?r Stthep ^ rVerSehund redand 
burnt them to ashes. Pray grace this 

devotee self of yours. Even Neem can 
become food when properly cooked, 
now much more can be done with an 
enlightened mind! ( 94 ) 

GKhCjDtnh ^amo; .Slnjuq 

. ~ . <@®u>einu; 

aj.ont.iDOT ^uiioAA©,!) aiuio-iomii; 

„ . . eStjSjrGnjssr 

«r ftjfr0ib mew, 2,00* ^ 

. w- GlDWfCU 

£?)'■ CD !bn0 aitsfin. 

buffering repeated births, I soueht 
your feet, and received such grace as 


even Brahma does not enjoy. Freed 0 
debt-life and wordly life, I am g° in § [ ° 
see the supreme world of Vaikunta. 

<@raf) trarrigjii) a 1 neiT(}P s ’^^ 

Q^tusu^j 

@«3fl <mi> Ou(2)>i ),Tfi ’ T ' 2 -® 1c51 

ggofl 

denar ott i£; dsir)n)cincu jS; aiipuear^ 


3>eu 


iTtjjr* 


jbfTijOTinciT rbctrr^j £> 

O Lord! Now I know. You are 


the 

the 


lord of Siva and Brahma. You are j 
cause. All that is known is y° u ' ^ 
that remains to be known is y oU ' ^ 
are Narayana, the benevolent, f ‘. 
understood this well. 

Alvar’s lotus feet our ref<S e 

Tiruviruttam of 
Nammalvar 

Invocation 

o, © cfi '0iaso. ©ifil fgaacSIeic * ,rU) * 

^(5sfil0j,2,ii) i_fa,0 auipsO e-!P |1 ' 

a-uSlrflcar Ouirc5 siT (f j 
g>©efil ( i92,aii) i~|(0)&rTLCGO, (g)® 4 * 1 

C»n* 

^©^(S&SSlgll oit eSOft SiibB 1 

O People who take birth intheS> 
of the womb and suffer in the iel ^y! 
pit of passions, becoming old the^ j( 
Save your souls from harm. L e ‘^ 
least one line from the K u ‘^ fit 
King’s Tiruviruttam and beet ” 1 
persons to enter Vaikunta. 
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Clumijrb rf^CTTTD {g>rT«jT(i£ib QurrcOcorr , 

@Jb lf>lc3TfD (ranID UJfTlb 2_£)GUfT6r>U) 

22_uSl rr ^crfluurTcin, 

cTrj) (glciurT) Cujfr«jflu.jiDfTiuu i51rr)2j5)ndj! 

^CDLoGujrTfT 2>CT>CVJCUfT 

QlDlijj) rf>tC3Trr}J G*tlL_(fT)CfTfTlLJ, (^14 .GuJ63T 

QJlL)U4lb cfi^6«nyT65«JTljLjGLD. 

O Lord of Celestials! For the sake of 
protecting all souls, you took birth in 
several wombs! Grant that we may 
never again attain the lowly state of 
faulty knowledge, wicked actions and 
filth-ridden body. This here is my 
humble petition, pray hear me. ( 1 ) 

Ootyj jgt to, 2>i aujcO LiilcifliTf|j£,rTGO 
fi^UU, GoUJtflOi 0>6T3T 
*Hig gi(eti)ibu, ^suui(2)«CIot{DC3t. 

curri^lujGrjrT ! 

(ip£\Gu cuess^cs^cn, ^hsvmer^cin cfilcm 
rbmlueun Qpgjieim 
i£it ^cnarer *uq«>Co, 

(g,L.i4Uj (*,y? (gjipibGa,. 

This coiffured girl gave her love garland 
to the perfect pair of feet of the lord of 
dark laden-cloud-hue, Krishna, whom 
the celestials in heaven worship. Her 
red-lined eyes rain tears, and chase 
each other like warring fish in a big 
lake. Aho! Long live love! (2) 

(£)ipcu C&ncucuii ldl-U unancuu-jib, 
id«Vtlo &> ictT) ib 

r^LpcuGuncucDcmn 0>c<j3t® f^fb^jibQ^rTco 
i£lGTTjLbGs>rTG\j «^ib gxjipnuj 

r 2 ^|ipGu Gutrcu c2N®ii) a6>0trj0)g)i <2HG<mGmcij, 
cfilcTOrCcraTfTn O^nip, a >i cijib 

g,ipCU ClIfTCU £\G&{b{b <£4U t jCTTClflcfr t9ffST 

Gi n»«r Gjb^^Cio ? 

The flute-playing cowherd-lord, the 
benevolent one, with Nappinnai, Earth 
Dame and Lotus Dame as inseperable 


as his shadow, wields a fiercely 
destructive discus and rides the fiercely 
angry Garuda bird. Will my lonely 
heart that went after him remain 
there or return? Alas! ( 3 ) 

g,iafl Qjbi^oib (epOTT ^sijri qsriGsn s^mb&g)); 

c^ub gjjLpnuj^^j 

gcafl Grr,^5ib ggthjQSy ajCiMTcxjgjj ujrrib 
,@cuib; $ jb@G<sij, 

(yjca^ W05U Cuujtf^ (Lpctncu 5rcm€Li2,2>nccfT 
(iP^ i£>® gjipruuu 

uffijfl rb^<5 U)a(^^,CiD! cnbiogjj ^cfi) 

UCafluLj ( @LU6 VjGcu9 

O Cool Breeze wafting the sweet- 
poison-fragrance of the Tulasi wreath 
from the lord who sucked the angry 
deceitful ogress’ breast! The lord’s 
Garuda bird already stole my lonely 
heart. Now I have none that the cool 
Tulasi can steal. Is it proper for you to 
enter and chill my soul? ' ( 4 ) 

UdfluM IT* SLOTL-IU aojj, O^OJ^. 

arrcuib g^eii asaau 

uraflui) @ujcu«h CTeusomb asSlrr^gj, CT ,fl 

sfiaib; *(io ssjjiOTnb gniptriiiu 

uerfluquicu Concur *, * 

j^JD5>gjlA Clfl»(T6on\5> 

uraflu mu* susOTcratsii QoiSiCftn* 

^©jbirrarnjj Oji-ncfitwCft! 

This cool-fragrant-Tulasi-desiring girl’s 
large eyes rain tears. The cool breeze 
with us chilling nature, breaking all 
bounds of time, place and quality, blows 
hot everywhere. Has the sceptre of the 
cloud-hued lord changed now? ( 5 ) 

fl>i-n«fiU ^ihmb, upifljbjj, ifl«r> su * lS) 1 J, 

Cu(T<M,£lCQ , 

<m rru51«n Clairs*,® 

cjginb *ia,nri uitiio,s, 
ft. ncfiliu Cci,a,6 uiD«an«uuSlOT , .aacji .o^mi 
GanjjC^hncb 

£» L ncfiluj 0<n. jDryib^OTinus it! uS) ri 

Oi fTtfil CSTAcil, ^F ) ^Cl> ! 2,gJJ6nC61T , 
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From the litter of Madana’s bent arrows 
and broken bows, she salvages the good 
ones. Looking like a pale creeper she 
retreats, but only to return. Run for 
your lives, ye World! She will strike 
death with Madana’s sceptre, on the fast 
bird-rider, Asura-killer lord. (6) 

(CTjfTCUlb U<S3f)LJU<9 , fFjGL) §(T ,@110, 

&rT6U , 

§s\j giicu GjrQj QurTfrfTfQeirrrT) suircsub ; 

^(rTjLDfTGU 

G<9> ITCV)ID .StlDJbgiJ 6lrfl(T)2)fTIT Q<9>fT0C<niD 

5)fco"ol L4jfa) 

ftncuib Q«,nGcvjn? 

6fil6<nSrTUJmllq.GujC3T rTOTUTcQ rp G 61J! 

Are they snorting black bulls that I see 
in the sky, locked in a battle with bent 
knees drenching the Earth with their 
hot piss, or are they the sentinels of 
death bearing the cool fragrant crest of 
Tirumal, come to take a deserted lover? 
Alas, hapless me! I do not know. (7) 

G ll. 63T IT) 65T A (6TF^ li) 
dkrrerafe, ,§)£> f&frctT 
UrTOT3T (£jG5TfD IJ>rTl_IT UuSlcO^GIfT17)637 

fftcOcurub ^Hf^jbCfbnii)- 
LDnOTJT (^OTTfDlB GJ££l £F>63JT LOrUO^JTGU 

Gcur&jaL-gjg,) 2 _iburr ffjtbuii) 

Gffcjffi (g^esnpib Qaeinf^] QurT06rr UGDL-Uurreirr, 
AJDfD ^cjjiaTOTonGcij. 

Judging from what we see and what 
we hear of the things the bee-humming 
mountain-lord does these days, it is 
clear that the mountain-lifter Krishna 
has resolved to retreat into the tall 
gods-worshipped hills of Venkatam 
for making wealth. (8) 

uyCT, a,,_n ijjijgl ^nb Gacbsun 

dilarai tTjrr(i) ^cmssriu 
suareT y, inssafl eucOcfil! ujnGp 6l<f\u«un 

Ojiub? ^sncuGujn 


a>arar y,ni) aujcuii ^y 4 

Qsussct (ep2>g>) 
sueflt y,iij (g,ajor>OT u>i_ amor 

u>a Jg5>C>ip. 

This girl is like a beautiful creeper 
with flowers as sweet as the excellence 
of the strong, sharp, and radiant 
discus-bearing wealthy lord of heaven. 
Now who would ever desert such a 
one? Alas, her dark collyrium-lined 
lotus eyes shed pearly tears; her eyedhds 
are like blown petals of the blue lotus, 
her wide eyes are like that of a fawn- 
How her lips twitch, alas! v ’ 

umtCuj(T65t svil_ ^0Csuibia,i_ £>ni_ 

£11GU gSI <9, 0 fh 414 * n ^ 

CrbuGujn a_sr>p*iOguib Gfbuii'oa^ 6 ® 1 ’' 
a_or.p^rr 

CunGujIT? <£jgd ^C 3 Tj 51 eu£UsSlC51 c3, ^ llJ ^ 
^Gujir? Cl 4 ,rrcr,iTar)i Gujn? & 

O Creeper-like Dames resembl‘d 
the vines of the wonder lord’s Venkan^ 
hill! Despite my pleas, you n j t 
hear my plight, alas! Tell me, , t 
your speech that hurts me so, of 
your voice? Or is it the ‘Ay s ^ o(S 
that you give, to drive away the P‘ a t 

and this woeful me? Alas! This is qj 

to understand. 

dlflujOT, ujinb o> 

a,£!fjiciSirtG5T sfilcysi <sa sip! ' ^ 

Gurfliucsr a,no,ii> Gun^C-G*' 1 l'?’’ 

2_mu)GiT s^ajjr (yi&gpib solRD ® 

ej(b£, 

Gutflaicji Q<fc«isrcir>, a, MF>evib <@> 

*to 

We only said, “Will he eweT } e f\J, t h ‘ S 
side and go to earn wealth? • 
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girl with eyes that could buy the 
Earth, — her eyes darting in and out 
like Kendai fish as big as her palms, — 
sheds pearly tears and pales into a 
golden hue. Alas, it is hard to see this 
girl with Krishna’s heavenly beauty 
suffer thus. (If) 

GurT<fQe3T^)gxi id ires') id; .^hgttgttgu 

uujemco 

aenT^dTrogj); <£F>to(£)6u @gjj 

CTcOcumb ^gutGoj - 

nrrr^ejrrr) afha>${b$A <rrib Cl u^id^cst 

a, ejiJT gtst esr ^ib gjfpmu 

ijnn^csrp fbcv> {b^bih I GurtGtfi 

o> 6 afl sucrnGio. 

My colour has faded. A sickening 
paleness has spread over me, this night 
stretches into an aeon. My heart went 
after the cool Tulasi wreath of my lord 
Krishna who wields a sharp discus. 
Alas! This is the big fortune he left me! 
( 12 ) 

2“^ cijcnrt Q^r^jC^fTcb rr>i_fT6ij givpcO Gumii 

suGTin QarriiCAacu (fg^crr 

urm (ipaQgjib; 

^ ftipncM 

~ o GUrTCDL. 

qj®dgtt Affuucurr ^,rr? CT6!nc , r 

2521^15,JIT rE«T«D63lCcu! 

The peerless golden rule of the fiery 
orh-and-scepire-Sun has ended. All the 
world over, fiefdoms of darkness have 
sprung up. Who can punish the anarchy 
the cool breeze wafting with the 
destructive fragrance of the lord’s 
a enable Tulasi? Who can protect the 
au, who can protect our bangles? Alas, 
now many aeons will this last? (13) 

"•■'W CsvguLb, ^ c ^ 

f, . _„ .CgensuCJuin 

•orra'oirGsijn' *,*«,. 0ftlijQ1 ^ Csusi , 

*«r)63JlTG Gull 


C<5rraGD®JT; <9»L_ir ClDOTfl 

ub ld msirr 2 J 2 KT 

G®)nGllffJT; OgjlUGUlb < ^G3TG3 l t > g AGjjrCloCTTrT, 

SiLLjGgu? 

Are these soul-piercing spears, or 
beautiful fish? Or are these unfired dans 
of Madana’s bow? These eyes are indeed 
divine fish searching for the water-hued 
radiant lord in his Vaikunta abode! (14) 

SsUuCcon’ fTjl lD ■9>673T<£fc><oTT f ? GT63TfQj £>6tflrp) 

fQrbf^n; 

^lliGcuitit jfil uSl eyj lb rrgji crdrrGTi 
cunrr^bcng,? s>l..gu 
i_|iuGcurT^l a_c\)fub Q^rtOTirrL-Cb cu gtpttcsstgtt 
L jfianf G<swpij0»L-<g>g>J CTibQiorrQ^b 
jujGcon ^©SYr; Cl^rTGuciDcu ^rT^dQeifTfT) 

fE>ni^TF)ib u6vj ucxjGoj . 
You come inquiring about your 
elephant, then stand in full view of 
onlookers and speak about our eyes and 
fish. What kind of talk is this? We have 
been guarding these groves for the dark 
raincloud lord of Venkatam for a very 
longtime. You are not one of us?(15) 

ucuugu s^riP^cn ^uSl^ib; ^«t 

(?> fT 6JD Si C5D UJ U 

ugougvj dhnr^lilL- <96vrr)j ^uSl^lib; AOTtfrciraTGin 
gSIgtoi 

ucuugvj fTirrcrh ^cjiun tftfviq.g^jib ^fbi^gyib 
lufub QiD661 g>i tb; 

UAJUCO (g,lpcu 22_«ni_5)giJ c&ubio! GunjP, 

umu ^(f^Gcrr! 

O Friend, sw-eet as Krishna’s sky 
abode! This pervading darkness can 
stretch for many, many aeons, or can 
shrink to an infinitesimal fraction of a 
moment. Whether our hearts lovei 
joins us or leaves us, both ways we stand 
to suffer. Alas, this darkness is full ot 
viles! May it live. (16) 

^(iFjGn sSlifljj,3,ri«0 ^|«Sra(t urn Jbftgi 

<£l«niiG*iT0W0 suiripujCijn 
@(jT)®T cSIlfl JT,®mT ^lOTUir Cg,IT GUlji' gjOTW', 

cef* MJiC in w 
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@(TF)GTT sfilff) <5>(TF) rf>fTuS)n}J «fM_n 

Arrcocugji CurrcO 

^(fTjGTT sfilrfl C^rr^lu Clu 0 iorT 6 BT 

sa_cnrDiL)ii> <9 >i_Gg\j! 

O Dark Ocean, where the lord of 
dark effulgence, — like a black Sun 
spreading a blue glow of dark rays, — 
reclines on a serpen: bed. May you 
live! My lord slipped out in the dark of 
the night. His chariot tracks brought 
me to your shore. Pray do not 
wipe out the tracks with your dark-as- 
pitch waves. ( 17 ) 

*i_gu ClaiTsijingl cunisnuj; 

evntssr^emgi &tehri£\di Claspgj; 
<M_cu Ga,n«rar( 5 l &g,a tnsu, 

«5>€OTTC3Jrr«fT ID 6871 ^7)1 lb gfi) 678T 688)I ID 
«»l.cu Oftnorargi cr^/bg> && 0 >n«uii)G 0 >nCcufT? 

l|ujcu *acoii> QdbnCcurT? 

5>l_c0 5,67JT CUijf fT 

^firflczn^Guj! 

O Beautiful girl! The clouds rose from 
the ocean laden with water. The ocean 
pursued the clouds and retrieved its 
water, causing floods like the deluge, 
as when Krishna swallowed the Earth 
and sky. Can this be any time for 
another deluge? Can this be the time 
for the monsoon rains? Alas, these are 
your tears, welling like the ocean! (18) 

3 >mflian 3 , U j[m iQana) arruLiajii umii erorgi, 
ffjftii Cla>H(nraT0 @cStGctt 
u>nif 1 OT ' S > «?! 0 , c^icnjouSlQii ancu®g,jii>, 
suitJil ujCoit! 

ancflonau Licrtcrrir <9110 ©<nr5tcronb gjipmij 

@0053 a<n.iij ^i(tT)SnniT; 
Caifl ooo, sjrrjiii, utflujniij sfilanenjjjgjgj 

otrar ileuQion^lAGa. 

See how the dark clouds gather and 
roar throwing a challenge, “Ladies! 
Who among you can keep you grace 
now?”. At least now, should not the 


circling bird-rider call us and give a 
bit of his Tulasi garland? Alas, this 
has led to my laconic daughter 
becoming the target of the town’s 
abuse. Long live the world! (19) 

<fl«OGtonj^l CrbnCwn Gu^j, G^jUjnnii 
@ 2 , Crj,nuj @«srg^ 

@)<wGu)nj£l Ca>L.( 2 )ib @ 013 , GftiijOJiii 
<S 4 S 5 Trr)j @gj; Csueu! r£)su 
stot Gunnf! Ga>OTjn£lsn stcct ^iruDOnomfjtT! 

a_cu(£j s)—o-r5Ti— near 

Gancu Giditl^I lonoocu^ih g,oyaTCT 3 nb gjjLpniu 

G.'J,rtCT 3 T 0 (£; ) ll(5'.0GoT. 

Halt, Spear-dancer! Listen to me, 
Ladies! This laconic girl’s sickness is 
caused by a very big god; it is not a 
sickness caused by a small godling that 
responds to this spear-dancer. Recite 
the names of the lord who swallowed 
the seven worlds, and swathe her 
coiffure with a Tulasi wreath. (20) 

lfeG0 2><*u U)ti«n<M«,ch g,juu«at sj&fb 
spliareiGstfinaiTasn 

^ui g,nuu) g,cini£lp/hQeii,&<ii@ 
epn ld rrcmujuSl ottitco 
PTiLtquj GsucijjrGOTijTuj G2»it0 

GuirrtjgJ @l£l6U SJipp s ' j6 ’ 1 ge '- al 
CanilmaDL. ^ujoriOT ^hccv ^4,^" 

2 >ii) QftinblSIfjpi&C®- 

O Lord in the sky! Even while the 
celestials there brought fresh garlands, 
anointed you and offered incense, in •’ 
trice by magic, did you not come hei 1 
to steal butter, then dance between d u 
horns of seven bulls for the valiaf * 1 
cowherd-daughter Nappinnai? (21) 

Ganiiq Qb g,Grnp ana,; rflp tt,new 
@Guii>; Gsvilcnu 0» I, * IL 
dluJM ^t,ir acrflrry sfilesisijcugjl L|C<T 
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5>lb U(TfJ«9>2>jgl) CTGSTrpjli) ^LfT§,C3T g>lblb)GU 
&6\. l_ rrgjCTr; 

cuibq «5 ^it cfilssrira Q^rTcucuGojn ctlqstjld 
currcsr qai^Gdj>? 

Sir, your staff is wet and verdant 
with not a trace of a bowstring on it. 
Sir, you come asking for an elephant 
you shot. In the wide Earth of the 
bird-riding wonder lord, such things 
have never happened. Your hunting 
expedition is only an excuse to enjoy 
yourself. You go on asking unrelated 
questions. Is it for this that you detained 
us here in these groves? (22) 

qostCion? M63Tg>g)i ^ujGcu ajj^lCun^uj 
crf)lcr>63iGuj«T 

toatCion?ioo>crflir: £|ib dMtsucu ClarrcOcSn; 

,§<u> C*y? 

CTlJCJTkb 6^IT ^|C5>63TUJ .'fcCfftJTGifirrrTGT!', £iOTUT6ffJTG3T 
CUfTCJT c94lO0li> 

@arrib cjoir ^GncffruSriAcnrruj, ^GnajGujrr 

g>jib ^lucOevi^CcTr? 

Ladies! Are you in charge of these 
groves? Or this hapless wayfarer- 
self’s heart? You are like a horde of 
celestials in the sky-world of Krishna, 
the lord with eyes that liken a 
thicket ol bright lotuses. Tell me, is 
this right on your part? (23) 

^jujcOcijn'uSlcaT Cjbrruj OArtcnnn(7Jl 

2 —g\j n^nlb €£>Cgn 0i_i^)cir><5,A 

«iUlCU UfTUJGUCTT Qu(£ I^ITS, dbGUWhGTt 

ib Cl ld ri ti> 0C3TiT)aj G^cjwr)iTcu 

UJfibffUITLU ihnOjO) L)6TT gitnr rra^l 

aiE0ib gjjipmij^ 

G^iriucOcunw ififtifrCiocij LDcaTgjQ&ngl 

CTCSTtfSTmbGU'TCu ctld GAfTcu-cucrxmAG^ ? 

My bangled daughter has fallen prey 
to a deadly disease. She doles out tears 


by the handfull, from fish-like eyes 
that would fill her palms. Alas! What 
is going to happen to her, and to her 
heart which craves for the nectar-laden 
flowers of the Tulasi wreath worn by 
the bird-rider lord who protected his 
cows against a rain with a mount? (24) 


erriC.MsO CU^ (y^rr, ustinmjfh 

CWC^ci. cflanmeSU^^. 

. „ ^ l ® e0 Gs " lo rjiT - 

&us Gmng^ m &{h C^d, fc _ (J)u . ^ 


** *"**»* W* «* CWm.^ 

@ 0 ^ tbnrcsflcusGa^ 

lord of celestials, the lord^of°a]t our 
own lord revels in, - has become a 

^h onthe just ruleof Krishna over 

the sky and Earth. Alas! Now wh 
more may happen in the four-parted 
world. ( 25) 


, C1indT !D', CW<to,l 

t ' su “ fleu ^ Q ®‘ 0<ajs *' *0101 ftg>, 

uncmcu QurrcjiGon! 

*r™0<9a,d) Cftmujbjn sSWCcrcrrm Q^,,^ 
(hamemdr 

Gg,OT §jmtQ Cdmoncu aruuncug,, 

STU UI ,« ntui , (aii CoLDaftCft. 

The hot-tempered Sun eats up the four 
parted Earth, sucks in the juice and 
spits out the dry desen. O Precious girl 
who has just crossed that region! 
Celestials come down to Earth and 
worship the lord Krishna in Vehkt 
which is close at hand. Just beyond it is 

the fragrant nectar-grove-surrounded 

Tiruttankal. It gives relief to one in 
any condition. So hold on! Ofd 
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Csu)U> QsiiiCatrsjr ^(jCcir; Oajjjcu^ii 

2 >L-H CTOTQJ 

tjiDii Clun), enoiujib Oairtugyu) CIidOjCuj; 

ucrarg) eisunjinb ^i«nn) esuij, 

Ujirmriiarii Cajtrjjj tnfl cfiaiti 5,^ aememdr 
<=HU> 5,GTJT6TOTii) £jtpmu£ 

amuai qcDOTiij, sunam_ rrCarr njj,g,j, 

SesniQcijTsjrnoCg). 

Happily, the popular saying that even 
enemies become friends when a 
person is in the king’s favour has 
come true! The breeze that hitherto 
had been breathing fire over me age 
after age, has now become cool and 
pleasant, after receiving the Tulasi 
garland of the lord. (27) 

aran aiib Sljpmu ajenen CWdraigj; „jmb 
gJjpuCunib; 5,0Csu 

aicratrami) gjjpffrfl s^cuneiju); 

ftj€n curriu 

L)€TT fbJbgjj a_y>(TCa) Quff0 

$ 0 GU fj fty 8> IT! ^ 0 err IT lu! 
CTSTiSTOTJT^ £ J g>(TG^ifl L _g > g, | £_CTtC«JIT 

UOT3T0LD ^cjrrOTTGjTGJTGQJ ? 

O Lord of Tiruvarangam where waves 
of the Kaveri ensure that sharp- 
beaked birds do not peck into snails! 
While I lose my bangles for the Tulasi 
wreath, is it proper for a cool breeze 
to blow through me and drain my 
colour? Has it ever happened like 
this before? Tell me! (28) 

@OTT<SSTG3TC3T gjflftj CTUJGDLD «^,CTT ^rr}n}UUL_(^ 
§> l fJ!b5>w3T <(g€ucTT GTcyrp 
i^63TCTTC3T63T GtfrTCUOJfTU CllJCDt QllJlT^li) 
ClJfTlij GU0li> J&GUID OTJTi 
tfilGVI ^CBT63T GlDOjflu Qu 0 lD(T 63 T S_. CO^CU 
Oucwt G^cOcun 

e2H63T€STC5TCiJT I^ITCir>lDQ&rTCUrT? 0 m & $i\Q6\\.D 
§}& c^ 6 ST«Tf*J$>GcTT. 

Knowing that 1 spoke out thus and 
thus, only because I was alone without 


help, well-bred swan-pairs would sift out 
the good from the bad and take tu> 
sweet words alone as message to iny I or0 ' 
O Ill-bred swans! Have there ever been 
swans refusing to take maidens 
messages in the blessed world of 1 e 
cloud-and-lightning hued lord? 

<$lssTrani> CW'udj'tTyii Gusinuncmi) 

Oa, |T tigi>l 

(ipsitciTui OatucfiiTacir in jjCcuebifiCst 117 ' 

5iC73TCo3T63T €D£u 0ff>g,C6S Tn (? 

6T63T Ofb(0ilg3menrjft AcratL-fTCu 

Q<?nc0c51 ^ 

@«r«nu> QacucuGarr? @g>|C6u* • 

CTGJTJXI < @CS>5l0C3T^’^' tfTT ‘ 

O Swans preparing for flight! 0 
Herons preparing for flight! I beg an 
plead of you. Whoever goes there f* rs |’ 
do not forget. If you see my heart tut 
the Vaikunta lord Krishna, tell hi®> 
— my heart, — about me, impress 
upon him and ask, “Do you still not 
go back? Is this proper?”. (30) 

^GnaJSleaTACTT sT^irr^ 

@GD5u9cVJli); C7OTT 

CTgTTrT)ITffU, ^jCDiffLULD 

QuTCST iDfT lDCJU^ 
tSIgST lf)lffrfl0(i) ^0GcDfhJ<3>L0^ 

6UC5T 2>rTCTT ^1 i£>ojlP 

iSicffVj i£Ig3t iftarflrfluj CurrcunciT, 

The dark lightning cloud prepares to 
leave for Venkatam to rain gold an 
gems everywhere over the strong peaks- 
When I entreat them to take a message 
for me, they refuse. Will they at least 
move over my head? Ah, yes! (3D 

^LDAfbj&Gg-nfi! a^GOfJi^lIT ^(TTjUJ^W 

ep&lg) 1 ** 

Cuiiraniis.CTT sTSuai 1 ™}! 

irrjiftiT? s_ u*»lr 


688 















IYArppa / Prose Works 


UStT&I^J0,6TT CTCUCUmi) £>CU j£A&CTT 

gjjii) <5>ii> 

<?H,&rii0iGTT G(T,fTCU GU(rT)g)gjJti> gjGlRb 

(re,6irCl u j) j)Gg, ■ 

O Clouds! Tell me, how did you 
acquire the lord Tirumal’s dark hue? 
I know. Carrying life-sustaining water, 
you roam the skies, hurting your 
bodies sorely. That penance earned 
you his grace! (3 2 ) 

^© cil $©« 0&&ya>0,na> ^a,cu 

cfilaiimb jSlsugpjus 
^^iTjCn c^t,rr ^fitcrtesT Ga,u QafbiG&freu 

gal7 QuGBJTLjrrcV; 
Clun^Gcnncrgjui) ^AjpCsun? ^eunjr^ar 
MJD jb&nGir CTcjrgj STareiCemin? 
Gl^(2jGcTT(Tlb tjGU&^isJolU?( t! ^SJffuCfT tniTayilU 
^ sr> ^ 5, GST rr) G g,. 

O Lord reclining on a serpent! With 
your benevolent discus, you reign 
over the wide Earth and sky, destroying 
the darkenss of Karmas. This girl wanes 
by day. Is it because you consider 
women to be of no consequence in 
your reign? Or is it because you consider 
this girl outside the pale of justice? 
We do not know. ( 33 ) 

-flcji&a^lsjTrr) ,^1 ^ 

g>€3T £ff)iqujfTGU 

2-®S5,iO«i id <bn UJ «,ib giaiClamtgi ujnGcu! 

s_«3igj jstii gmi 
g,GT>g,3,£\ CSIJ3 «,snt ani) gajpnuj &ta ^] sun a S , i 
oUgilGsu incsTujnuju 

u<s^s>s,£>at !I j lon^lOT^lpag)! <S)rf>ICaj<at 
OauinjLincugjGsii. 

O Adorable Lord! This girl draws 
circles in the sand with her toe and 
counts, then seeing the omens read ill, 
she angrily erases them with her foot 
Her heart is always set on wearing 
your cool Tulasi garland, she raves. 
I do not know what I can do for 
this girl. ( 34 ) 


uftcO sumiiu iSlonpu iSterrcnor g.s.acocua, 
ClarrcrarQ uagu 

Gibcuuucu ^IcnauQuciisr L|Cuii)Liffjj inirancu 
a-®JQ, <§<smb& 

iDirsuuricu giijpituja,(a, rnsjub S-OimjirAa,^ 

2>eo£l;i)«nirj ereueufrib 
Cartajojiren @51 g>A ucffl s**^ 

gitpir^OT^Cg,. 

The plunderer evening has killed the 
valiant day, whose young wife 
West stands wailing with the milk- 
dribbling child Moon on her waist. 
His vassal the cool breeze goes on a 
rampage, taking all that is left of those 
who desire the Tulasi-garland of the 
Earth-measuring lord! (yet 


m " Q 2 , S l ‘i> <&!*> sTsmru.g,* acSsT 

£>nn cBngjj Ouujrjrr, 

” Q:b © "($£ 2 , 

aa SU g,g,ia>,FT.m 1 g ) gcuConr 
oicpn O<b 0 £ string, . f 

«ui>u»C<arrr! 

(SiP" O©0 u>-u-ii gursg, 6| 5nrarfffr 


The lord who destroyed the fortressed 
Lanka does not give his Cool-Tuhsi 
garland. This night of darkne'ss 
stretches into eternity. His heart does 
not move to pity saying, “Oh, this girl 

is suffering This is no p l ac e ^ her to 

be . Alas, the terrible ways! ( 3 *,) 


CU "®* *"* ^ancuiuA, fimJUn* 
e-tpsun, CWsncuiflsu 

& 0 fhl fhnoj ^ uS|ib 

C1s,0 ~ * n *‘W' h jKd. u^AG 


uir Sl b urrrflG OuAjm 

®»u, @OTlo ^ 
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Oh, the sinner that I am! My fragile 
fawn-like daughter who has for long 
been worshipping Krishna’s feet has 
gone. The desert that surrounds us is 
filled with terrible bow-wielding 
hunters, cattle stealers, murderers 
and youthful swift runners whose 
drums beat all night. ( 37 ) 

a,Lii ^uSWa.sn aifl2,0,1 

CU63TCT? IDUJfTCO UC\J rTjCTCTT 
2 >UU) aj,uSl<OT 40 ,( 2 , gft flor^rgWrD 

ftsuih Ofl,rrcu 

@L-ih ^u, <@>i> lorangpih cfilcwigriiih 
(gjguruo, £_cu(o, 

f£>l_LDITU) UJ Qu0IDrtC3T a_0 ej>g,g, OT 

fSculbldbCcTT ? 

O Dark blue water lilies! You have the 
hue of the pot-dancer-lord who 
measured the Earth and sky with 
thunderous feet! Is this the fruit of 
your penance?, — you have renounced 
your garden home and remain 
standing firmly on one leg in the deep 

waters all the time. ( 38 ) 

$aig, ojcrwjCujcu Ljornuifo, OrtjQrj, 

2 >L_rb) 0 ,sTi 

Clutsou QuncSItbgd, crioa,( 2 , ctcucoit 

Gtu(rfsi0 0P2><Sn 
0II6UU iSlonor, cfilo.ii>L|*(2,ib tSlijirsit, ujfjjigjib 
rbcuCcvmii iSlflfTOfT 
Co>fTC\jib o,(flu.i lSIohot tnh LSlrjrtoi dscrercinnsaflsjT 
C O, n 6vj (Si o,C 6n. 

My lord is the dark-hued lord, the 
lord of the ocean-girdled Earth, the 
lord of the sky and the lord of all the 
good folk. His beautiful eyes resemble 
a thicket of lotuses in a gem pool 
on a dark mountain. They appear 
before me everywhere. ( 39 ) 

Ca.(T«UU 10,01 ftciflnjl 0,01 , 1 UJLLJ, 

(ffjipniil sfilrfljg, 
ftcufl, 0>rii 10,01 0>Giflrrji CTciieumb (Qctiij^sj,. 

1 =n-,(tl6ff,i^,ii§Vi* 


riuJ 


(gjirsuu Qlktctt uDGJrarfrcrrGafr 

2>isj0,4ii(g5ip <£)&& 

ejeuu Lj6si63ijigii sTOTGncmmnn ^ 

G5>it0,0eug)i 

Ladies! The gold caparisoned n ’|’^ 

elephant the Sun, just went over ^ 
western hills, and a horde of . 
elephants, the night came to sui r° l ^ 
him everywhere. Will we get t ° 
in our curly locks the cool Tu* ^ 
garland from the bridegroom l° r 
Sri and Bhu? Oh, When wil *° 
mothers see us thus? Alas! ' 

rTrarrpjii) i_|cir cuitcdl. s.eTii'® 

gleiicurroj 

ejxarrpjih a_0cmb 0-OJ0U) 02,(f ll ^ s '^ |t 


& 


epw(£) 

GlurTejTrpjib oior> 0 ,, qcwsidffn e£U' su 

^|0«n(T2> ", 

mcjr^cvi rQoniT) ul^I (snrriff? rfjlfiiypJ CT< ’ 7 V 

cvcin ftrtjJlP 1 ^ 

With no grace forthcoming today 
the lord who rides the Garuda bn 1 - ^ 
destroys tyrant Asuras, the str , jr d 
Southern winds blow ‘ n : he J co ;: , 0 I hu.-- 
for long hours and heap slander 
me. We have seen such harsh ^ 

before, but never such heat. j 

fury, such destruction. 

cueir iMijjgi ^enpuj, g^niCa. ’ D! ' 

Qinsst 0,nai 0,10010, g,i_u)Gu(icu > 

. • 

lOCTSTgpi® , 

CTcjr 0,nj)(2> ^Mim«{itnns3iin 0,itofe n ^ ftfcfop 
erciTuiTOT £>«,£) 

g>ein 0,001 1 jcsaOti-.a, ttsaruluO e"® ' 

.y. 

rhe 

When the lord grew into ., yil#' 
his eyes glanced sidewards as > s 
“See, these worlds are not e ,,ve' 
for my feet”. The wind blow* 11 
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me now shows a lake full lotuses, 
all leaning to one side. (42) 

<3»®rer€5pib 0#j)g,rriDanrj; 6m0>mib ; 

cuOTaNarenb dJjfflujgji n>ncu cucdq GufTcirrnjj 
LD^9 «ffl^»fT)UfTCU 

cfilcwT^pjd) 2—ibu«r ^uuncu 

tojorry cnliurreO ujcun<9>(£>ib 

CTaraT^jpub < @L-5>5j5»i^ 6wrT GTLDiSlrjrrcaTgji 

CTl^CU (£lfDGl£) ? 

My lord’s eyes are like lotuses. His hands 
are the same, his feet too are the same! 
His dark radiance is the hue of a huge 
mountain that rises over the skies, 
boggling the mind, over the world 
of celestials, beyond the comprehension 
of anyone. Oh! (43) 

r£l(T)u> a_ujn G*ireu(ipii> Gu(rr>u>, 

ar>emeu sisjrnji 
(y>iusu g^csta sinuSlftOT Curflguib 
ersOcumb 

t>_ rr) z>_ 11 ,n ^rrcsTd s- i A ffSlffrr^Amij 

t^sirnSl, s^ssinjjib 
Qujd (ipujOTptnV @cuct>cuuj(tcu snbiSlgfTsaT 

Cl U (fTjOT) U> S 3 t UJ CUJ. 

Even the learned votaries of religious 
texts that speak of the lord’s hue, 
his jewels, his names and his forms 
as this and this, only catch glimpses of 
that supreme knowledge which 
stands as a radiant beacon, but 
can never attain even a little of that 
glory-flood. Alas! (44) 

CftipcufTiT «g,ib Qu^ny&i acwt iccuriu 
l_jOT5TL-lf0>li) (TjLhGincO 

6^(ff,cbjGa> bSlrrjjp CDCii&jgjnn g^riicv ehircvib ; 

(£ilh ( u | iifcvi 

C$»ijpuciJiT SL-tfnGij? Q^,ncvtCT>c\> 

cuni^ujib iSIjd'uli 

iD(fF)nilG 5 » 61J(JU QujpiGlO? OafTCUg^j; CUin^t 
mi Oii>(GV*Gin! 


Live, O Frail Heart of mine! Tell 
me. The big boar-lord has turned his 
lotus eyes on us and made us live 
through many bad times. Is there 
anyone with such a long association as 
we who 

know him from yore? Can future 
births ever accost us? ( 45 ) 

U)l_ G»b(CF)<!Hb CTOTTjT^JLD, gjlDg*) , 

5s(TP,, 

Qfb(g>ciD^ 22_(T)fDan «?61i_GcufT mu^io; 

ClunctnCluujGrjnQT 
j2>i_Q5,(0«ib <£ah7L_ iS1rj"<anmr 

. 2 ^ iq «9,ip c&L_U GufTlii, 

$*- Qrb(CT,«ih c^ijLu, cudctha 

@«5T^jg,ITplb ^)ffld9G3T(T)C2,. 

Those who plan an action thinking 
they have an obedient heart that will 
do as they bid, may as well give up their 
plans. I sent my heart to the feet of the 
lord who tore the steely heart of the 
Asura Hiranya. Alas, he -- my heart - 
has remained there firmly and never 
once returned to me, to date. (46) 

SUL U)n(3a,uj; ^riash Clsuih 

$ (ip«.!bg>l 

OoiTlfliflOTIDgu; aiglli AnreiCOTTOT 

sfitsaji yvau it Oj&rripGsu. 
sifliSlsarojiy oiii/hib; g,em , 311 b SlipiriiiA^ 
QJCTOTaraiij) uu.i<«ncu 
Glioiiiujib: sisjr ^ybOarrcu 
CTcin QioGuoSluijrjGdfc *? 

Site only bowed to Krishna’s sky- 
abode. Alas! The dew-laden breeze 
blows with the heat of the Moon, 
while the Moon itself sizzles. Her 
bangles are slipping. Desiring the 
cool Tulasi garland, her whole body 
pales. Alas, what is going to happen 
to our slender one? IA 7 \ 
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QidsogSIujso (g)0«Slcu 

iBeifln£ij,gj ^i,raCa 
OacooSluj Qotucn«.a,o>i; 2 _so«r>a, stot 

afrggymh? STsjrsjrrTcyj ld g,63TcmsjT.3 

CWsocSluj (*,tpSO ^l(Tf)UMT«0 ^cusji asfit 
ujttgj apCnjrar: 
UGUoSluSlearClarrGugyii) Qflfrcucuna QanciTGuG^rT 
a_6331^^1 L IStfST^luSoijlGl_• 

I am like the famished maggot born in 
a fester which knows only to wriggle 
in the fester; what other world can it 
know? The lord Tirumal connives to 
make me sing his praise, but what 
poetry do I know? And yet, even a 
lizard’s tut is taken as spoken word, 
this is so from time immemorial.(48) 

uerarQii usuuco djri)(«j anojiirQiA; 

@u umL @( 2 )rii Gurrso, 
aranglib Gailugjii) ujmii @ajii 

&nCTT SUCuTTGTdT 

OJOTTJtQ 2_6TOT gj) Ipniiju Qu0LDrTC3T, 

^nCiDfT^rjcvr 

a_OT3TQli) a-lfillpjjjgjLb 5»L (TiULDOTST ClTjIT 
^63T63T 6£>6TT f^J&Gco! 

O Bright Girl! Your forehead has the 
radiance of the Earth that the dark- 
hued bee-humming Tulasi-garland 
lord Madhusudana, Damodara, 
swallowed, remade and straddled. 
Earlier too we have seen many dark 
colours, but never known or heard 
of such darkness as this. (49) 

f^CTT nFjJ^CU ID fTGD LD GjbGrfl U UJ 61) fTGiD ID 

6filar>grbg*j rp>ib Gg>iT 
5)6T5T^)j2)€\> Geucsrar^lib, 6iico6ii! <3»L_fT*£)63rrpj 
CgjGffT JTjcfi^OTTfT) 

<ofjl Gjyjr (Jp0>cb ff><TLlJ<9j63T I^GTT (tpiq. Cl 61 )63^ 

GDfTilGJDA^^rruj 

ID6ffffT(ip£GV) GfffTCMJD©J «^0€ftQ$UJUJfTT0IT)(^lb 
UDfT lDC<r>GU0>G<fE. 

O Deft One, drive our chariot speedily 
before the girl’s bright forehead pales, 
before her colour fades. We have to 


reach the great bee-humming hill of 
Venkatam where streams drop to 
Earth like strings of pearls from the 
crown to feet of the lord. (50) 

idrdso C1a,najjT@ ^ujcurrcu a.LpiT)ifj)uj 

iDfTUJU 6)gfT63T 

t^ 6 T>CO 0 > 61 T 3 T@ Cl*rT 6 WJT 1 ^(Lf^LD CWcrTGTTTTg}] 

s>l_co ugg>iT 

sfilcDGO Q5,IT6iy3T0 5>fb5. 5fbJ5>LD jgCDOJ, Gojlfl^ 

gjipmij gj|6iT)C5IITUjn2) 

gjCDCU Cl5>n6ff3T0 ^niULD ^IcTTnjjgjI Q«»fTOT6UfTC5t 
^G^^<&*^63TJT)G5}. 

The angry ocean, peeved on losing its 
ambrosia to the wonder-lord who 
churned it with a mount-and-snake, 
calls me for a fight, like a contender, 
claiming as its property, these bangles 
I bought from the shore-gypsies and 
also takes the fragrant Tulasi on its side, 
alas! (51) 

J <3>L_6U Cl6U6T3T 

GT){h& QftrTGifiJTQ GlJlTUJ, ^1 GO(T6DfTUJ 
OJ«DtpA5»6TOT t£)l_fj>6T>g> <^fJ61| ^6^6331 6J{Df 
IDGT3T lDfT5)(T 

L| GO ID iSl , (ip 6^ GO lDGT> GO G ID CU 

rglctfri^jib > 

IDCmipA <9,63JT6337 (glT ^l^rfjLDfTGO GlAm**" 6 * 
CTG3Tnjj 

The lotus-dame Lakshmi responding ' 0 
the lord’s call in the ocean, holds h| s 
white wave-hands, and joins him on 1" 
serpent couch. Seeing this, Earth Dantf 
with her sky mouth cries, “Tirurna 1 
wicked!”, and rains tears that flow do*' 1 
her mountain-breasts as rivers. P~> 

surnr ^uSIcur (ipsnsoujnsri ^eiisn; sunCd 1 " 
s,a ^>5UUl*£3 , 

Sa ^uSlssr Oftiusu ©so G©mij ,<@g>J l 

a sA! ^lib & 

o>nn ^uSIgpjib s>st>lp ^.uSIgjnA, 

QatiibM SH& /• 

Cson ,scu 51 gQiLb, if}sSi0) ins* 1 ^u- 9 gjl 
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This full breasted girl has contracted 

a £s of the lorded go'dsSke heJ 

rra““'3*“™ s 

eventhe earth it grew on w.ll do. (53) 


a** 

^jrtJ(£bL_0 CTCTtlgj, 

Cu** u* ^ 

u ClgriQ 2_craT@. 

a ,i U , sh*™ CTib 

cfilOTnCcranrtr iSlgiuarirn 

"A, jffijcu u><wft CTUJOmDff 

Con«fi'®"f?ia> «u®»r@0.Ce!T. 


o Bumble bees that unite me to the 
soles of my perfect lord, the lord of 
aods who was abused for stealing 
butter! You have wings that can 
take you to Vaikunta easily. Before 
you go, tell me what you intend to 
say to him about me. (54) 


<ajswr@ <?I ^ CTTrT - cuibififiir; i§rru y, f£lcou y, 

LD rj£$6U 6^5 673T 

2__C73tQ 5>6Tfl2)gjj 2L_ipGUGff(Tft(£) ^63Trp| 

2_6cT>fI5»(fDuJLb ; GJOTTLD tfp>C3Tfr) mu 

ldgwt $|d>cn cr>ffii(2>rb5,ii> ^OTHsnrTcrT 

(^ipcOcurruj cfilonrj CurrcO 
0>6TT CllfT0li> LDCU<T £_GnCdJfT gjjfb 
€®UJ€\S)l-dljGg) ? 

O Bumble bees! You have tasted the 
nectar of water-borne flowers. Earth- 
borne flowers and sky-borne flowers 
of trees. We have something to ask 
you. The lord came as a boar and bathed 
in the dust of the Earth. Sweet as his 
Vaikunta is this dame, whose coiffure 
bears flowers that spill fragrant 
nectar. Have you seen such excellence 
anywhere else? (55) 


sfilujcfli lb SL-OTJTL iSifjrr gut rrfi cfilQg,#, 

£)0Q J 0CT TrT GU 

2_.tu6u Qufpn^i SL-uit^gjub; 

Gg>m£l! Q^jCTirntvi cuijjgi) 


^lusSlam. LutT(tT)ib airglib^cun 

y,a>guepnuSl63T Ca,®, 

MujguOTL. grrsnuuSlcmr^ CTciT 

l-|6U€3T, <9>6YjCci5T. 

Sister! Have no fear. By the grace of 
the lord who swallowed the Earth, we 
have found a refuge and redemption 
A cool breeze with the heavenly touch 
of clouds and laden with the nectar of 
Tulasi caressed my limbs and my senses. 
Nobody else knew about this. (56) 


L|SuA < 2 > s * T '- | Wu MCOTuifaaa CuimA 

_ sugOoSI fprarrorret, 

®ileus,(g,crai 0 S-svir^lratffjj , Cctjgo 

sffl^a,<Q«jrrT)GiiT; axanjirairrar otvmuctcu 
.o«uag,GTOT 0 , ^t(ipa>i) u>j 6 l s, uc o 

Cuirrainji ^sujjjnjircu 

AGoo-gjamL cb^OTgj! acrarun n snbcnuj 


On a lotus-face borne by two beautiful 
earrings her darting eyes liken two 
warring Kendai fish restrained by a vine 
her nose. Sharp like a spear, her looks 
stirred my heart like Krishna stirred 
the sea for ambrosia. No one who has 
seen this would castigate me. (57) 


SDWUJ W’" 1 '*® 5>«wu> ^uSljbgj; 

Cumii 

fD^JpcO $> rj CTCUCVifT ffSlaribqLD 

“-iP© 1 <SH<wn ^jnrara slit «SlaT**triu 

a_ujir(j,Gg,iT<5r)[i @Gueun 
<9W" smncnrrai {hosaxemen erraiComr, 
@isj(g, ^|GnA<Sl®TH>Cg, ? 
His one sole covered the Eanh His 
one foot raised into the sky shadowed 
the worlds Mow and filled the space. 
A light of knowledge-bliss spread 
everywhere in the Universe. The 
beaut if ul-as-t he-s wamp-lotus Krishna is 
one without a superior. Wonder what 
he has in store for us here! (58) 
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oNGnuu ^jCjT€7)LDUJ ^li) <5>fbJ^c^; 

«^ld gjiyjTboaiih gjjLpouja,^) 
2L.CTTL) Qu(fTjrbJ fibUgjoSlGJIT J^grfluj Q crt• 

CiPiS'T 

sumO Qu© ibruor mgi^end* ffTOTgyu) 
GDcO sfilcDCgrCujOTT 

actiu Ou^T, §ot (yjgjsbeu, Qoiiiuj cumu 


5 >l_ (y>cnsuGuj. 

Alas, the sinner that I am! My 
daughter with a soft winsome smile, 
coral lips and broad breasts, laments, 
This long as an aeon night, impossible 
to measure, stretches infinitely by my 
craving for the cool Tulasi of the lord 
Madhusudana. But alas! He is the ruler 
of the Ocean-girdled Earth!”. ( 59 ) 


(yjcsnsuGujn (ip(y> (ipjjgjii) Gurrj,^lcu; 

CliciTw L^ni, gjjpcCj gjffiluj; 

acnsuCiLitr @cO«ncu; ^.irCcurT ©tfgiub; 

*L€U LDG53T CTGUGVJfflb 

sSancuGiun srrat a,erar; ggeuen 

UgCuD Qu(rFjlDfTC5T 
LOcnajGujr $ 0 Gsurij 0 ,L ih ffrcjtjy 

<5>jb<£lc3TfT) currdJ^CiD 9 

Her breasts have not grown to the full, 
her soft hair does not gather into a 
tuft, her dress does not stay on her 
person, her tongue speaks in blabber. 
Yet her lips shine with a brightness 
that not the Earth or ocean can buy. 
She is always reciting the words, “The 
lord’s hill is Tiruvenkatam”. (60) 


6ijrr«50,Lt> ClaujGijgji rFjtxiugCu) Q^bncucmco 

GYJrTOTTGijlT 0,^) 

2bfTiu5iGTfT, fE,rruj«9>rr crGucorrib j^ iguctt 

(CTj rrcvjub 

Csuuj &at\b c^ijuSl^ijtj) G<5ngnoj6T>,a, 

^gtjiraiGi cSh ‘q lu n c\j 
ffjfru.jS)j€8T g^uj&y (^coiorTiij air&grf 

G§,rT€5Tf^ri)g)j fE,ib ^gdjtjGuj 9 


The lord of celestials, worshipP^ 
by the gods, measured the Eart 
two strides without losing a blade 
grass. He is our lord, who came as^ 
cowherd lad. Is there anything we c ‘ 
say about him unequivocally? ' ' 

g«nnjGujcT g'na^Og'iui msj(g> 

^ICDIdGujIT tTCST.^IOTgU 

r9^rr>GujrT s>_63 t $0 <^0^^ . . 

c^G3Tr51 ftnuM 

QpmrryCiun «^g€^ ^gdctutGiOSu u<STT y 
0<9>fTOT3U_ (Lp^lcO 

The dark ocean does not relent 
we plead mercy, nor pity her for ^ 
a helpless female, and continues to s 
Victory, alas! O Lord who rec ' p 
here on a serpent! Is this P r jp jl0l 
Alas, no more can she save her c , 
except through your grace. ' 

svemsiranb ■flajtggijs'T suitot fb n @ 

Oidot abiDsug, 2,1 ti> G, urev, ^ Ll » „ 
&mh 

3,C55iC!rarOT^I(n ) tnric;j^l(r> ) (y5*ii>-i3> 6 ^ . ^ 

loTtaaiGTraiLb ^mGiuOcin^G? 

0>n«uu> 0 ( 

Aho! The cool heavenly &' 1 ^j s a 
these red-lotus-like eyes s P |l ^‘J;iled 
radiance everywhere i " rnyl £lrum* 1 ’ 
heart. The lord Krishna, ^ ^ ^ 

appears with such a face befo r ,^ 3 ) 
this time to stay on forever. 

@©*(5) 'Si" OumiJJujiTsiJ Q<i>$ ctifyP 
gfjlfjj&thncmi) 2- w(?> ‘f 1 
${ rt )$b ^Jcricrai 

-■loU) & 

GH6IT3Tfb)(^Gll^; /Qj) 

Cp(fr)fhfh fr GrfilGiT>6TrQuifT(^lX» «Tlb^ lP 

Qnr>nrh,Q} ftii 

0>(fl)<5nfclTuj AlqljliGUn CuffW. 
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The Vedic seers, — gods on Earth, 
— offer worship to the Earth¬ 
measuring lord with proper chants from 
the Rig Vedas. We too, with deep regret 
for our sins and ourselves the sinners, 
came forward with that desire. But like 
late fruit pickers who have to be content 
to bite raw fruit, we must recite his 
names alone and be satisfied. (64) 


ff,rf)^jui51enenjT idcuit AOTSrsraflcar 

CleuOTrnjj GgGgrr a,(rrjioti> 
Oacfi(GujfT(T)l ffi—arTGfil 
s_sv*ii) ffTcucumb 

(yjjprpjib S—J)lipii)§3 iSltjnGsrniT 

a_fr>2)jui L£l641nrr>a assn 'ZQiii 

ffui)65HD a_cyaT^i€3Trr)Gsij. 


Her petal-soft fawn-like eyes stand ou 
in the crowd, with an intent gaz< 
broken by the flap of her ears, as i 
they were beholding and no 
beholding the feet of the lore 
tv ho swallowed and remade thi 
Lniverse. Those eyes with light ii 
them consume my soul. ( 65 ) 


a_OTJT«33Tngd a_rr>!^jAnga a_creriTGt|rryy, 

«T2,g>cnc3T Gnjn^ujr^,^^ 
ctotsi <£yij iflerfl(n,ui ^ujgucSW 

cuerfl, QJITS3T, 

icsot >S 1 , 43 uj cub Clu 0 ixms 3 i 

anaijgjjjjauj ^(ratoniTen 
theft r ^(n^cfilssvsinGujcaT a_uSln ^uSltfai. 

afiefilaGcrr. 

This girl is of excellence like the 
Vaikunta of the lord who is Earth, 
water, fire, air, and space. Her eves 
are like these lotus flowers that this 
sinner- self always loves to see, with 
such a radiance as can attract even 
Yogis who pursue consciousness 
without food or sleep. (66) 


s>ircfi)it|ti> Gsugijib, aujginh 

uguuco OcruOTTnrj) 

uS)G3T g,63T6THD ^GTIGYj, ^GOCY) UfTfflui_( 
^<9.giT5 ClafrjfD 
IDfT Gfilujd) l—|€TT 6JJCUCO LDfTgjGDGTT 

Gcufbj^c_(i) GaiV 

gjnefil Gu€T> 1_ ^OTT63TfT6TT £h<srinS>6TT 

^,UJ gjl&iDOTJTLDGuCg. 

She is like a beautiful swan from the 
hills of Venkatam, the abode of the 
lord Madhava, Govinda, the bird rider 
who slays Asuras. Her pefectly 
matching eyes easily win over lotuses, 
blue waterlilies, spears and fishes in 
their various ways. Her gaze is more 
than this soul can bear! f67l 


iDcumbCg, S^iP&fWtDnsneuu^, 

(oluiTGST S1Jmn67>&aju> 
HGuib Cari aeiupu urban a«m0 a_jt, 
Snibtfil; OurT0 ftLS ;> 

(glcoi a-reSluj enb Gu^mnOT sraTgl| 

Gnsug^aib ^OTsmuij! 

asurba™ airiGM cr^lii GWc6t 0 s,irir 

QdStT<riTGin(T>aGTT * 11 ITg,a «3 tC Qj . 

O Friend of excellence like the 
Vaikunta of the lord who strode the 
ocean-girdled Earth! The Konrai 
trees have sprouted buds, expecting 
your paramour’s return. But they 
have not yet (lowered into strings of 
fresh blooms over a canopy of leaves 
and branches! ox 


a™ OtbEu Gate crbrfild, a, 

a_G06TIjj,gj QcycuGurlOTl 
CumV hot a™, , ortraiso . 

LJQjGijf) ffTCU€Vmib 
■S" 6T!b 9 i aicnsa G.bu,u. rSliJnra, ai^enn 

6 f^0ClO? 

<n ’"" cpsu ®or(iP«n«vmiiri! su^jbCaw 
a-OT svianena^lmCu). 
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O Coiffure-breasted tender one! Do 
not worry about your bangles. The 
black bull called darkness, who fell 
to the radiance of the red bull called 
Sun, now limps back to fight again; 
it is only early evening. The lord 
accepted gift-sanctifying-water and 
took the whole Earth. Will he not 
grace you as well? (69) 

QJCff) 6 TT QjrriUS, <£F0><9>!Jg>g)| CT^J&GTT 

CD TGJTGUGOTT(T (tpi^ClDCD 

g>er>GTT GLirriu fbrgjrtlj g>cnn «^ib 

gl)ipfTUJ<5>0 CDCaTTCiJTTlX) UlUCDGU 

ffSlc^cncuaiarr ifils, djjbgj r^ncn, $raj3>£TT 

gx?r ri|l) j£l(T)5> Cl ID CD ID 

£_gdcttgd rrerr <fEf^j 0 Gvj 

^uSIgib 2 sil^ 5 >Cgtt. 

Since the time I desired the Tulasi on 
the crown of our lord who bears the 
sharp-edged discus, the ruthless day has 
been casting the yellow hue of paleness 
on me relentlessly, for months, years 
and aeons. Above it, this terrible night 
who entered to wipe me out, extends 
into a thousands aeons, alas! (70) 

a£HL^5bCTT <5M,LLJ, 2_CO(£) CJl^lb a_CWTL_rTCffT 
GTC3Tf$GUli>; t_lg>lD <ffc€MT0 , 
r§H,lSl <5>GTTfTlX» Uipib QJCTOTCTJTLD CTCCfTG<DfT)0 
^o 0 oCoj Q^rrcraT0 ^CSTCDCTT 
fbtnp ^cuGcnn- crcgT g)i ib; ^acvjiii 2_cnm_fTCffi 
CDCT3TCCTTLD GtffTC'UcSl IQ IT)J GTC^^JLD 
Ggj fTL^l ^CcTTn 1 2_CD (JO?IT CUD CD ID 

t^lXUDCDCJT (^ip^CSTrpCQi. 

O Sakhis! Seeing the dark Kala fruit, 
I did not say the lord swallowed 
the seven worlds age after age, but 
only said, “The sea has the Kala hue” 
On that account alone my mother 
says, “She is guilty, she spoke of the 
hue of the lord who swallowed the 
Earth”, and beats me. Tell me, 
what should I do? (71) 


(*,ip<£leSTiT) s,tii(2>cu *0tbia>n ^gyTjeiflcSr 
*05) gSlsreflibmuu 

Cufrifj^lOTrna ^1fbj*ctr ,^ii) iSt sxtotscttu_]id 

Gurry)*; gjy)<TujiDGu<T*Gii> 
g,(ryjiilsirrj) Orr,0a*>g,1 «J0 OjlBiuitui^CujS^ 
icrrsr>LD*0 Jgsjrrril 

ojiTy>^0c3TiT) ^gdGsurr euj>gj 

G^nssTrSlriip airrsSlujGa ? 

The tender Moon, come to break th e 
pitch darkness of the encircling gloon 1 
of night, also breaks my heart. Tlh s 
lonely self has a heart that yearns fo r 
the Tulasi flower alone. Is this the wa) 
it is going to be today? Alas, the enent) 
has emerged stronger. (72) 

cuncO GcucftfT f^GVJCM 2_<SU0 

OdlCTTf^l rfu<2)<<TT CT<»3TCpJ l ^ , 

unco ciSlcrar 5.gc9. 0*0 (Ap^ln loitcdgu, 

cd llu^O 

Cung^jiD _ it ^i_Gu tSlfjrain Qurn$ 6 ' ; 

gjip 

t5rrCu61c3T 2>Gy)5jCDLDG(5»ITCDrub 

ajcrrnibigjgjGcD ? 

The sky-cow with moon-udders pot 115 
moonlight-milk over the world ‘jj 
the late evening, giving strength to a 
but grief to this girl. Is this the wa? 
the golden-orbed discus-beari 11 -"’ 
lord, protector of the seven world 5, 
gives succour? Alas! (7^/ 

•SCTTrtiijgtfU) su0 £>Gniju um* 

$0 Q|j>0rsi * £ ^ JT 
GuennrVjgaib ^r^lcLjjrgjii) orrsuujib 
urrrcu 

£lenn^,0)i tDifjlgiQ, 

• C$y 

^CDCnj)^ 2. C8TJT <£)n)J u«5rjb G<9>63TfD<^> ( 

OJlTSgll 2— 

On a bed in the sea, with waves th^ 
rise and recede, the lord with Sri 
to sleep, then wakes up, swallows [ 
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■ o then holds a hill upside down 
UtU his cows. A soft tender breeze 
l ° a little of the fragrance from 

what a wonder. 

a *«■"*>- 9^ ^ lbM CTli 

s> Am Q«i©^ e5,cu OJ,t * <&**>&*'■ 

® iwr ' ’ 0srfl Si-iS'u 

C—*'* ^ ** Ud,efl . 

^ihlDfTCJT —^ UJ. UJ fTff 

7 

n Bright-faced Ladies with fish- 
Uke dart-sharp eyes, shot with bow- 
ke eyebrows to pierce through our 
s0 uls! Is your place of permanent 
residence the Vaikunta that devotees 
of the ocean-reclining lord prefer, 
or is it the Earth? ( 7 - s ) 

£gl_LO Gu ITUJ djlffljbgjl S-CU® 

^En^,a,rTO(i£TLpcv 2>CWt gjispfTuu 
aji_iis Gurrg)] ,g«n<s3TU4ii) ifit— C\jb©aGio! 

Clfiucti s\js!i^m5iC& 

«Sli-U> CuitsO sSliflgsu efiliuuGu - 

g£1uj«3t §rur>67iguSiOT 
0 ]L \ i> Gu*t0i Qidgu *s>y£ucu 

QcUGrin^ll^iftGGTT ? 

O Foolish Heart of mine, desiring the 
Tulasi-garland of the lord who rose and 
measured the Earth! While the big 
petals of the red lotus close, the little 
petals of the white lily open up by the 
Moon which spreads its moonlight 
poison everywhere, to take our white 
bangles. Is this surprising? (76) 

L9Gn<snsTT t ,gvjlDu qgk 

QdftlCafTGVj gHQSt ULL 
5>6Fob ‘ i<D& rpcffriru CTch(£j i (63T inncsncu, 
Q5>63T»jn6U g$eolbi6$)3> 


Ocuii Aemi Qgius, rj,ii sSlOTtGcOTmi 

iS<rnTOTTrrIT gjjgsndj gjanaRmu,, 
E>rais>«5>en UMicruD O&tidrojiTOT, Qij,^ 
Gg,rerar^ 

The twilight wife bemoans the death 
of her husband the noble king 
Sun in the bloody-red battlefied of 
the West, while the child Moon wails 
without consolation. The lord who 
devastated the Southern Lanka city 
Rama, the lord of celestials, comes io 
destroy our well being with his 

Tulasi-garland ally, alas! ( 77 ) 

3 >©Sluju> dC-mbpA, am*** 

£1®® C S mA gjjrasfl&g, 
cucilmiD QuejOHDonb wmi CWeugmb 

<SHi= 0 W; OTu > ai*>„ Gunc0 
OugoSluju) a-yjsSlj) 61, nenni, 4Sn<OT 

cyb&jipiiiij insunaCs, 

* U>L - »**, CumfilOT 

GsagisnsnGiu. 

Even Krishna the dark radiant 
mountain-like lord, does not have the 
compassion we seek, though he 
destroyed Narakasura, cut off the 
thousand strong arms of Banasura and 
had the strength to overcome all hi< 
detractors. My foolish heart left 
me seeking the lord’s blossoming 
1 ulasi garland. Alas, miseiy is all that 
I got in the process. ( 7 $^ 

Gsuacnsjr, CW&^rfl &ITCUWnOTi ^SlcoViCcromn 
L ,| JGu fQsyinr) 

E.BS.ot'cn, ©it ft>u> sfitug^u, 

©,a .)6 

u " a<5nOT “"!&*<- * uinb M 

ueil « rf| Glg,rT«jbT U 0 l?I5|li) 
^asmoiGuj Q a>nit851jni t saafin^snnflgjui 

. i 5*rfliuG,. 

The lord of the Vedas, the lord wearins 
a white thread, the lord worshipped 
by celestials, the lord of all, the lordles: 
one who swallows the Universe, th< 
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lord who straddled the Earth, the lord 

[? C }T % o 3 C °°r 1 Ser P ent bed in 

the deep Ocean of Milk, - lhoS e 

h° worship him thus are superior 
even to the gods. ( 79) 

r ” ft* CkriiC*** fa 

-b^rsh CWg* 

Loanjnjj U(T . 

Cu, ^C«! crib ^ gGa! ^^ 

£s>g>i 

^ ,Ga! ^ 

Extending the sceptre of his just rule 

lor a few days, - like the countless 
"gs of the Earth, - the Sun has 
disappeared. O, Mighty king who 
measured the Earth! O, King of the 
celestials! O, King of the domain of 
despair through separation! Grace us! 
terrible pall surrounds us. ( 80 ) 

a-31 £1 an n> &en,»*,*<* Ciosuon, 

r «j?itutSlsu(jrriLi @eii®ncnu 

UuqjA* d Q)I> 

Qusrta«i ?Wlil mAtunStk 

0 &n ^ cLuii 

Sllr XI • ^!) I - L GL|ii> (*,yi<DOT!5lsorr; 

aSJ^arpartcvj gsush 

€Tff| C^&fTCTT€nCCTJ. 

would appear that these ladies who 
surround her, not inquiring of the best 
ways to retrieve her, never really begot 
it r the hard way. They do not swathe 
her coiffure with the lord’s Tulasi, nor 
go circum-ambulating the Venkatam 
h| H. Alas, a burning love sickness is 
consuming her soul! (gj) 

C,lfl< ° Wt * a®B>-|bm£l s , gjaomgi Gan 
®-ftH 'Jisineufiurtiij 

Bitmap Q u(2)U)(ts j, 
affwasti; ifiawrQ 


crifl Qanctr <$,>> e ^0»rT<*T>d l - J '” iJ . 

cfilrfldj; Gorrt-j®!?<T-^Jg)jC<rurr cnOJinU) ItP-p ^ 
sfilenrfliuGft 4 

Like two radiant Suns r ‘ s ® n j> s 
once over the Udayagiri hill, the lor ^ 
eyes have begun to shine again- W1 
fire in them that burns me . a -r e \\ 
with the Asuras that fall into it- , 
me, O Sakhis! Is this what the g 
world desires? I 8 " 


sfilcnifla, Gibsh GtiC 31 ^ 

CiodClOTj) cyssinrfilc 0 

(tpcmflff, (gjgLomLj t 1 ? jj 

G1 jCT^GKI ^ ® l, 

tSljanoglieb O 1 D 6 V . 

cnibSUtD e '^ i ' s0 

amrflcrr Oo^Ccun ^Cuicr ^ 

■£& ai & ,@2> cti2 uj §!J* , 

Hearing the repeated curlew-sot* 11 - tS 
the Anril bird mingling ' v,t 1 a 
tender mate in the thorny nest 
Palm tree in the yard, this g ,r eS 
repeats the cloud-hued lord S n ‘ e jl 
tirelessly, ruining her health 
being. Is it only after she breaks 
completely that she will 1 1,1L /g3) 
salvation? I do not know. 

OT^UJgO fbCVj6uaiT«9,6T1 (dkipiTr^Jif^ci 1 ( 2 )tP u '=, 

©UJ IbGviGVjnn^gn <sr/?i 

.innig, 

C5n<5,UJ ^UfTOTT .^LpOftjGiran arblO^** 1 ^ ^ 
0>fTOT3Tl I ITGIT c 2 HCl>fTGH <n,< ^ n ^ 
GaDlDUJ CUCffUTCTTTfT! LDt^GtEJ 1 

4TT6jf-5iCin ^.j! 

° Dark Lord! My Gent! My ? * e ( 
My Emerald! I long to see yowling 
mind if it be in the midst of the ^ 
ci owds of good ladies surround'* 1 
or in the festivals conducted h) 1 s o*< 
seers, or anywhere else, wi' ^ 4 g4) 
golden discus and white conch- 
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«*** CUn*!© ©**© ' ^ **»' 
UJ ir«ra' l ' 5 ’ a ’ ^(HjCsnirS 1 CiP 1 -^ 

„. a > **«« “ > " ansu: 
< gyssv' u '° 2-Cu0 

. Cl0 t ^ u> 0 S> a ’ GlI ‘ ! ‘“BEU 
L0 rtssii' ,5 ’ ,9> * giuurrOTO gjGuwj'’ 

ri n u »0tC®! f 1 * ^ 

{TH l_ <fE iffc CO L» ID . 

_ T nrd who measured ihe Earth! 
S G Emcrald! O Nugget of gold, lord 
W,, , nee r! Like a monkey picking 
Wll 5°im P and throwing it away, the 
up • ckv has thrown away the 
CV u'n Sun into darkness. You are the 

Sle refuge for my lowly soul! (85) 

^ 9,»>g>& s? 1 *© ■ ftU) 6 u s>a' <? w<;on 

^uisjr Grtcuatfl eargiic 
ani 4, A cu$gl EEIOt ; > , (ipffiT aU!®l&© 
t^fhS ,IsTlUJ cSyf? fllilAlb 
|tfll ad'^' aluJ ' C 1 «>s*r» 0 «n» T u j s.(a 3 

JUS*®I <%UJ»<P «' 1 ® 1 ® nii ’ l* CTnc; , 

, 4a)1 elliu nnencst ^ 

G.?rt6u(?Stu i icyibi |(.n l -pi^T : 

Our lord the conch-and-discus-wielder 
rid the skull-bearing Siva of his curse 
In the lotus-born Brahma. Yet our lord 
was bound, beaten and made to weep 
By the cowherd-dame, for stealing 
butter. Alas, how shall I call and weep 
t0 him for refuge? ( 86 ) 

, jGuib' |id) ,rT y? CTllfTui ^|CTr$lgJjlh 

4,^*1 t ’ n U.>{V>gj| 

^nGvi'-h' ^ ifh'JQ'* (^J? $<ar»n 

,ai,rbJ(5i <$4fflP61i, f£l«7 

a ,eoA . I*ntgii .sw* cmQii g)£i 

isiT' cT)j u i th 

"<l 0®«u«uCa> fl^'-nnm, 1 nrd, 

O Lord Tirumal! This Tiru-like girl 
is abused by all for singing the glories 
of your strong Garuda bird, in the 
midst of the hoarse double-beaked 
Anril bird’s mating call, and the roar 


of he surrounding sea flowing ■ 
shallow salt pans. Is it proper fo 8 "° 
to bring her to this state? ( £j U 

iltSuiaco a_(rij ClO0 . ^ 

^uunjsfilnj Qjz _ . 

g£l(rr>U)ncu «©*«>** ® ^ " OT 

*?*©*! Acne, 

a:, ■ ^ajbeon £ 1 ^ 

in ' ,6u #«»»>* cw^, 

«"*C* ••(cifc , 

Lhe Mem mount resemhl . 

lord Tirumal's frame. The Sun 
over the mount resembl stlv.r "*!* 
radiant discus m the lordTlt d T Ul 

similar things, we p, mc 

his symbols alike with 7 nd 

overflowing with love. How cat'ri 

ever come upon us? 

•"<"> ® 6 ~. M 

a*-. 

® u ’®w" T an®ira 1 

<a Msjicn.o CTshdMia, 

«u* ^ l(W , gBi * 

<M*di a-w® *» 

*»“*» «6©«*d, 

ffiraveBCiQuMjeuCar ? 

The lord is the antidote for the venom 

o evil Karmas and manna for good 

deeds. He is the bridegroom of the 
goddess on the lotus. Without belit,li n£ 
himself, he grazed cows and protected 
them. Then in the yore he strode 
the Earth m two steps. Alas, when 
will we attain him? ^ 

ftoneouiGli uhgu u.«* t* 

0> Gin if) uS) C^T ft 60 , 

mnuj^yMb iliituiG<.«,a«a, 
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flsneuun g, iglanojcmaaiii. 

arranCangu (gipmb 

Quia Oyfl osani! Ganwsncu 
aciifl a^iiiacuCa- 

o Lord bearing a discus that wipes out 
Asuras! By the grace of worshipping 
your feet with my head, my heart is 
iet in you. Considering the wonder of 
my receiving such a conducive body 
an t e wonder of my receiving the 
fruits of my bodily endeavours, the 
ong aeons of waiting gone by seem 
tnv.ah (9Q) 

*©■%, S_n51 Qargl 

<5iffrrGLi6in65T, em^muii) (iprbipiib 
5?©^@!D Ou (3 sx.uSljbro rTCTTCDGJfT 

UJrTGlJoSllDfulQ 

r t Csucffjriq^ Q^coth) 

■flrSWGT.QT <5Hc06unc j )) ^ClUCTr 

GljB(0<aib GutryjTCuCg). 

The lord who came and stole butter 
rom i re rope-shelf, who swallowed the 
whole Universe in one gulp, and who 
went to Mabali as an adorable manikin 
and tricked him, alone is my heart’s 
desire. I shall not serve anyone else. (91) 

Cu * 2> eoli <@Wtuir ^rjAarr 

_ Gu(g,u> Lj^sldjaiij 

!bOT r b <kft crfl cmsu3, s , ( iT >S nngj nrarnjj 

jfjl 65TGff)OTT GfilsffjrCciraTrflT, 

2 ,nsh rQeuii Ca,niij fbg,, G&rnigcm.jglsJ, 

W"*!® osu aintbrfjlcu gxsrrrrji 
<M1COT &!J U> .spACUrtaj? erraiCn, cno^a, 
loneneuaju) o>iT«r>a ni |(; u) . 
The celestials prayed that you raze the 
city of Lanka island of the merciless 
Rakshasa, which you did by setting 
your foot on Earth in mortal form 
But do they ever worship you 
night and day, that they may be blest 
to see even a part of your many- 
splendoured beautiful frame? (92) 


<5,fT«r>CU, OoJluCuJlTfT)^ |p>L-0^ 

LDfrcyyco, ClcuujCujntfjT ul ctigd 

urrcL|Qja; a.sjsi© 1 ®' 

(?>i fTGJSGvj fJ>GU (CTjfTGiJTrfj) GiHfT) L I 

a.6TJi Cuirg,i , 

loncncu gjCvi gjnsfilcO Gancnermrr; fglGJiG 3 ™' 1 
csiLoauia^'^' 

The wicked ones of darkness that flee 10 
the morning before the Sun rises return 
in the evening when the Su fl 
sets, and crowd the Earth everyday- E ven 
seeing this, no one turns his thoughts ' 0 


the dark-hued lord, no one bathes m 


the 


wisdom-tank every morning, no 0llt ' 
wakes up inwardly and offers praise 
the lord Tirumal! Alas! 

CiTUDU LJlq G vXi Gjfl IL| LD QoZ,g > mD& ) ^ 
LD 

Climuuuii) ujrrcu a_sir (g® 10 

«W> ID SaT 11 

CTuuiq. aarn ^ iflansua,** ggC® ^ 

c T<iT ®J jS , 

-auut% ujrtgruio ClairsjrGa'sjT; e sa'» L ' n 

• Cctf * 

LD«i>E)| UJIT gjl 

Only the pure Vedic seers are f*' 
wear your excellent lotus-fee' 
their heads. Like a blind coW 0 
out to graze, with the herd f 1 
offered praise. What else can I s- 1 ) , 
my lowly self? 

JfT 5>"©)iD £>n t ^i > 0,Gin<9>u96\.i & 

r^uLiaferglih ,a>iOi i &&&* 


^ui^asnQijj | SH 

r^dil 1 $ 6 V) Oj ixirrrrjj ud 


u9" 


(^PG37G3tGiD ; ^ 


GiTIG3Tvj.ID » an*' 

ungjngyib urr>rf)l j^r^j|£jLb j, 

Cls**** 


G$0 G** 


iDn^rTcfilciriGjT, iSl<£| Gin Gil, &)(<+) iDni3 

Seeing every soul fall and fj 0 ^ afl d 
through repeated cycles of hj*' j oJ *d 
death in various bodies, th e 
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Tirumal, — benevolent as mother and 
father, — comes to our rescue and frees 
us before we get stuck in needless 
despair. I worship him. (95) 


dJQSrnij^u} gjCinrD&cn ucu ucu 

LD^l o95ifT)LJ fTOj 

£?lduj ib ucu ucu 

c^cinsu^cmcij Gg>rrrp) 
rSMORm&j^ib ucvj ucu ,^<£<£1 r^cir (\p<Tg>*£l 
UlJUtSi CiDGUfijgj^LU 

^OTTirhi^LD r^cjnGcTHTfctPtfj ^cucuniij! rf^foTn^ewi 

CcUliCOTA cri^cfiluuGcirr. 

O Lord without a peer! You made all 
these many modes of worship, you 
made all these conflicting schools of 
thought, and in each one of them you 
made all these many gods: and in all of 
v Cm ’ ' ou s P l eac f your peerless form, 
f y heart swells with love for you! (96) 


U0eugjli>, UL.0 

_ o, _ GTGncTT Gumij 

& ll ^> «jCT 3 Tg) ^OTjrQ GTCTT 5 >CU <^JCUCU 

■■'suw*,,* • <exp f 

' ‘ ‘ Q. 3 UJ Cl^fTGUCiT 

Scum° rd k , 1 0f 8 ° ds -o-hip , 
S?'^te the ancient lord,. 

love fill^ h" h ° l ]^ s beholdinghim u 
love f'Ued eyes Ye[ ; » h ; 

,| Ulk ' lhe y suffer the same pang- 

death S01 . nR t J lrOUgh re P ea «d bii 
‘ c y c *es through eternity. (9 

&l ® fllT U >K ’ fl «'(5u> ^cOsunaoi^ih 

„ j . _ G&m <J tQrir 

"*•"u,9 st fi * .„ #M „ drj 

. . @er>usGuiirii auja,,^ 

&CT ^ Qp*S 

n . a> ® fI 'Dnonh ClaciiC 

” <&S " e0 C1 «,cotC1 s 

S “*’ < * T C’rftgjHh temi Q ffnei(G 


The sleepless Munis who overcome 
the pangs of repeated births, and all 
others, worship the lord without a 
peer or superior, who is the lord of 
celestials too. But the wonder of his 
coming to steal butter is beyond their 
comprehension indeed! (98) 

ftoto Clancy <^t,uSlg)iib cifil $cnij 

Gncuuiib (ip 2)^1 kb 
CTGSTgjgjj sa_(fTjdJmij iStrjncyi, 

dhfl)i_i0»ib Garc 

QJfTC?T^,g,6UfTA@Lb GU CU fTjJ QIITA^LD , LDfT>^>J 

CTCUCVHT CTGUITft^jlb 

(CTjfTcsru iSlgitc^esr ^jcucurtGu, ^cucncu r^ncin 
^GTUTu rbcucugjiGcii. 

To the celestials in the sky, the mortals 
on Earth and to all others, here is 
what I know and declare: Other than 
the lord of knowledge, the lord who 
came as a boar and lifted the Earth, 
there is no god. If these words be 
fowl, let them be. (99) 

i£>cbeurri7 fbcfilcu (^(f^fLiT fb^rjrTgaT, ^l^rrjUjrTGU 

^l(Tf,U CuiT 

CUCUGUfTIT ^lq<£ ACTOTGrafl (dfc,lq UJ IDfTfpOT. 

cfilcaVfQ'iJTui iib 

Q^ffcu ^rr Q5,rT<^ni_ui6U ^|b 

cucucufTir c^ii^risgjfTn iS)ri>uq c^,ld 
G li ifTCUCUff Lorru-i cucjt C^rpnji 

^cttcttcu Qlj rrujiTj fQcu^Gg,. 

The lord Tirumal is worshipped by 
good devotees in Kurugur city. T his 
work of a hundred verses was sung 
by Maran Satakopan who wears the 
feet of those who recite his names as 
a garland around his neck. 1 hose 
who master it will never get stuck in 
the mysterious quagmire of 
miserable births. (* 0®) 

Alvar's lotus feet our refuge 
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Tiruvasiriyam of 
Nammalvar 


o.rr<flcsflGu. 


Invocation 




^rin • 0,!b&, 

^ fluju u " et&tmpv,* 

r* „ ^^aa^crKsna 

>a<*W OT u £1*,^,^ 

arrgrrffnOTT 

*" a «**» u.p.u.no* 

Praise relentlessly with a pure hean the 
V^kula-flower-garland-weanng Acharya 

Parankusa, Nammalvar, who graced the 
precious Vedic text of Asiriyappa that 
men may live despite the age of Kali. 

* * * 

j^ A ** *" w* 1 * ^(5>aai iSAa 

a,.itu uifl$ 

-¥>uii alit 

^ *' " ^^0>Sb u«;«n« Oasun^Oj 

^ u *© (ajOTjxi 

„ flu net;, 

ua* ^,£5)1 W'lq y,ran y, &aj „ 

'.'fiaiA) I I«u acuot ^sraflj,*! Cai.£| 
‘“""'Miit *«Atsraituu> floiuu, ifijgldQO 
uo«ia Gicofl ,/JIau uot.auu, 

sClCTian* *bjA*w#u ^rufilOT 

cSiujcrfl sj(5l, 

"®' «<l$ftliflci, ^mnaa,. 

4)s»ot. ^iuisji, £)&£)(,* .i&JojiV 
I ip a ci/^i «ncsra,C»,, n n 

f.lau-isiiA (^n^Ath onaClan^A 4), *, ft 
anir, CT .,, * Ib4i4 ®<rfiu ® xl(% &(IU(a ~ 
MW*l(j) ^MtniT.a GflSnmi;,I 

O Lord with lotus-red feet that strode 
the Eanh! Wearing the red clouds as 
vestments, the radiant Sun as a diadem 


the pleasing Moon on your person, an ^ 
stars spangled all over, with red c ° r ‘ 

lips, and green radiance-sprea irl ^ 

emerald mountains, you lie in the <j rn 
of the sealord, seemingly like one as eep 
wearing a yellow vestment, a cr °? 0 f 
and many golden jewels, the re 
your eyes and lips glowing, the g re<e 
of your body overpowering th e 
in the middle of the Ocean of h 1 ^ 
on a serpent with many hoods,) 
recline in deep sleep where all 1 
gods led by Siva, Brahma, and mj 
stand and offer worship- ^ 
without a peer or superior, ' vl !.\ 
lotus on your navel! 

ucm 0 ^nrr, & 

A' nu yjjt, a,n lDsr ,rj <£,(>)&&<£) <S* wttei> 
’ttji" E-uSlii a_^nj^Q $AACjb'f' 11 ' 

Anj,eii ^ciuSlcu sin | ir-rfi ^ 

■=H(JP3> Osusnsngj^nejn dlpuM 

&(*, Cli in^CiA, <SMonaCoii»it 
^t5)**l®JIT® li) 0 sfiluj 

&'u;ir>er>* inituinu Jtu^fljjiii 
<3P*jfilCls»inQ rj-.cij Q, 

ClAnciisu^i sisroisraiiCLDiT - Ofl>s-hs'Pf'“' „ 

^ ed 

The lord my father made and swall° ^ ^ 
the worlds. Those who dearly dt sl j. . , 
wear on their heads the flowers <’ ( 

lord s tinkling lotus feet, with l 0 ' 1 * s jjl 
consumes the soul, the sweet am J, 

delight that flows from his gl °0 i , 
will they ever, - will the clear thm 1 jt 
souls ever, — desire Moksha, eveb s 

comes with the wealth oi the 1 f 
dame, the strengih of abiding ^|j s ? 
and kingship over the three "‘".i) 
f hose who do, let them. 


:•*>!$uiSiG j Cl<EhirswTf*-,) -Irvyhl' 

fA/j65in^j & t qi Q,<r<mTf^(dh) ( 


GO 




db"**©' 14 
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Olduj Ourr) r^,i_rruj ClojUjQjii) ^pcutflaj 

(^•pS»cCj<n»G3T <^<£1, 5rl .IT Gfl<JTTfbJ(5) ^(JhGUgjgjJ 

cuCTrg ijcng ^1cr>g Cl u rrrj CIu^ttj gugdq 

Cl«J(fTjQjg, 

2-0li (ipOGU <spc\51 LOG'S! £>ffrf1lT 5>L_G^l UL 


<£MiJ5r 2 _l cvj gju Qjcng tfriprrjffjluj 

LOfTfl) QgjUJGUgjgjI ^m.iU6)ilT5>(5) @Gafl 

HjfTli) c£)4,CTTrr5>Cc\J. 

@€^5U4rhiQ5>rTCu aaii^lCg)rrrr)|, 2 Sijf! 

Gp>ffUCTC5> ? 

The supreme lord without a peer 
churned the deep Ocean of Milk 
with a thundrous roar that shook the 
mountains, using the king of snakes 
Vasuki, rolled over the mighty mountain 
Mandara. He has a radiant chest. He is 
the first-cause of the Trimurti. He rules 
over the worlds justly with great fame, 
» ls Wor shipped by the three Worlds, 
t east now, will we not be servants to 
is evotees, through age after age? (3) 


. .- <W 


* ,, UJ fT GU £tT> 

isrrre* C~« ( . 

—A* Qu^£ 

Cl,.,©so sgtA CTsucun 

'•‘•"<9 ypcnen nra„ 

(*P**orai nr.aClsmnQ ,, 

opn-ica.^ sfilnnsng.g, 

' I ' nUjA ®" <rt ' l<s " tiPaw ^h^Glu ? 

n nd^inT tdel t Ug ! whenallthe wor 
nd all the gods disappeared, the h 

lh , pr(oous ^ for a „ ,, 

xtsted, then sprouted a stalk and crea 

the four-faced firahma, then the lhl 

> Siva and the various gods \N 
we expenence the joy of relentles 
Praismg the wonder-lord, the lord w 

world° n | h,S n L Vd th ' U made al1 1 
orlds, through age after age? (, 


IDIT (jpg,GO CuCTgjJ GpJCrr^J 5>GS)ip£bj£] 

LOGtfjT (Lp^gjLD ^5>UU05>gjj, 

^jgwt 5.»_rr iq.u Gungj) g^gsti^j daisy st 

QseSg} 

rfjnC3T(Lp5>U M4>Gg>6TT QD n (5! Gfilujfbgil 2—GUUU, 
GUfTGOTGUfT (tpfinrT)(ip Griff) GUL^!ljI_ CljbiS® 
gjrTLDGcnija, 5>fT@ LDGVJITifj) 5»G3TnClG5inn0 

Gurriii gi_Gir>L_ujg l |Lb ^jUJ, n^rruSlfQj 

^liSlgib ldgvj iTfjjgjGjn cut, 

5>{bu&ft 5jfTGLJ UfDUGU c^GfflGJT, 

(JPIQ CgjITGTT ^uSlrjLD 5)«r>Lp£b5, 

C!rh)iQ.GuJITUJ5»(5) <^6UCUgi] ^UVUdG^n 2 _CuG5j ? 

O Ancient Lord! you rose into the sky 
wearing a crown that shone with the 
light of a thousand Suns, sporting a 
thousand arms like a forest of dense 
Kalpa trees, a face exuding charm, with 
coral lips and eyes resembling a dense 
thicket of lotuses. With one lotus- foot 
firmly on the Earth, with another foot 
straddling the worlds, you entered the 
world of Brahma where gods and 
celestials were filled with joy and 
wonder. Gods came in hordes and 
offered worship. Can the world 
becomes devotees of another god?(5) 

6£>C£>f fi-GwkltfJTgjl ^UJCoGgV 
prG3lGfT)fTCTT inCT>G33T (SlJffL-tq 

ljC3Tl_.2>j2)J . 

sl-G&tQi 2*- dNOTJbgjJ C^iTfLigii 

JQ_CV>(5) ^f«rflA(g)lb 

(ipgjGO 5>L- GLJGn l£ln)U, i_|Gm. u UCU 

.^nuifT cS^rf)! (o!<5siuGmi> ; £)G3Tn.£,i 

l ^CV'GVjr 51 cdlfTC 0 TnG<nUT CluiT(^,lb5j5> 5»ni_uv 
Cl5.rTgu6\i<un (^p^cua ^gv)G3J6^t (ipujgyio 
i^j6ir>G3Tiii Cl5UJ6ir>5>;^63n < ^jgsti j «^»gtt 1 
hillock) u>n lorruju i.S!rnGfi!iL 4 Gn i^ff<nu 
i igu iflrr innui^gjj fbGrf!lT^^(«5> , 

Alas, alas, the ways of the world! 
Leaving out the mother cow they bathe 
the newborn calf! Leaving aside the 
first-cause lord who made, 1 111 <?c . 
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dhafl 1 


swallowed, remade, and measured the 
Universe, thus protecting it at all times, 
they pick-up some unknown wayside 
godling for worship, and only display 
their small minds and big egos, ending in 
cruelty and wicked acts that give sweet 
pain, driving the trembling nervous soul 
further into depths of Karmic hell!(6) 


(iP0e« 0ib Garrsncu ©tip On> it iiJii> 
gear lArrrpcar Cu* sn nji- 

O Eager Heart! Worship and P r ‘ l ‘ St | t 0 f 
names of Maran Satakopan, Lord 
Kurugur amid fragrant nectar-dnpP ® 
groves, and make an effort to rec 
his poem. 


5)6lt1 (T LD^l 9 <9C3Tl_lijgplb 

2,«nfla gjeniDiueun a, emsucucpj) yi^cun 
loneuena a_cu*(ynb ujnsu^ii, 5|S ^ UL . 
■Stud., lift, £, thnaj, aun 
tocunr *i_it iSlrpajU) ilrSlgu 

S’© 

diauuu* agsgn ^cu @oncua 

CaiTij,^, cub 

C1u(2) ID IT LDirujenCDT ^MCUCUg)) 

S’© id it Qadjsmi) ujri>rpi a_cs>L.ujCiDfr 

ujitGid ? 

All the worlds without a single 
exception, all the souls and all the gods, 
including the crescent-headed Siva, the 
four-faced Brahma, and the radiant 
Indra, along with Earth, fire, water, 
air, space and the twin orbs, fitted into 
a small child’s stomach. The lord 
swallowed everything and lay sleeping 
on a fig leaf in the deluge waters. 
Knowing him as we do, will we ever 
serve another god? (7) 

Alvar's lotus feet our refuge 

Periya Tiruvandadi of 
Nammalvar 


Invocation 

(iP5>&l®2> ^ibtgiGs! (tpuj;b;51g, 

ciirruifTrj 6 »iU£A,$Gui- 95 , 3 , 


* * * 


ttpinjbrf)! cTnDiu^iyjj^ihP .1 

Qa,^ 

^ojnjQjcuaiii cribOiDrrfKl £ "£> u 

2jH ircir Qj5,ncni_<j> <KlerrcfiliiL|«i’ Ouir^^® 1 
y,ir«jTn) surejisraTOTT ...j c-.y. | 

O Hean surging forward with eagcrP^ 
Come join me in writing this P L ? L , , 
Together let us weave the glories® , g 
hue-of-Kaya-flowers-lord with 
string of passionate words lSSl !,\ 

from the tongue. ' 


MAjpCcuiub uifluGuiub; t_i.. 


^dupGcimib iDj§luCumb; iD^^ a * fTLl) . .. 

cribiacfnon^i 0 0 ^ 10 J 6 ^ T , 0 ^s t, , S<p*‘ - ■ 


mibia.ciunng^ ^icnsu. j 

O Adorable Lord with l° tuS *ffe, 
eyes! We may praise or not p ra 
we may blame or not blam e > , 
may revere or not revere, we , 
tevile or not revile. Prav do n °,A s e 
an g r y- Though we are sinners. 1 , 

are love-offerings, note! 


. jiu; 

.is'inucu ^jcstCIct) 5 ,cucu: gjanex ' 

@en«u CTcjrgi jjjfteneu ^rfjleuGeargy 11 * 1 j, 
jgenoi ^ . 

c "* ol,n 'v ««.LU M . §«© g’** ess "'?' es ,\ 

CT‘i3TC3JTft5o Cl«UlCT)UrTCOgjJ • 
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n Lord! I do not know what is good, 

°w is bad, what is what, and what ,s 
r'S not. And even if do, I cannot 

take out or 


retain anything on my ov, n. 


_ s *, &<& ' sws0su " e0 • 

tfT COO 1 tin 6T65TGJT 

^C\JU 

, ipar t is wedded to the lord, my 
^rk radiant Krishna, of ocean-like 
d f 0 r V .flood effulgence. Who in the 
or’ld is more celebrated than me? 
Come to think, can there be such a 
one other than me? (4) 

Qupff) *">u£Cuj, .SlrDU.S'sg) tbi^fh £ 
u.jjcnp'uti’ <sw.sun(2,ii> $ Cuilsuj - 

CTpCjDCuja 

mnuj! ion ld rtujGUCDcn iDfTOJ t (ipcncu cuniii 

§ <snii>ion! arnlQib dj£>£6* ? 

O Wonder Lord! You are the child¬ 
bearing mother, you are the birth- 
diving father, you are all the people 
spoken of. O Lord who drank the poison 
breast of the ogress! How wonderful 
are your ways! (5) 

fl»nilu* i&5>(2)$Cuj n? rfJlcaujrTGu ion 
ClDCafl 0»fTL.®$CujlT? ClOCU 2)H6TT - 
c^l r^Cuj rrcDLD 

C763T CTtfOTTOra^63TrTlL? <9>65 JT«StCc3t! 

f^ gyl 2_fjU .1 fTLLi 

C1C5T Cl<9LU§)fTffk> f uCt_fTU> UJfUD ? 

O Krishna! Will you only show us the 
way to your feet and disappear? Or will 
you show us your dark radiant frame as 
well? We do not know what lies ahead. 


Pray tell us what you intend. Whatever 
you do will surely affect us. ( 6 ) 

iuitGuj ^©tfSWarCumib ^ 

. ^klgjrflGsmir 

*&***"&>* . 

QaiiU>n ” ,a ©sir loniisfiley 

^Uiuur! $* UBwfcftJ ^ @U!ba 

o Lord with the lady of the lotus 
adorning your chest! O Lord who 
measured the Earth! My heart has 
already attained your feet. Al as 

sinners alone are still far away. $ 

^©©10 *su@u, Ofcfl*, tawC<|tifc; 

0 u &e>* **! ®g» st* ? Gu?T GU 
urtw.tfa! u* 

„ , °’ < ® !T «>"onsTM 

O Lord, sweet as ambrosia! You are too 
subtle to be seen by our sinner 

selves eyes. Nor do we know the clues 

by which to attain you. Yet our love for 
you swells. How come? Pray speak!(8) 

®"l ,A © d, “* CttJr,li> "*!Di CT*©) OjEursa, 
o-onris^) creh? 

2,10*© dwnm ami amt«, ^ OTncil . 

CTioa,© @*1 

lunangjjvb <SW,£IQ «,„«*, 

aiauT ^joaGa 

uiiT®ir@)iib 6 \b£lo, s>l 

? Hcartl When even his beloved ones 
find it difficult to approach him, what 
use our pleading, “We are your slaves” 
thus and thus piteously? Let anything 
happen to us, you keep on thinking 
about him. ^ 
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2>IT&J6Un FT4j>rjijj^leji Clo«u 

erilCi_n0 

f?(5> £>"Cucuit; sjiii ^(jcun ^cucuneu, - 
$ (5 ID HIT) (3j 

w"ii> <^yi? 6 dotto,s,u> ^n? ej uirsmb! 

!b«u Gjbig>Cff! 
tills. a_eni_Cujnii> 2 >rrip. 

The eight Vasus, the eleven Rudras, 
the twelve Adityas, the twin Asvins, - 
- being none of these, who are we to 
the lord? What is our worship to 
him.-' Alas, O Heart! We have only a 
boastful tongue. (10) 

JbmpncO ,$uorr (ipujcsirri sucu ,$*rt 0 ,s>cir @sjr 

a-ifilonij 

amipnGiicms, suoS)g,eu flat susSlCuj?- 

<$!,;p n 2> 

un^ii tg ; sungyio j£; jSmii> 

!§(«)Ui iQctijj 1^. 

You engaged a boastful Rakshasa in a 
battle and took his sweet life. Does this 
behove your valour?, — when you are 
the Earth, you are the sky, you are the 
wind, you are the fire, you are the 
water, and you are yourself as well! (11) 

& ^SffiCtQ <^yj> gtfujrtlcu djjjjsfiluLjnffln 

fQ«tir}i Ji_ip65in3niij; 

*'■ ,(t uj Clsnci>c6l ercjt? Ci jn 

CTC3Trrj|LD 

< * >f, ‘££>g>i gpaa OAncrrcnmn 

4iC3JT6JflG4Tfl)fTcj^ 
fhGFS Tl nui fill ip &>(&). 

(2 Heart! Have you not cast me into deep 
despair by your actions? What use dilating 
< >n t his? Go, you were never the one to 
heed even my best advice. Know that 
praising Krishna is the only good. (12) 

uitjtAOfltffQ if.nir)|(olrt,rtch ,^iCTg)i; ^iquinr 

Cgij CS3It 

i5;if>Ao,c,|ih cr.nriCu 1 ^.'us*’) • a 

e_ afrC, ? 


GTib 0&fT6S3i(^l ujireSr Gcucutl. 

CT63T 5>(,J jT(Ji oTT 

5,iX>Loncc Sinuf^l Cioofla sniij. 

O Lord! This is no breach of conduct. 
You could make an exception for 
your devotees, it is no great loss. I pray 
you, at least because we are your 
devotees, let our eyes see the radiance 
of your dark frame. (13) 

dtriurrcu a.rfliufrsT>«3T a_£sT gSurf^iurTgrTiij» 

Gjb(2>Ca! 

Gutunn (tpCTicuC)s>n0lg,g,nn Cuujn ^uj; - 
lUtlfl*? CufTliig, 
esnowi if).cr»fiDg ) gjj a^cyi 

^djlcrxnn 

UfTlbufTIT CUfTiLia. GDA J^iLl-CO l_irTITg>$. 

O Heart! The ogress knowingly put 
her breast to the dark one’s lips and was 
called an ogress. Who are you then? 
Knowing well that the sense-sensations 
are soul-consuming, you go on seeking 
them, — like extending one’s hand into 
a snake’s mouth. (14) 

«p" <n$rflg,n Qs^Cfl! gxiujau> 

ClJlTgjgj) U i5(^) Cl I0& 

gcuoncu; - t &£>& 

Qj\b CiDcafl^) A»n6n 6>i_Gu t ^nib <01 £>&l 

&ti>(lpGPl UJ 

(ol^ibCiDcafl A aGOT cjjcnn<surr n &h. 

O Heart! When the ocean rolls, the 
lord lies on it and lets the waves touch 
his feet and caress his frame, and even 
gives a look of love with his red 
dreamy eyes. Remove yourself from 
the path of self-destruction and 
praise the lord. There is no loss of 
identity.it is the obvious truth. (15) 

4tfh 6U t$l|bjbgii 4ln)iji ,nc0 sucnijn^j 
Cun sunuicar <^a,ns,a,nsC, Cutjncnn' - 
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_i£)y?2>S> y, 1 ® eT ^ 3M 
^rflCg ?- 

* ujmi ©H^®- 

CTamwg/ Lorc i! Even if you had 

° Be ? e ! 1 0 1 n exalted birth, grown up in 
not taken • peare d as a bachelor 

’ ulenC for a Should it have been 
.vconteforagt , ^ ^ £arth? 


op 


boy come^ uke lhe Earth?, 
, ou did embrace to your 
7 cwallow and remake on earlier 
a* 651 '. , n..„„ iell me that 11 


CWe51et ’ ®"» «*•»* •«*. 

■ O, . ^ffxFboCm' 

CTC^aSl us.su crorrong,, nuCui^o, - 


chest 

occasions 


convift' 


iced. 


Nothing wrong i n telling 
O innocent Heart! Night or davl u° U ’ 
interruption, at all times, the lord ff Ut 

‘5 Pray tell me that 1 may be j protection to the five against 

d (16) 'he mighty army of marauders You?' 

m > can see him, look' ’ oulo ° 

(19) 

«*». a.*. ^ 

*«»? M Cult'" 




^^uiirn CojOTUH 

Cs^ra'®''® sfilili-irgBlb 

s *®" b r . . 


u rt«rt «•••* CL ' ne °- _ 

g,mD u.i 


OI «n, rflw *"*• 

nenever devotees gather and petition 
to the lord, he gives them succour, even 
though he does not appear before 
and ifter that too. he doesn't 


CU " si,n © *-<*,** %■ 


«, itch 
Whenever 
to 


'Onerjfl 

‘I'D© 

^tUlCTl 


^KtBoia cw^ 

Aho this heart is sensitive! It blusb 
with shame at the , Ushl 

thougn ne cues uui 1 . llie very thoupl 

them; and after that too, he doesn’t 1 mention of touching (i 
speak to them. He wielded a bow and c ' U ‘"-'"‘kin-lord who took t| 
stood like a mountain, rolling the heads ‘ asa git. op 


SpCaK LO lilCUl. » ^ vvu.iut.u a anu 

stood like a mountain, rolling the heads 
of the Rakshasa, like boulders all 
around.(17) 

fciuiurtw n auii> at!5u>M 

fbnrin 5*6 

uinbuff*' ^uqcjaT^ ung a_jbiT)n^,u) • 

GafTihi ingjj 

, ico y ffrcu^ofTib i jl_ ncbl^g) 

C- C3i 

Qaitgu f> (^jCincu ujfTii ^ffjlcunrr? Q^tvcugu. 

O Undiminishing Seed that unfolds into 
all these variegated forms! You were 
bound bv a leash of rope that left a 
mark, then vou fought with a snake 
that left another mark erasing the 
pious one. And yet who realises your 

(18) 


prev- 

original form? Tell me. 


(2o; 

CW ® CW Ca!)niD( 

■ Ml* *-©CUU> urn 

a,«ftn manftuj,, 

*"* *-<$*“<*' »"* 

Then in the yore the dark-hued 1 „ 
extended his feet and covered the F,, 
and ocean in his stride. Today my he 
has fitted those feel into itself, to ensv 
that we do not enter hell. p j 

Ounjs ***«„* 

. j@}Gnjg>cr< 

toneunn grra, .og^C* 

C in cvi n c\ 
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. <ueo«filcnairiuniT sttlb ^ 
@©a@iD @lui airennrg, ' 

L He ad A °n able ' 0rd has enter ed my 

b art ;, AU *>' '7™ Karma-kings 
with their booty of wicked deeds 

have no place torest, and are spending 
s he,r days roaming and moaning w ilh 

( 22 ) 

fiaiatunniu^jQ^^, 

. GtalFfiSrCsSTOT: 

@o»OTaa ibiDcjr g,,™** . 

. . eniia 

Jb-ni *»# A 

_ _ • . Ib^^fTUUrTCJT 

* " • &B> * ™ ■-•fl**©* airdr 

o Heart! wha, I say may make yc 

swoon: Yama’s agents will unleash the 
Bmd? °V S and mangle us sorcl 

lord k° ° SeStrcngth;theall ' s «ir 

lord who is mother and father to a 

souls will not see this happen. ( 23 ) 
a"C OT a«rfla C*•*»*. ** 

. ^®''OUU^«T ^ i «T (rs 0 > 

^«na<Da,u(nT umflarCuja, ? 

The lord is self-made, without a pee 

or superior. Even his qualities tha 
others acquire are by his grace. Whei 
he wills it, the world goes awry, bu 
he sets it right too. Now who cat 
measure his glory? ^ ^ 

WW* CWmu; «!«*), a«n.a 

^unujaa, £l©&®si, ^Ca? 
'i>ar&a*nej «.idr ai«i. .«,«■* 

OjrfCcjTfTn 

®«na S.(i-fc(,«iT ftaCTicrarenfreo, uua,. 
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Let all do what they wish, is it possibly 
to judge and correct the vast won • 
On my part, I have freed my g°° 
heart of untold miseries, throb? 
Krishna’s grace. (25) 

ujngmb, ndr @c^v52> < °'s ,n lP^ ,< ^' l, !* 

anS**/"**^. 

a-TCgnb UJCSSCU^U) Lj SiSt 0,uiGun631'$> nG * fr 

<§'( 5 * U)n Cmcsfl mb 

<S4(2,GTT CTOTTgjjiii acrari rrcu 

My lord, a huge form of darkness. h-* s 
given us a staff called grace. My h cJ 
and I have agreed to use it to drive a" ,1 - 
evil Karmas into the forest a 11 
mountains. ( 26 ) 

tStut-ujirsu Uut (tp&Cgn? 

^enC^ 

ypiquj-rto ^(tnaa 

Clsfl ftjfeuari, anri, a 

a_cv5»ib swvw** 

dljMsoujirsu, £ ^sn^a &&&■ 

Is It the joy of striding the Earth w‘ l ' 
your feet?, or is it the joy of rneas 1111(1 
the sky with your crown?, — I d ° n , . 
know. O Ancient Lord! Aho. tn 
wonder in your face when M j 
stretched your jewelled feet a flt 

measured the Universe! ( 2 

c=H«srf.j) l rjjuj aejin anerawb <gy^ ujn< ^ t .. 

arm 2-(?7 al ' P 

.a>)CTrCfr), rT,n,j) Anc^nne^ (S)/rF,ULJ01 Gt|a 

"'^Cpgx 10 ' 

arTCTOTrT®, . 

a --K-fi>€y!n( J ,6537 C { < ■ 

The lord can never be seen bv these e. 
hut that is only now. When the if 1 
e >'e called hean contemplates on his 0 
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and realises him, these eyes will also begin 
to see our discus-lord’s dark form. (28) 

£L_OT3Tfj ewrflujCeaT ClseiiCGu 

g^l^JfTLU CTjT,e31g,? - 

a_6T3T1J2, 

/gjGiJTA(Aj CTG^lujn CTcLl £TTQj n , ^ ffij 

<£NSTTC1J63T ^tjCSTlTCU, 

CTG3TA(Aj dClflujCST (TTii> OU(TVjLDrT63T, <gJnhJ(A). 

The lord my father wears a sprightly 
Tulasi garland. Can anyone understand 
him fully? The more humble one is, 
the more one understands his glory. He 
comes to me with ease. (29) 

^fti(»),@cue!iaj CiffiBiQGunsu ; 

glg3T gTi qni_m 

O-9r*jiCTRJT inrrco g» cncfliQ 1 - 

r^l G d> f 

lDu * cu cvjot sirojnn 

j&fhb 

•»“* '’©‘Oug,, sSw<*C.rm 

My heart is too small to contain my 
adorable red-eved lord’s glory. Hence 
no onger can my past Karntas sit 
ler e i e old. Rather than stand in a 
corner and cringe, let them find their 
w ay out and leave. (3 0) 

c^£5H_,GuniDrTuj t oicvj6fl«r>«n«yiu^> 
4gnu unreal, 

AjfTfTJjtb ^^CcSTtUD -Al£>COA 
(Oyi ACTS Q&ntjjiQ 

^cyr^j 

0}< f^i Ai_isr>cv> Cifiiumt fbmOtfSy. 

The lord who reclines in the deep ocean, 
danced with pots on his head and 
all around, jubilantly. Knowing his 
power to end our Karmas, as well as 
his beauty, we have become his foot¬ 
print and his shadow. (31) 

g)iDAi£) <£MK)CT>U» CtfiiSrn^Gunn 

**-» u> fl &, n or n n 

Alda,A) «^nq.«m/> Qauj crcanpircu OAiijutngj;- 
CT3DA(A) crcarmj 


srtu, Cl«iu4ii> ^cfilsnsstaCs, 

aj-iu. CU.ua*, ^ ? 

Damodara, the lord who was leashed 
to a mortar, is pleased with servitude 
Bu, the hean ,, „ ot the „„ ( 

b “ Karims claiming “I S 

own". In such a ^ "? 

that we can do 5 nat s lt 

(32) 

S> “ S «**•• M. 

Cas,u>n 

na) 

The lord with hie ,4- 

As»«whomake„„S"™'" C ' S > 1 '' 

.hem*l ra . Evc „ k om,p 

gives immense joy Why rh i 1,tt,e 

"oe approach 

l>n(U ^ 5 U ^«u amib 

-CO 4B«*, ^ 

**“■** a* •**» *££."* 

o Lord of deep-ocean hue' O Fi 
Lord! O Means for the dest r, F St 
our ^go-old Karmas! We have h U ° j °'- 
yo»r glorious form rechniL u° f 
MUk Ocean. Because 5 
Attain you, my feet falter, my hean 

faints, my eyes roll, alas! ’ 

— Qm * 


709 







the sacred book / Divya Prabandham 


Hie lord in standing, sitting, reclining 
nd striding postures never cares to 
rest, never leaves my heart. Then in 
e yore, he came with beautiful hands 
and strong nails, stopped Hiranya’s 
mouth and tore his chest. Is he not 

loving towards us? ^ 


ever y moment about the sweet garland 
lord, even if it be derisively about hi-| 
hardships with the cowherd dame. P®' 

iSlcnipaa, ymjsjrCBirGiDrr, 

5>^ng><g>0 ld gjipmL lomTcudr 


aioian 

^ ^ot ^ @JnGg)) . 

■SmsuCot CTSJr . q n. <S,5 ' JsiT 

S> t, g,<nM s&] acraicinngjio.Co, 

■Sia,C ot eicCarg^b &}>£<*>. 

Seeing his multitudinous forms, as 
' h he there, the he here, the he 
betwixt and the he in the sky, do not 
gel confused. Know the Krishna alone 

Pervades all, and worship him. He will 

appear in all the forms you desire. (36) 


c^canp^gi] 6p>0 5,fT6U 

Cutruj, a_._,^niji£) Q U rrc61uj^ 0&> 

euniu a_u«,irgii) c^rnuUM 1 

O Heart! Calling the Tulasi-ga«' lancl 
lord just once, did we then go to set's 
him in Vaikunta? Have we not stayed o 
here and used every opportunity to p* Jl '*’ ” 

his glory? Tell me. ' P 9 ) 

sufniiCjGujrT epuu usrbrru 

surr Cl2>(S> Ca! 

Gu ^u Cuirsj.0.1 GW g^eO y,sS lCuj6V ’ r 


^ ' ?&EU 

rbnC, D a* ^ Guja(b ae . 

y, Cuhu 

IJ 5 Sl».a *in asil IT gjjpauj uj najTC51g 


<Slg>l *oCm ^lOTurro'j 

o Good Heart! To have pr 
understanding is a rare thing; w 
fortunate to have it. Be firm and p 
wnh love the adorable lord who s 
ce-humming Tulasi flower garland 


^<nr>if.o,,a),i Qu^g,, a gotC, -^grTuSIcO, 

Sia.0C<j! 

Cl.irr^gjib? ^ 

S,4Ku ‘ % uSI ®' li 0npnuj .oh^otCu, 
CurflCuj CunAanuj .Siwr.ij,, 

o Heart! Come to think, do we have 
sufficient tune for praising him? Speak 


gu LJ<*° 

Cuiua, anaj sLuStii urreu s _«si T (5 1 ' 

wTOjaanensn oinyiaCa otoSI. 

Come, O Heart! There is no better 
oppurtunity than this. Do not cast i« e 
into hell again and again. Better pra |St 
the lord who sucked the ogress’ bn? 1151 

and her life with it. 

CTCn paths’ 

U>«V <v ' lt 

OTfc^iu (ipm P^,'iqu, eunfbi^Q -OTfc'Slu., & C '^ T 
oli ihot ,£yj)la, onauinsvi i |«m 

^cnnC^- 

us! * 2' l7 ®w tgljb©!!. &u urnr. 

O Strong One! The wrestlers though 1 
they were strong, but you, — W ‘ C 1 
' riur beautiful discus-bearing hands, 
rolled their strong heads and destt'O) e> - 
them. Now the world can l‘* 
undisturbed lor many years. P 
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.rn s-crJf 1 - 


.rrcsr; un* 




nan: unn 


unn 


< at,suiTgU u 


un " «&r eT, 2>S>' Tc5rT J 

j, ypcar ucm_a>2■' , “ , OOTTurjnGu;- 

urrn (g)i_ii> 

jj g,nat ^ @ L - Cl0? 

LDfT)Q tn 

^ S " CU - 

They say. the lord who swallowed the 
‘ V in d remade it, lifted it and 
E ,red h is also the lord who made 
Earth and space in the beginmng. If 
he lord is himself the Earth .and space as 
,, w ho else can be our refuge? It is 

”t^ k '" mk “° ,hcr - 1421 

_n t -uiua> (TTCM fglsnCTTjjgj) f'M -nCcu 




I ^3$ tju^cir g,<fiJ£n . 


ftCT.SU 

n -rfbfy i - Jjf1 1=1 »sumj>ftftnftnrfft(^ 

S>. CTjnGl n 

,OSS'S, Ojjuicnn ioni«,($u> e>i«r>*? 

The lord ends the despairs of gods who 
come to him seeking refuge. For those 
who do not hold him firmly in their 
hearts and offer worship, is there 
any way to free themselves of their 
minds' agonies? (43) 

eu enth (lonn^Q, tb&j rTjn Ul 

cuniLjii) 

©a- ej r ’u'ig>l '^;C ' 

,on«'C'5, S, n ii' siinjpgj^ftgy ,ii; 

cSiottCit) 

Cu>ot->c\j§> g>iub cSIotiott'? 

Even if the good heart with its faculty 
for feeling and the tongue with its faculty 
of speech do not themselves engage 
in the lord’s praise on their own, those 
who make no effort to praise the lord 
accrue further Karmas by it. (44) 

s^c^CBTuinn 3>0 («puj^jij) s^Guir>oniiiCT'ut 

^ gjp gjt oj n ii> »»lj ib VoldcCGu 

$ 63»631 U.t fl 


eunoa S >&-TCU ejjbflCercj, ^rtGcrnn 

. _ ©onnjffita.j, 

******"« S>un« ,»,**** ^ * 
Fearing the travails that Karntas 

watt to heap, I have worshipped^ 

lord--whom celestials praise and 

worship, with my poems, without 
swerving even an iota from ms- 

path of devotion 

(45) 

B,Wi, “ , ®‘ b SAitmmCu, 

*” ^ i; Cw c s ^E a 

S ^*’ Q 2>1SA,! ! £lE' ,UUa!D ® 

This is the substance of „,U 
speak, dav after day Then i Eat We 

with adorable 

refuge.HeisourprotSrSS 1 

c.ts, into terrible hell. 

Contemplate him , t! 

(46) 

9thjoi 

n . » „ @0uuA CTcjrCm 

rt.lCir.OTTO,;©, cum Gsiiotstl „ ,£. Grt,Cr, 

™ itTGij Si~AG»n«? , orC ^ t 

oWgjj Aft cry in 

e ' eu ^mch^u, e.cirt;, „ CTU)A(?> ., ^ 

o Lord adorable! You need have no fear 
that men who contemplate you mav come 
asking tor favours. How many can 
contemplate and praise you directly* 
\\ here are they? Certainly, do l have 
the least nit ol such «t desire? (47) 

sriDft^ Utmh dflwi sj_^ lDft| 

. dill 6S>L 

Siasuifi^^Ga,^: ^ 

"ft© 1 ^ ^OTUOCI OuneSligo, 
Uurcsr Cansrfl amncOTTmit, Osum CairCgl 

stSl flip s2—i Got, 

lolancSijBitOTTOTTCu, cVeMtgi. 
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l? r the Sa ^ e of ihe slender-armed 
Nappmnai the lord killed seven mighty 
halls at once. Contemplating him, 
we nave sought the home of Vaikunta, 
higher than the highest heavens. Is 
that not fit and proper? /4 m 


Subduing the anger of the wicked 
five senses who rule the Heart’ 
contemplating on the feel of the 
Tulasi garland-wearing lord with J 
steady mind, the life given to nob e 
ones is graceful. (51/ 


UAratauA r, umcu euwg jb „^ > 

SN-D-iu up*! * qdr aSBMMwi, 
<fJiC7JTL_ r^fTcn, 
*-©‘ U,b *"^< 10 ) 0 . ^Q u 

m <9iQU7GiWTCJTnfT 

Ju " ®“© CTldT Sl CTibosuiu 

Whenever I see the dark clouds, or th 
dark mountains, or the deep ocean, o 
the dark night, or the bee-hummin| 
Kaya flower, or anything else of darl 
tue, my heart leaves me and flie 
out, saying, “This is Krishna’s gloriou 
f0rm ' (49) 


pdrg, 

iSIottGctt 

IbgiJ nb^GinGCTujrrrr ^ldgthd- 

M ^(fTjajrrcvj, 

***& CTOTT ®^*'nT,^2,C 5> rr! sueSICaGW^ 
ion autriii iSlernggrrir insiub? 

Not once does the lord take pity on his 
devotees, — who sacrifice everything 
and run after him heedless of any other 
thought, — and inquire, “Oh, Oh!” 
Alas, does the lord who ripped the 
horse’s jaws have such a hard heart? (50) 


' Da " h 5?" ga* @suu,uA - 

LD CD LD.5 

41oni) iDtrrirsfil^ g,fr ZbH^ . 

LJGBTli) ClDlU 

®‘* 1 gJiprrujrrffl, 

oicrsTgdipnu) ifrjnna.g, ujiroraiq? 


LDncraT <£M£b£>nGji.0j '-TOT 11 

LOrruJOJGtr tblSr 5 * 

aEicrjT unsfitagj sL_raju_tTwTgji ep’’ 2-(H) a “f' 
Arrsiinuii^ 9 10 

asirar UKTjg, ^.-jrg, o>i tots’ 2-9"’ 

/rrugOJitgi 1 

S— CjWtto.Joi , GUITiu <3>nffjT E_0jC»afT ' 

Then in the yore the lord came as ‘ l 
manikin and begged for land: 1C * 
drank the poison of the ogress’ bieas 1 
with relish. My eyes crave to see h lS 
adorable form, and sec nothing els e ’ 
My tongue seeks to taste his name*’ 
nothing else. (52) 

fp>G3T^J 2__6OTT^ Q>ff f^)<9,cjjTLDfT€VJ ! U-f f 1 ^ 7 
a_ 6 iT>gul Igj • £7TT 

CTGir Qaiijsiisit CTrarCn) |§> ~& 6 ^, 

«n«U(g,ii> b,io iDir)0J 

$ 

oriciJg ) £ > 5,ub fTsjrgi ^(rjjigjio ei/neir? 

O Adorable lord of red eyes! I ha's’ 
something to say. You are always ketT 
to do something for your devotees, o" 
even the Vaikunta experience you 0 e ^ 
cannot be any sweeter than the joy ® 
contemplating your glories. (5 - 

GUfrCcaTn Lotfjl auCcvn, iurrtrhigjCuia/ 

arrCsnn 6^(j)(bj^ln)rpja, B,ahsru^'^> lDne0 
SO,* 

arargi a_iuij, gmi> CT{5l(j,gj <mtuj 

girsn u esSi>^'" P 
giujsng ^<51,! lD0c&)0 . 

We offered worship at the feet of 1 
lord who threw a calf against a woo ^ 
apple tree and felled its fruits. Lo- 
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our terrible miseries have left us 
without a trace. Wonder where 
they went?, — into the sky, or into 
the ocean, or into the winds, or into 
the fire! ( 54 ) 


Cinngjii' inettW 

£b rT <3> 6iT> 6o3T UJ ff (1 

to^tbiG* ciifj ^iflujGirgiiib - 

1110*0 ftOOTcumh <mjQijfT(iggj 6 ; 

SL_cff£rmGO 

LDQ 7 #, dhGllGyiCV ^ IT ill LJ IT IT < 5 U . 

The lord reclines on a diademed serpent 
in the wave-lapping ocean. He cannot 
come to us. But we can see him well in 
our hearts at all times, and be relieved 
of worries. fSSl 


^^1 t£Mj0J 6£>63TfT)J UJ fTCVJ; GUnyJC 

@€3fl«2>rT6u; CTCuGgu! 

^Eu 6J)061l«rT H5»rT6UfTp - 2_0 

LDfTO^jlb 

i^jUJQjiT Q)fTUj C^UJGUIT gjITlb 2_CU*L 

lrv §>nuj€un - A,rrib, 

uj «jii ami airCQib eui£l. 

1 here U 

new Hf e "° Wa >' to relurn - Aho, th 
ca ‘ SWeet! The lord afar wh 
who a ^°wherd lad, the wonder lor 
p a th of r °f li heEarth - shows the eas 

what a w C , d ° m from rebirth. Ah< 
M nal a bonder! ( 56 ) 

1 L0nfT)n)rTGG3TfT 

^ fflAO**© Gutrt 

*iPag)l <mb) 0 iii 
' @>-ibJasfi ujj^l u)cu(T 6 u Clsusnsm 


, 2>JT65T £S6TT , 

QMr ^" a| ■SI L -i^a loniirsvi ioir«u. 

T? Heart! 7 he lord pressed the violent 
sura Hiranya to his lap and tore 
apait his chest, making his blood and 
S°re tlow into pools of vortex 
everywhere. Will he not also rid us of 
e teirible Karmas that stand 
oetween us and him? (S 7 l 


LDrrC g\j! ui»s Cair<9! iornf)Ctr;£u gtofl; 2_Gjrg,| 
urrCcu GufTfiu Officii - 

ClDGUfTcil, 

iSln^ULI g§OTOTHO Cll IITITIj 

0iriGiD6iJCu 

1 Djr)UL| jgjcjrtsnia ujnrii C&jGjr0)ib uinQ. 

Adorable lord! Never again must 
you remove you radiant frame from 
my heart. I have grown to love your 
glory flood, sweet as milk. I seek, — 
not the freedom from rebirth, 
continuous sendee at your feet, — but 
only that I may never forget you. (58) 

uinCi_ GUijuCluiruajgiTib CTcirGjn 

GU6ue6lGir>e5TajrTiT 
*iTL-rTCspjii> <2H^j>rTGpjtb Gr>.*5,Q ( 9»rTCTTcrTrTrr - 

asiGi_ Cuniiiu 

Gl j A rfljjgi) $«ng* acmcusn^ib 

Gugrrstrcjr 

Gull 'gy&G GuiVrbgj. 

The lord reclines on a serpent in 
the middle of the ocean lapped by 
splashing waves. Even as we think of 
him, our terrible Karmas leave us, but 
they do not go away to the forest or 
elsewhere. They remain close by, so 
that they can enter again. (59) 

Cuirnsgii £j>«jirr)j G^nAangg JTl<sir 

rf)1 fT) u rriLi ,f£Uv>curTuu rruj 
rriTiT> gjiipmu ioau-icar>iswGui ; 6TG3T Orf^C#! - 
CulTji>gjJ CTfW(£jLD 
OjgjfTGUGinCU ion (oIgULD rF> GVJ CtfrjITlDGU 
5»ITUU^,fT)(2) 

^cOtancu lorrjGfDfriT ^Ginrn. 

O Heart! Without shifting your 
attention to anything else, go on 
contemplating the sweet Tulasi 
garland lord if you will, or leave, if you 
will not. But know that there is no 
other god who can ensure your 
protection against the terrible 
miseries of hell. (60) 
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@OT!D (ipsnBujnar inerar 

<§HGTT!b2, ^ jj rv,rT€n 

iOGTwd Qpcr>rr)ujfTGvj QjrTcjr £,m_iT & , - 

(LpCD^^ipCJjjpu^Gyr 

S> n gD <@«v© y 4 > Qacrflaancu ^si-swiGg) 

<2)fTip C^^rLOlSlcjT , 

tSg,i gjeuiflg, a,rtsir < 9 L_s. ( g ) a 1 ,£«jt? 

When the lord extended his foot into 
the sky, the stars below looked like 
myriads of pollen-dusted flowers 
strewn by the gods in hordes who 
came and offered worship with 
proper chants. 

ii)«3T CTorgai auuSIcO Cleuj^i 

dcuchofl Csiiiu, 

CTOTguo, Gftgl 

0«m_«,00, -shot egiT 

lorajfld, aiubL4 Cuitgu (gliSInjjg,, IDe fin 

c^GTTJTj^jndn JjI^jACTT 

iSlcrefls>0 dyi> Q U 0 1005,^,1 6)01. 

The stars became the spokes, the 
planets became the frills, the sky 
became the umbrella, the lord himself 
grew and became its stick, when the 
manikin lord measured the Earth. He 
is also the medicine for all our 
sicknesses. ^ 2 ) 

cSIcir ambp ((h>6j A 

Cl IftfbgjiLfj Gunuj, 

OJ53T $er>ij.9.s,«n Qjj,^ ^OTnareijba, 

QjrrajCiniD^jfJjg,- ^OTirrji 
^|0S QoiUuj Cjj./Jujirmi £ 

u(fV,<? OtfGfliui-b rr-rr^ , , q g, 

The dark lightning cloud came 
rushing, like the bow-wielder lord who 
cut olf the ears and nose of the terrible 
Rakshasi, then blown by an opposite 
wind receded, like the discus lord 
retiring into his sea abode again.(63) 

uircfiluuA ^y0«6, 
a. ricnncv'j g>0 npcjrnjj Cwn^tb .njA slip 

r2X OTlT}j 


uj g>rrsm gjt ncnc^l^ siirruu 

Gr>0j£>fT6crr Qg,nipnCffii <£bG\jfbg>J ? 

If the gods had realised the transcench 
lord in the Avataras of Rama 
he pierced seven trees, and K rl ® | j£ 
when he tore apart the beaks r» ^ 
bird-Asura Baka, would they not a. 
offered flower worship with 0 , 
hands thrice a day? 

c ^ 

a6u 0>gD £,«Slo(ii jaiujODU. 0* 

LDcuriio, ^u^a>3)i unnuLinsji -sSlcu'si® 60 ^ 
Qo>fT60 u}ireir>ct>& 


Clsnsu iBn«r>6u, eTuGunyjgjja 1 IS 1 *® . 

O, The mountain-like ado r ‘^ j s 
lord Kesava, Narayana, Nlao a '^Je 
ever readv to destroy the t err 
Karmas that torment us. ^ ° u ( 

O Heart!, — forever AA° re ^ 
with song garlands. 

• A ^ 

01-L.nu.i Gjjiflujirffyr. Gg,TCu &\<S a,e ''' 

ajirilGi- gjiujii 


Qa(tgt 5I(_ ^hiipiraj 

Q&& 


ra i5. 


rruu; OflirsarGsntci* 1 

0 Heart! Learn who the '° r . cll s 
I will tell you. He has a sharp a e d 
be is the wonder lord who is 

the terrible Rakshasa Ravan* 1 
the substance of the Vedas. 1 h v /^) 
cool Tulasi garland. 

^tp^ 

jit ff, trip rrji cn utp nj\ <a»* 

a_CV<*<*" - 

„ .» . cvigSi^a 

r^w&i'p^'n t» 1' 'n,rT l <rr <r* G[(b{P 

t?- 1 ? 

10 <5OT1 jiirj ^CTlG«,S31 

a«(^a.;>Dc yf £ 

■ _ «,JU' 

ACTOTtjffiTTGjn jjfTGn 
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O Foolish Heart! If you desire 
the world of celestials thinking there 
ies the best, that is no exalted goal 
A you remain on Earth and 

rule! th at ' s ° nly lea f" \° 

praise Krishna’s feet. (67) 

rt.cm63T 5>l—LD 67>SU(5>!b2> €Djrt63T 

2 ,n 0 u> 

ije0 rttoau 67 ■ 

L| Ggugucu 

Q $ 9 ^ a' f ''U nc3T a_«"<-|<S>!i> 3 >i 

i^r^j^,(TdrT 

a - ^^TCTr^, ® , 

The supreme lord of dark hue has 
entered my lowly heart, never to leave. 
Wonder if his mountain abode, ocean 
tbodc, sky abode, and Vaikunta 
tbode have become desolate wastelands! 

• .1 //_ o\ 


What a pity 1 - 


( 68 ) 


/I eujbtb ^uj, QjeuGfil6in63Tuin 

^tjCiiarr 

^Lpdj> ld ilcJi.ej€JJ«JiTEb ^cirrCrD, 

(r»)LD rrco 

-9»t 6JD€Ei SL-Cn Oi_jnv£lrj> ; 2} 

£SOTT6sn<jtf» 

^0,(0) «%‘i.C'aeiiCsu ait-rra,^? 

Ivly terrible Karmas have become red in 
their eyes and strained; they have lost 
their faces. The stronger Tirumal, — 
ocean of goodness, — has entered ntv 
heart. Now who can oppress me? (69) 

JJ,, It Cl Irrcn (ip«ruinsr«ji. .SW.uSlrnh Ci inTOrwn. 
#1 „ Claitat n .. it <s>yPuiitej>cn, ^g, it 

Oi Iq. It| lb 

ion^n ctott^i a. drCcrr 

wffgn u " ,c e> ® ssf ' ? 

The lord with a golden crown, the lord 
with a thousand names, the lord who 
wields a radiant discus, is my mother 


rl7 1 k- him inside me- 
he ends my despair. Now come uT 
may, what can happen? (/ |j at 

®‘ rf) ci “©«hd, Buj mn* 

a-sntjuua, ctcitConO 

“ ®"* -out, 

tiP^aar^ir ws6 . 

Siva with Ganga in his mat ha’ 
occupies a corner in your * ha ‘ r ’ 
Brahma seated on a lotuJhas’hisT 0 - 1 

I sty to praise your g?™,’ " h p C “ 

*** <**„*»„, ^zz 0 ” 

Man @0,0 atrujcnipuSlsj, '^ cttC E' 

dlTh); ;^ n -7 n '-s foremost oi 
from,’“ lh " h rtt originated 
ne one first-cause. O First-can^ 

r a ‘ 0nJ with Siv » on your person' 
Does not the radiant lotus of Brahma 

too originate in you? ( 7 ,^‘ 

y,ansm 4 a», 

^ ,Dai " CTsi, & - HNfiCu.d, 

^ ^Ca, 


crciiamib a^Ca, crsfrg,. 

Whenever I see the Puvai fl 
the Kaya flower, the blue lotu 
the red lotus, my frail lowly 
rejoices saving, “Aho, these, 
the lord’s hues!” 
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dham 


sTffltgji ©©Siren spjflujrtonu, 

@!I!b 2 >nei) 

ff^EUii) @!Miiairrr; a_ 0A **£,_** - 

(gjffiTTQj 

0gt>l. ^(h ^ Stndj^ C5,rT€ijGocrTn«T; 

Cl rb0G^! 

i_|67)l_ g>fT6OT QurflQg, qcfi|. 

Everyday without fail, I offer worship 
but the cowherd lord who lifted a 
mountain to protect the cows does not 
come, he has no pity. O Heart! does 
the Earth extend only on one side? 

(74) 

Mrflutm eSW Ml h ^ & ^ 

CT86Me5T *“# M(SSg>l er* *_*„„*; . 

c5(cSIgi| @sair§l 
uj^ Quiflujei, £Q u rfW ttAusa® 

ujniT (SMfSlojnn? 

asscji u0(£j CfbLSlujrnij s_di|^TT). 

o Lord wielding a discus that minces 
flesh The Earth-world and the sky- 
world are within you. You have 
entered into me through my ears, 
quietly without my knowing. Am I 
bigger than you or are you bieeer than 

me? Who knows this? Tell me. (75) 

UL.COli) 

sStrten 60^0,15)1 arirancn Qmiu st_rbij 5 n<w- 

SL-cncv 

2L c^iGno^LD uin^nLs^ qtqu 

GTffjrrCl #> nOcD 17 ? 

Zi_GVJ(#) S2_£g-)g_ 

o Lord who measured the Earth' 
When I think of you and fall into a 
trance, my heart swells with you inside 
my Karmas disappear. When I wake 
up and see reality I become a part of 
the vast Universe that you are! How 
is this? Tell me. ( 76 ) 


a_onaa>^cu egn &z>(Dg>{b a " ^ 

STCsripi eH> ^ 

,@ 6 ^ 0 , 9 , 00 ) < 9 >L-GO -{bib <? T !b& }naJ ' . 

gy>rruM ‘ rrC ' jG ° ,T 

rQcjr ujfprpj ^Ggo^z it a*ff^ L - rTlU> ^ 

aeiTgJ 2_u.9nt*© 9 

CldHTCVj f^cW)) •£$j (£) K ^ j2?J CT)C7i57r ' | 

O Lord reclining in the roaring 
Come to think, who are my friends. ^ 
are my relatives? I have none 10 
save you. Every good word I ut L gfj 
your praise is my soul’s companion- 

^jcinewr, n^nert, Clu(TKfbj <£ltfn<? T7ll -l lX> w . 

* 2 £*- 

@cn<OTT, rfcrugt^ib @gsiui s_cm 05 1 ^ 

a,one! 3 T 'S>" esi 
■ 

|£)<ajrT2> O&mjJlcu srrnthMhGfl Gl 5 » rrGU 


rr->cu 


Q&er 


1 0 


§?6urr«5 ©GECuraTfT^ 2_«<ryr. 

O Good Heart! Even if y° u " L j 0 f is, 
receive and enjoy good comp JI1 
long life, descendants, ance s 


relatives and friends, go on fee*- ,r V jje 
the glories of the lord who bea r f 
ever-twanging Sarnga bow, as . ^ 
inexhaustible food. 


on 


s_m (jjirilQai Cfta. ^rarCm? a«r,4 >ffi ’ 11 

• Cid ^ 

sfilcjjT 15 ml on i s£>«rrrr)j C' L0 ^‘° . ^ 
,o ^ 

•Syr erei) r ^ii6t«filfbp3' -C 

St”** 

Cl in ,31,111®© .JH ! dT. 2 rt,iij i t Hn3 LJ M- 

A life given to servitide to t h e 

Earth a s 


wielder who came on 


who**.' 




cowherd lord, — by anyone, v '"~ ^j 
he may be, whatsoever lowly P 1 c ^ o ' 1 
he may pursue, — is a life o ^ rfll a 5 ? 
Earth. Will such a one fear ‘ ^ 9 ) 
Will such a one aim for hea' c 
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^IjpUM, opuqu iSsnfl aifflsSl 

iSl (STTC^I ld 

g\tr)ihO<GU'i> @® IT M E-«ni-g>S' T C'n^|Lb - 
LOfpuH CTcCicurru) 

cjqGld crcfrfpl ^gOguitcO cTeiin^jGuCcn 

IDGWT <—HGTlfTj^jfTcirr 

u „ 0 CiS> ve>{b"u ua,sO? 

Even if a person is rid of birth and 
death, old age and disease, and attains 
t he great joy of Kaivalya, if he forgets 
to praise the feet of the lord who 
measured the Earth, would his days 
not be a total waste? (80) 

.@*J n CTOTUfclCMU* urrsfilujfTgjl CTlbsTMj) 
^AGOQ^iAjgjJ @0 ^urT^gjiiii ^cnQjn; - 

§><9><SU ITgj 

0£)n(i£ibun ggGyft, £n&(g)ib gyciDesn @Qjri 
STsiyrrQi ^>ijrTri 
Gimurnr, Qg>rftibg)i. 

The omniscient lord reclining in the 
ocean will never consider anyone as 
lowly underserving of grace, or 
beyond redemption. Night and day 
without end he will give us the joy 

of service and accept us. (gj) 

Cl j5 in ! bg ) |«roii6i| gjcnjj, Qtiranumnd, 

rSsfilGinasTCujc&T cihtotit 

&up ■bnciTa.dT 
ersu«umi-«,r,rj ia j ( 2 )e fil rtr 
i4jrr<5T>63i <^fb£b"63T©j iSl«n Cl&nunr^aj 
fh» 0, 

^IDLDlTCCDSm GT^j^blTgjl <2^ LU ri #,<«£). 

The lord with the ring on his finger 
pursued a Rakshasa disguised as a deer 
and killed it. Alas, not realising 
the truth, the days I have been 
remiss in praising him tirelessly, are 
days wasted. (82) 


" i6uni c. fc6#ClB 

—uCu.0, 

^sOcvGsv Q Q ' , ^»cinG U 

Jl® '•IjbQaCio 

is that you engage vm Tr^ * ^ ear 
"Uch„ eno 8 4 e r r““«.nd^ s 

lord who killed the mi 0 U e the 
Tha ' is the only Wav 8hty Wre «ler s . 
I warn y ou . ' ‘ y lo sa l v atio n , 

(83)’ 

•" W * ,, ^ . 

*"$**■. 7 *" 

. tJTSV Lj i j rf/t . • . 

^ * Jn » & * «a« 

^sng,, 

^.CiDguO, Q 2>©*Cu>! 

° Heart of mi ne k ° 
destruction! I S av “p ent ? n se *f- 

offer flowers, bow to hLT ^ lord - 

vour hands in worship” but f ° ld 
never do that. Go on if , X ° U Wil1 
your own without calling °'oL n b . e 
where are you?” do so 6 ’ Lord ’ 

S0 - (84) 

ataiAir (ipiuj>r51uj Anil „ • o 

J ^!,IU, anipc&Uuj^ciT 

Hi ® 1,4 , »w 

6& j)o . 

But what penance they must have done 
, L t essl >' 'ossmg in the sky every 
in- way, to become that! (85) 
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fhnn acujTjg, GmcsflLutTcitT, osa, ^scurgg, 

UJ H« 3 T 

unit gijCu GuuSl^iTjrrQTj urribt_i 

^gtkotiilmtot- Sri a>cujbft 

Osncu f^lcDe^TjTjgj GunA&rrGijeO 

IgjipfffilcnOTTuSl^T gjiiuemr; 

CTC3T ^IcnOTig,! GulT5,g)CulT ^uGulIOji? 

1 he lord of dark hue wields a discus 
and reclines on a serpent. He 
swallowed the Universe. Recalling his 
glories through excellent words is 
the only way to overcome Karmic 
despair. What better way can there 
be to spend one’s lifetime? (86) 


dham 


gJuCuITgilU) ^OTgJIli i 

jgisjrjpffgy"’ 

stuGi.i naiifa tr-Ga OfftiGu, creir OtI>(£; . 

cruCurtgtl 10 

cna> (sjpcvtr Gjbiiiluj'tGi' it>ibCi0«u ^ 

ih la su f,e ' 1 ’ 

OiDtruj aupCcu cjaa cyiujeu. 

O Heart of mine! The lord ^^ 
permanently wields a discus rid s ^ • e 
our Karmas. Always strive to p 
his matching feet. 1 say this tor 
later and forever. 


Alvar's lotus feel our refuge 


The seven-tiered structure: 

A pictorial poem 

Tiru-eluk-kutrirukkai of Tirumangai Alvar 


^rjrriT ^l((T > Cku(ig .sin. ffTCffTgjjib 

da Jbg> > Sip n cu 

r^t,afT 6 U(jJ» 2 ,ejl (£)L ijiGingjU iSlfJfTQt gjOTT 
u 9 cri 6 CTT< 5 ) <$lj) 

G^rjnn tD 65 T>rT)u QurT^QcTTGOGunib 

$jGi) GljCu 0 2 ?_ujujCqj 
C^frgrTLDfT) 0,9 rTOTTOTT 0CTT ID fTffl ufT£,rD 
gjlGtDGOOl . 


s£>0 Cun £_£,£) @0 lD6Ulig, g>6&/flcu 
fi£0 ^ujci^Cin rr-<rinrr)S3i&«TT; (ip&Drp 

.§,'0 &i it ^ujrrij^rT (ipih 

JgijGuniiGnth ^0 5,fTG\i Gij&TSGna., c^0 Fernet* 
G^cinrfjltLi ptit GTuSljb^) Qjmjj cijncrfluSIco 

^ii G^Gn;ctpGuiq ftprrc^fl gold Ggvjgjijtiu 
( ijjuurfl c^fi06vjrrf^ toncin s» dl 
iDruTcfil^GX) ,@0 rSlroun fp>0 iflncffat 
6j>0<9<2?r»rr) rrrr ^cnr^OTvajT; 

ITjITGi; S^GTtO rV>(Vjlf t ij(!J, rS^lb <‘fWilT)t.j I )fT)63><i)i 
2riTo'j GufTlij (Ipib (5,70, Oaefi) 

fj?0 dbcafl Ccnj^.gjj ^i75 > C(D5 1 6iJ'Mji 6^0r£>rTcn 
@0 £>nibfh<^68\\cy># J $ 

r^HGatmciJifT,, gD 6)J6n<9, (jGncrhGp , 

GiJCuaT^j0ifi 5>0T5J)1D6itiUj ; go«D ' |C.\jOTT 
.^^^i^lGTyGTT QafQjfl)^ «>_ 1 ^jp 

(Lp&^GiiiTTO)^ ^igonjrQ ^teipcij , 

<opi 'dn <fjl G3^1 & • 


Invocation x \ 

The raincloud of grace, 1 ' rul !i-' ar nil 
Alvar, sang the sweet jjn 

Tiruelukkutrirukkai on Aravara 
of Kudandai, filled with Vedic m e pjjs 
that the world may be elevate • 
feet are our refuge. 

* * * 

• „ vd tb 

On one big lotus navel, sttttOS ^ 
both legs crossed was born 1 L 
Brahma; A 

then once, when the two orD ^. ol i 

to pass above three-walled Lan l, ’^ 0 w 
bent the two ends of one might} ^ 

and shot one arrow, with t® 0 .^ (o' 


teeth spitting hell-fire;^ ask^'n^^e 


kinS 

strides of four-lands, y°. U L f th e 
ne the three-twist threa 


thr 


wearing 
twice born ones. 


at once with two steps, you •- . irt e>- 
the three worlds; the four five' 
trembled when y <)U rode 1 fciU r 
feathered Garuda, to save 1 . un iqi* t ' 
legged three-ichored two-ears'- 
elephant Gajendra. 


me ^ r5 
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«£>G7Tf6l $C3Tfru ^g(ff) LSlpuM 

^jjjuGunn 

oM^u^ld 53i<nn ld cnu i ; o>s3D, f^rccu 

C^ftcir, 

?□ Cun uj ^ijCcunQ Qvjftg£) asDuGujneai 

rf>) gvj ^cdcdidlj O u (n^ cd ld iq cn 

(9 S3! JJ3 CD C31; 

Cjyp 2_CU(25 STuSlpn^C^GVJ 0<MTG33Tl_6D53T; 

ID 

c^fpj <*J» 6DC1J l j IJUJSjQjlb ^,uSlcr>63T; fh l IT 

cfiVQth 

«£>ih lisdi <^| r^i cd fhu-| sir la nn?a,en<zn; 

Q'fb*b , l 

rfjHCu Ggjficii cufijsicjjt! ffjlcrt rr-n ,-^j iq 

«j>53T(f)iuj incsTg^nco lD^) ^ip<fb£b£ 1 i 

iD^lCT'AU.ili J^'.^SU (TTjlX) tDCUfl ^ S3! 

^ r^j 6T) 5> uS) CO 

(IpuGll in^gjuh 6 U(T?jl.. ^ rfj) 0 >j llSl 6 U 

^LonfbgjGncai; 

^2>J$ l^pcrip £V, rrci-J sueDdJ» Ol^lK«raT(lplb 
^uSI CD C3T ; 

Cuigj^U) w>u> Qu^TjO) u^^tpii) §Cuj 
«*N2)iu2)ib ciP^^i'h fb^GVJ <5>fTnCT3iii) 

C7JP cfn«Dl_ f^J<9>0 Q^fbpCD63T| 

' SI ® J a '^ a '° «u>ujypix) tSirfJsn 

, _ J© CD 50 u9 CD 631 

02*^ §>£la>uj ^Ag,, 

< 3 ipio c>PSto a,irsir( 3 , ^ dl 

v*e>£i QP*SI «*. @(5 uj+ Mil 

<SK,«u efilfllbgji ®«Ttn^ OT; 

»*»" ,n ^' U>tt,A « ^"en*. aiaf31 

kol«.rr la ,•, UL U01L1 
.“,n, Q, mtndr) , Dn 

spefer a.psflA, ^1^ 

®-®£& 

«»dG nn i ) ^sd<5<4> 0>GoT0* ld n ctTIcd 3 , 
rQtflff Qs >niq cJjla.ihtSlcu @cndj iSlcn® 

<§})5U0>(0St2> 

ftssv.cmh u>sura% i=Io,ct igon* 

^ft, 0 ,OTift •'.■ / n-A,\n Qionifli^,, ej, aicKniSia,, 

St,® at’DisHuSlci, 

.SUnftft,® 

U0U>! d?® 1 .Ses ^snsrar urarttairar, 
a i(H,ii) ®M ft ^i*«u-Lon©Ca>i! sflonanCuj. 


one day in the two hundred cubit 
deep water. O lord worshipped with 
the three fires, the four Vedas the five 
sacrifices, the six Karmas, controlling 
the five senses and four excesses, of 
the three gunas, eliminating the two, 
remaining steadfast in the one. 


alone those who break the twin cords of 
birth and death know you well, but vou 
evade the three-eyed, four armed, five- 
hooded-serpent-wearing Siva with six 
streams Ganga on his mat-hair; you held 
the seven worlds on your tusk teeth, and 

T S u re . d the S ‘ X tastes to the world; vou 
hold the five weapons in your hands. 
O Beautiful four-armed three-cloud-hued 
lord, with your two feet alone 


ill UIUI VJUC- 


( j 1 u neans » the moon 
faced two ladies pressing your fee 
three times all day, as you lie in Yogi 
sleep; you became the fourfold race o 
mankind; even the five elements ar 
but you; tor the six-legged bee 
humming coiffured dame Nappinna, 
\ou fought the seven bulls am 
destroyed them; you are the six school 
ot orthodoxy, hard to comprehend 
The lotus dame of five auspiciou 
qualities resides on your chest. O Give 
of the four-fold fruits, Tr.-murti 
O Pair ot opposites, O Manifold one 


O Lord of fortune favoured 
1 irukkudandai reclining on a serpent 
bed and worshipped by Vedic seers 
with proper chants, surrounded bv 
nectar-flowing flower groves and 
fragrance- waiting betel creepers 
watered by the Kaveri river that brings 
in plenty through the endless fertile 
fields, where high-walled masterlv 
golden mansions rise and touch the 
tender Moon! I bow to your feet. Prav 
• id me of my past Karmas, and save 
me from miseries yet to come! 


Alvars lotus feet our refuge 
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The shorter Madal poem 

Siriya Tirumadal of Tirumangd 1 Alvar 
Invocation 

(iPOToils Glf^ u>wCff.r a-T,™, 

Qarrshcrfla^ CTS j, 


CUCfTCTTCU 

jl^ifotdr £U*c5W Mii, ^aSW 

d Su tl irj. 

LD0GUnerTC3T 5,j)^rTCTT IBl_GU. 

* * * 

^.IT Oisr-aa Qan^sna, acnn ^ 
2-0ftCT>a 

" ^ < ’"~ ns Qsniiag^iflu Cun 

r ■ „ ^®0iu 

r 1 " ^ C>K2> ™ L^ipA ****, 

B" ^0 CsueS) rglajujrinsno, ^ 

unCfjniT Qanwuuuu ^Cn,- 

<^ui> Qpcjrpui 

^OnuSlci S,nGOT Ourr^eiT @otuld 

6TS3TJTJJ- 

-SM," gJsu-brfjlraSW. aiasnest 

cnijgjjGumT 

n §!& aansuujii) snug J «jiT- < fl*g 0 , S5 , 

LDJT) g>I 

<rra, U fm; CT «n u&1 &neil 

cSHgflGlj ID 

^an^LD ^Cnj scw^rt CWci^d, 

Q(!7fTcO; 

ftffJITCDUl ^U) ^ iEl| ^ a _ (ooACAdl; 

Ca5>€TTfrClX) J 

■%" ‘T'’* 61 y,e*Ti_ atrfi 

C f" ^ =&«”» Cgi,* u»«fcn.«4«,*A 

A€3ijT0 L|ft@) 

aj,0" <SH<rp Sl i> ^,n i{& ffnojS-^* 

a_cjiiiCufT? && 

!&!b& 

*" ^ <*"“* «^©* 61^ 

GuiTQjGg)! 

^ &W 

^-©©§>1 a n ®i 


Lest my heart burn with desire oj 
seeing the rising moon, the g°° ‘. c 
generous Kaliy an » — ^ eaier 0 „ 

Mulli flower garland, excellent arnoj 

lovers and sword wielders ahke, 

destroyed the darkness of tgnora 
and sang for us l ^ e ^ a “ a ’ 


* * * 


Dame Earth . , . cnffl s 

With cloud-tipPf d ' mountain ' b “ s 
And see-through-ocean garment 
With vein, of' US h streams ™u,»ns s _ 

Thedarkrti";5 lou t CO ?“Ti«head 
Wears the 

mee r caij.O* lE p"" c >P'« « s r ok ' 0 “, 

tl nharma, Artha and Kan ja ' 

These a«P kthethird ettheotbe' 
I hose who 5 two as well- 

\y/u*, u £( . who swear by a fourth^ 

While tho- can only speak of it, 

TL „rtly as hearsay. 

That too, 

a e say how it is hearsay ■ 
Listen, let h^ nter the orb of 
Those whfT^k-steed-driven Sun 
The seven' | ie nectar of immortals. 
And enjoy j ie re only, can never 
Do remain retuf 


•* rnay? t , p 

Be that as * a crow leaving a bare- 
Why purs tl 5 ted ones, do you kn 
O Soft-br* what happened 
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dbrm (£)g>Gu Gsiliq-a^ln 

(Lp 631 £\j I^T) lij 

^jart ^g eS0,£l iDenfl Gida€D«u 
^uSIflO GqjCO AGSSt 

&itQ0<Sfl{b$QSt 


S©J ^C35flfbgjj 
UJbgjJ CWsnforQ 

i£l €3 tG <T) 63T f^rrGjT; 

t ^ cSM, 1 ^ <9>i_D©JLD GufTCO ^1(3 r^j^OTJT LOfTCU 


GJ.06UC3T 

LjrrCg'KTftcn CTcOcumb iD^ipu u«nrr) ^irj.-bj.jj, 
&« <*> LLb ^5«73T0 STib^-a^rb 

^fi>Q*jCcu 

CT 63 T 0 GWci>«61 

&y<oSa\ (T^l f 

6 jrr ^ , ffn(ip€Jn<sv.>ujnrr f ^ saT^C 3 tu.j 0 t_b 

CT cvj cu rr 0 , ld 

<^"^Gujn STOTBirM^a ClsOTrCiTisiT, er«i> 
6U«U6^67><WU.jfT60 ; 


o."T ^ti inrafl fgltTj^ip lt, enj, cucn^^y 

.tG CT3TS3T r^rTfe-JT 
«"®' i ’ C1 »"*c6t ! bsji CWchCmir- 

*•■ — »u^ C..XV2S 

,- " ■*'* «•»»r<* 

^ QaV * m 4 W«* “^CQ-Qen. 

^ ^ 6B, , D „^ S — 

iSlsSreruu 

j^ 0 "* 6 " C&^rrch-^a,,^ j 

^irn^cTOT ^!J,cr, a Cr,™,; ^ 

Gugjj n>cij 

snnung,, umtct.ii>; &$,, aerinQ 

^fiCa 

.^pjrrginn ey>& •Sr'filiMLD ^ujLDcnsjriotrn 
Ogncu cyt siinn 

urrGrrmr CWuu(.Jii> aCQuugls^CcC 
,>i,9n®i'i> tlioi/u, .Qojsii CTOTirurn - ^ 

CftC0a 

©y>«u QaRcj„«r, c a^QrfUJl 
aCGl^I 

^^,,11 aoA'Ia' .flo. Qjb* tSliq.igj er^luj, 


I secured my hair. 

Wore a corset over my breast, 

Belted my jewel waist. 

Lined my dark eyes with Kajal 
And stood playing ball. 

A lovely acrobat 

With eyes like the pond-fresh red lotus. 
Pleasing to all the folk, 

Stood in the street juggling pots 
To the beat of drums 
Calling, “Who’s next, who’s next?”. 
My tender-breasted sister. 

Mothers and all 

Said, Come”, so I went,_ 

Alas, to my doom. 

I lost my dark gem-hue 
And lost my bangles. 

I could not be consoled. 

I lost my mind. 

My body took a ghoulish form. 

My sweet parrot-tongued mother 
Smeared red Kumkum powder over 

And worshipped Sasta with a red 

Kurinji garland,— 

A thing she had never done before. 
Even that did not cure my heart’s 

sickness. 

And rid my ghoulish form. 

My colour did not return. 

Seeing this, some old wives 
Who knew past customs 
Advised: 

Show her to a soothsaying gypsy. 

She will find out who possessed her”. 

Hearing this, a dark tufted-hair-gypsy 
Who entered the company 
Threw a handful of unhusked grain 
on a winnow plate, 
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Gsugc ^ 

- G LD fTftj n t 

Uurr ^uSIrrti a.cnL.uirrdr - 

G LJ IT C g, t^| (jj 

*'’* -%* £©<*“>«" 

^ <%" w^dCa, Odrjo,* . fl0i 

giliffriu® 

»» tD "‘™ •u©» B **«ir; 

s, . *L-(^cr»fjujn, 

in sjgja) ^(gCacOtflsjr; mSjra>SIT 

CffjfTiij Qaujgjirejr 

^ng„i <&*>*«,; 

. ^ fbfTCTr; 

^n a*," C at i •**«»»; ^ U>A& 

^6V (pjO£>G63TrT? 

«* «i* ennOup*^ 

5>rT63T J 

^girco gsutio,* Cl urn, Q urtl41u „ 

s %2>Sgj'? U)fr>^j 

<%5nCcu 8,50 co,T ' <1 ^nass, ansi, -Jjyp g* 
^tansO ^ l ^ l6uCl3j? 

, <3> IT GTuT l£1 G3T 

a®n ^ ^sn, Cmiuag, a-tug, ewbsumb 

S-ototQ a-^ipjbgjjii) 
-Siijnft SAemou.sn^ 

». . ^liJUuni, 

n .SW," asncu ^so^cO in 

Glsijjgjsijrr suniii 

nunc «ucn ( ipancuunTsh U)®^ gyju 

«5>Q &, fTGs&(y\ 

S7n ^> A «** c 2>"«*. 

». _. Goir^iib ai, 

^n ftuSIg *« ufc#( CWg^ 

/■a . ^ fJW3TL®€ff,S3T 

U,n SX®* “>• nunsi, C^g, 

aaj aai sera, 

ann **,» JL* 

*‘ J "" ^Csuso *rt, ,«_«,,,*c, 

Glumii a 2)8,3,10 

*T“ u r Cub * *-*>** *-*,& 

** ®" '“ C ® n **<* s si, 

if;,* , a 


Then sweating and shaking all ° ver ’ 
Became cold. 

She smelt her palm, then announces- 
“He has a thousand names!”. 

Further, 

She showed a dark frame. 

Then with her hand, made like a cone 
And showed 

A fragrant Tulasi garland to elaborate, 

Then said: 

“Do not fear, 

The one who haunts your girl 
Is no one else, — 

I know him well. 

O Spear-sharp-eyed Ladies, 

Shall I explain? 

Who’s feet measured the Earth? 

Who burnt Lanka to dust? 

Who held a mountain against a hail? 
Who churned the ocean? 

See this: 

Not satisfied with swallowing and 
remaking the worlds. 

He came to graze cows in Aippadi- 
Then one day, 

The well-dressed beautiful-gaited red- 
lipped corset-breasted lady Yasoda 
Took the churning rod 
And churned the curds all day long.'' 
Her back-breaking, — 

Then when the butter formed. 

She collected all and filled a pot. 

And safely kept it on a rope-sheb 
high above- 

When the sharp-sword-eyed lady left’ 
The fellow. — 

Who pretended to be tired and 

fast asleep, 

fSot up and lowered his arm deep inn-’ 

the po 1 
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CIcuctotQotjtlu snl^rbj^l - .31 

<©(52>5> 

ClDBli ^yr 0 l_U) (jpgjr £Il_IS S 

a"ssio,Gg, 

eggnsjcucir Cuncu ^iLjbsn-cnffiTd, aswig) 

<34QJtgt,li> 

aingtia, g>rtOT csiaasgil ®/rarer nsrc-sm^lrr}, 

"% A <% A M©g»«iirTn gujir ^f, 

Qoiijgn crsjr/t}, 

<f?3 uSl fT) £T) n Cu 

*"«*, a.gGsugGL 

^g<T Cloj^orftu.ti, ^yu, 4 )*Q asi| 

«^U4UU 

, 2 *,g<T o.uStngrfilCOT..,^ ^ 5 ^,^ . 

iq ib. 

5 * »«*->** cu** 

•SNOra,®* ©OTjry *_j,GiS 

»* ^ uS1,li ue3! " cw C®„ filil * 

Till his garland-decked shoulder 

touched the rim 
And gobbled up all the butter. 

Then smashing a buttermilk pot there 

He went back to his place and slept ’ 

like one tired. 

When she returned, she saw him 
Sheh m T ng tHe th ‘ n S s *hc had kept 

Who but this Sir could have 

ru 1 found entry?” 

I hen exclaimed, - ’ 

“Yea, you did this, I know it!”. 

W,th a long rope she tied him to a 

mortar deftly tor all t 0 see 

his bellv! 

Or see this: 

S>^6iSjOnoj 

sungiri CTfflt®,A ST~_ 

- ^S. d.** 

^ <%* £©«u«num& u^j, gn(il . ^ 

C/bgiraiOt er«r©i 30 A £)aii*rfl ftns j, 

Hew™,,o,heb 1 !t U r „ dMood 

^e„,hed„u;]vr r S';“r"" 

An -11 Coni etome”, 

dleapt on its hoods with his 

ai 5>fi>n«n 6TT 

- * *** ft " , -' TT "‘" °*«* OP®©u> 

*&' CJsjbt^I Jj 
aoa-Gjjj rtpa.G® ne) , OT . 

( “*®'5>!bg®a). 

Gag" B.cmaCiu !«-», ( ®aVlg lfl ,n«,: 

ara/bgasun ajnuij 

^>" «’®’(J#>«rw»t.><* a r.n,C 9 , s fil 

<5> n n W37T U) fT t 

-7" ■$>," *■ £ -®H<* g.igiTaMWKaisjHw ojj^ 

/A ^ ^m©) ^®,j® 

^•■5 0jj<9»©Kn LOirOj, 

Then again - u ‘spicious feet. 

- n g she was a peer to his Sit a 

H *. c„, „,f h,. r 4 

Th '" Dulh' 0 ’ br ‘f" S Kl, - ,r '""d d ' 

Hei«s,„i unm ^ v "“ , ' dre >»»'a 
The red-eyed adorable lord. 
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Cumr^rrCljb© CojCcuncirQurirajCluujCoiTOT 
* L " •SWSbZ ^ s-^nei, 

U) fT&DGVJ 

^t,it $0 ixmiiiSIsirCiDso s,uig Qat^j 

© 0 $ 

Ca.iona, ^Lsacrcnara, (gni^usg, C a tTsh 

^<9sfTL.l£^ 

^> Utt ^tb&ncsr ^rfl s^^cuctuj-^^^ 
Cun sunmoTOT ARsuag,, (jpsuuj uicot 

snjnOj ctgrs,,*, era,®, Ceurini^a 

■scua^lsOTnsu 

§rr cjn>nu a_ci>0 crsucynib rglsSrrru 

^GtTjVj^fTGTT LDrTCuoSlc^UJ ;- 
■g&onsb Ciiniflcu tir i r >( sT», l h ang^icmu 
s>rm •$!>" suc *'ft !bu (9 E,na,ii) a.uStp ^a,, 
Cuoniosu jsn .*,<£)& ftenuibanCT-il^a, 

giiipiriig, 

2>nn ■StjtjbSb idittcuot sliorcu QjOTrjCucrcyni 
Cumr ^cticti Qumijcna>iainuja> GaRuuugl 
!063T(ry ^ic\jr51, 

iSn <$$,* locuiia. aid&.id Cla.mnrar0 g>ir 

Clnj(^lrij sna.ajncu 
Snoitiuararn! «j>! (Desaflsuerarnram! 

!b ct <g> Gir> 6 ott nj n iu! 
sungni,; ctott ^n g), ^ ! ga.a,nu' J - ctot 
ClsU(2>ffiS3T0 

£<jna, ^<tinja, a n60 Qarann,, g<nrai(01 

T-Ijn a^cRrat @l n air jbancji, ftih 

Clu(n,icneji 

Cun ^Slgii, £, CT „ Guii:j Ou^., 

I^Jlb tn^KCiTiCTT^, 


He is the man-lion who ., 

Tore into Hiranya’s chest with his n< 
And wore the entrails as a garlan 

on his auspicious chesti 

And stood dripping with blood, t ie 

a red arm 5 


Beating his crimson gore-sme 
Walked out roaring. 


Or .j 

When he came as a manikin to Ma ’ 

He sought a gift of three strides 0 ^ 

Then grew and measured the whole 

Earth- 

He is the Tulasi-garland chested ot^ 
Who intervened in the endless f eU 
Between the gods and Asuras, 
Planted a dark mountain j t< 

with a snake rolled o' er 
And churned the ocean. 


When the huge elephant stood 111 

wusta> 1,s ’ 


the 


lotus 1 


,dile- 


Battling with the consuming cr ° c0 ^ 
And offered a lotus with his long llU 

bellowu nr ” 

“Narayana! 

O Gem-hued Lord! 

O Serpent-recliner! 

Come to my help! 

Save me!”, 

Hie lord heard it and came. 

Sliced the crocodile’s jaws into t 
And redeemed the suffering e^’P 

O Naive Ladies! . 

h is the lord w ith a thousan , us , 
Who has afflicted your daugh 1 ' 

She concluded. 
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^fJfT C&frib Oeuugjrrcjr ctott 2_GT>rjg>g,fTGTT- 
<^la>Cl5s6Jr LDfQrT^j 

ngy^ni) ^CUCUfTCmiD G<5,11® CT»^J<5>cn 

li> ID €<D S7T lij li) 

Cuitit GgmcO ^>gtot 6 »to?it! ^cugst 

\^b ijJipftoj 

^ngrrgD ^.^1 u.|Gid; ^guguGctt; 

iDjbnjj 

c^tqHgTlIlj ^CUCuGot GT63TIT)J C^l^llVj^fTOT- 
JP, rTGaT^ cti en 63T.5, 

ftntT ^IjIT <*Q ^ ^-a <X> bijfl (h bjiJT L iffjl G Clj 

<5,ggCT5TlDfT, 

Gugtr iSl^fb/Dfr. ^^5>(r»)ffu^-iS)drrcDg3Tiqdj 
pr.gftu M(f)5)g)|LD, @GI) 2_L_GT>CV'g> 

GU n«Dl_ 

aaurm LDjua^ib raising, ^jSlCuirar - 

GUfTIT 

^H,!ingj,uj eje.a,n CTrirg^ih ^13,0, 
ajnnmDsu arCuajbg, sditstut 

f® C£S> 2> O s > 'Tj^l 5>C a dr; 

1 <11 'Cl Orj^Cfl! Ol<bg 1 l-LI>«!3flQ. IS 5 5 , sratc J I 

*" <$5," $02> icnancu bl s>4, & 

fl.trilldl ffT«3T£u @rjCT!Tl_2,^| C u SJS5TQI 

t^2>6CT>C<5T, 

a*,ang)ni> Hj>6j>anrTs ) mT Cacni.Cn>, 

OartcsTOTaarisu 

**■« c^c© 

GTGafl^jj i_q j 

Cu(T(JITga SJilflujrtGa, Cuir£,£l@j |g 

S7S3tG(T><T)(a 

*rrn ^<,n ®=i_«sO raisArcrod, iSlsit Cuncn 

Cljb(5>«ctpii) 

MiuijnC a, eiGi!«n<3T icrrjija,^ g,n«jt - 

6U 61; sfil Sin S5tC u i 155. 

saaF* a.*OuC® ^uStCsardr - .oir,^, 

ST63T.5,(g, .(gl^j(g. 


Our mother 

Reassuring herself that it was no one 

, else, sa 'd 

O Sharp-Vel-eyed Ladies, 

If it is him, 

WiH he not give his Tulasi-garland? 
Alter all, is she not devoted to him? 
He is no stranger to her”, 

And left. 

Alas, ever since I first saw his dark 

I have been roaming the streets”^ 
Having disconsolately, 

While the cool breeze kills me softly 

w >thout my knowing it. 

O Coiffured Ladies! 

I can do nothing to save myself 

From the disgrace of public sland 


er. 


I said to my heart, 

JCome.O Frail Heart of m ,ne! 

Anda S rhf; m -i ued,ord > 

*inr.™i7„™Tr he,ri ''-- 

SK ££ 5 £"™-.— 

Or whether he says no, 

AL n °ev tay0n u Withhim >c 0m eback 
Alas, even niy hean 

Went after the dark ocean-hued 

Forgot me and never returned l0a1 ' 

Jintul me! 

I have become a source of pleasure 
f° r the neighbourhood, 
here is nobody to speak in my behall 
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dham 


^UmucumT ^coctigvj; ^ipcOcuruu Qid ^0 

Gu IT GO , 

$qiuL a_(n}0ib gtg&t ^sfil - QjbQ^ 

Ot <joo' (h sn. 

SL2I gali 2_fT)fbJ<fQ^jLb gjrreiT 2 _rr) (hio* n; 

2—5>jSblD<SFT ^63T 

GulT ^uSIgaGoJ lSl^ff>rpj«jC5T“6^G3TeiD®JULllb 

^>n(T ^17 ftL.CU GurT^ULD 0>fTLD2>£,fr 

^uSl OTTniT 

rr^Cr; QunGUQjnGDLD ^r^ojrm? ^gjj r9jb<9>- 
^rirr^iii) n 0 ] lb cSmCoGostt ^gugtt 

•fcrTGjafri; 

GUrTIT ^IT GuOTTQpC^GVJ QintfQJgj&Gingj <fT6ffTrt}| 
AL,rTfT6y)llb CtafTGttCUUU^GUfTGn - ^GmG^jLD 

SjCJIT 

GllfT ^tjUJlb CT Su £U fT li) ^I^UJU OiJ(tf)Jb 

'°^5 >(^Ggvj 

(J -,!TIT r 2 )^n ^jl. fblGg>nCtT 2 )tyiD^ jTT< 3s fTCU{>3T lS"l £57 

GI J ^ £3T (T GTT J 

‘jzcnrjnn g'Ajiijjf't.uuill. nCstr? - LX)jr>g)i 

GTG3T5>(^ 

eSMjiJ n $£jJ l£> 0i<DtSl ill Lin it fv>nuj5jGijV ir^ncin 
^CUfflTKvJTflj 

«,nn ^r^Ginafl fotr ^ nb ^6ns^ib CunuJ, 
a-fii n & l \(rv ) ('‘ P 6t\riii&. i Cm 4>lrn- ) <9»C«‘MT6)i* 
5VJiGg ir>$«n fhnM gsrg*/IiD Gi in^Gwi 
Gi inn , 0 ( 5^1 5)05^1 nisusncncinnyGiit 

’oloi^o^nGcu, 

1 "• r ihGfflW.n<,«. F-i^Tirr-ujn ^(Hjiji |<f6larn 

-a^itnuiUJ v0*>jj»!b2> ^ i.i nji #, < i a><.*flaiiD^f<iD<9» 
* n it ^i rt . r, tio.nl ^1 rr A f), am ua^ir n 
'-ill &rsi rsm 


My soul melts like wax in fire. 

Even if the populace sleeps. 

My wide eyes do not find sleep- 
I keep raving the names of the 

blameless on*- 


Even earlier 

There have been those gafl ; 

Whose love swelled like the dar p 
Who doesn’t know Madana s cr 
Specifically 

Look at this one, — , 

Not just anybody or somebody 
The well-coiffured Vasavadatt- 1 - 
Daughter of Indra himself. ^ 

She left her opulent surrounding ^ 
And took to the streets for the - 

her shackled 1°' £ 


Who wore her groom-garland ^ ^ 


m s 


Did people speak ill of her the 1 

Then who dare preach to me- .^ e 

And so till 1 see the dark lram L j 

the l°‘ 

Who broke the Marudu trees. 

Saved one elephant ^gll 

and plucked another's tusk-1 
go roaming through 
Tiruvenkatam, Tirukkoval" 1 - 
high-walled Kanchi’s Urakan 1 ' jj, 
Perakam, Vellarai, Vehka, ^ 11 
Tiruttankal, Naraiyur, 
Tiruppuliyur, Tiru- Ar.mgan 
Kannamangai. Kavanur. 
Vinnagaram, TirukkannaP 11 
Tiruccherai, Tiru-Alandm • ^ 
Kudandai, Kadigai-Radaln 1 * 1 

fragrant-groved Idavendai- 
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s,«5jT M oih Cscnp 

Ann ^l_2j6T>g> 0>U}.€tP<3> ^M_6UlDGOCDC\J, 

6}it ^rr QurTL^cO ^l-Qcu jjGng) 

(?, IT ID CT> GU 

£n id rrcSI go n- 

unCgna L_|0>^igii> Gug>ffl 6 Dl_ iDgjGinrj, 

SiST n ^i,UJ CIGUCVJfTlh ^p) UJ n G LD JTjfT€3T 

^|6UtiST)£3T 

CpJJT 0<9>fTlbl_| ££>IT ^jCDCST 

Gfta6hcB@5>2) 

& IJnCJT>63T O<5f^j<fJ>C73T Qf£>u* UJncr>63Tg> CfljOTT 

5bnrjrT6y>e5T ^niDCJnij Guncu OT3T swiri an ott- 

crcxn 

Guii ^u'jlrj^pdj Oa^Csa 

aartjmi gjaigto^u) aarijrtgii spiflGujesr rjjrron, 
amir ^ri y,^ Guottgtiotst im_eu. 


Nirmalai, Malirumsolai, 

Tirumogur, the world famous 
Badari, the Northern Mathura, and 
all his other temple towns, raving 
the countless auspicious names of 
my lotus-eyed one, 
my Tulasi garlanded one, my cool 
red-eyed one. 

Heedless of public disdain, — I swear, 
— I shall ride the long thorny Palmyra 
stalk like a hobby-horse and commit 
the forbidden Madal. 

Alvar s lotus feet our refuge 
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The longer Madal poem 

Periya Tirumadal of Tirumangai Alvar 

_ Invocation j 

C unOT g» 6 ^ OJ sur. OTa)0l b b . o Bright-forehead friends! The l 0 

Cunrjjrfjl Qamus ' 5,00 

IbonguacSn jbibtSI !b«*>!D£yiii iDGCTgjieuileu 
STsjtoflcnsusnui ftduQii gjgriiatiGg 

UJfTlDfT^lcO 

ifl l. gyilri gij err giJ jbgj. 

* * * 


iDcrrcafluj uCo Ourri# Carr e su j uSlrj cnniij 

ftjncn 

OactrrcnV) laerafU. (gjQiflfc Q&djGua a. L rr 

SJ0CHOT, 

iDcarcirtiuj g,naj,gj ai65.gs3.Cidcu 6j/t 

inniocinoj Cucteij, 

i£lG3.igpii lOGisfl ioa>a (g>G33.i_6oii,«,Gi.6flG;>Gfia, 
ftldreAiu <b"!l«na, u sisiT Gulf ejerfl Gaft 

.^yArtsib 

sTCTgjiih sfilansmaj^lrar ^jprt«Cj - g) 0 

Ai_<sr>a 

insiigjiih sfitorrAg) ,®i,a, GjjbjSI .ojgl ,s,i_£yjd, 
u«irg)i £)cn<j4, a»Gijffl eBa -rQcoujt^icna, 
253.65)63. y>«r arsri ^snsfililu ftniDcni) 

Gurtsu 

loasisutluj Cosuiq.Gi.uj; G.ir .631 gjujriiM, 

25063.a* if>63. 

5.63. §pih loouiu i.Sl65>OT3iiueu cjiuiba - 

montjA <R\2,2«ij 

» 15 , 55.551 Gii a_ujn Ou50umi Ogiueu 

CVJ L _ lf> €JT) C\J U_J lb 

c^OTigryib ^ansuCtu (ipcir>cvjujn cmqcn 

r^OTGir j»,«nuuj ^GjurniiCa, - ^^ 

,ij?j'«n«raT&r>ujg> 

5,«TCTj|CJn, U.I ,^IbiG(D<9.5,GTTnWJ &L 6lJ , 

0>n&r *£>n 

22.G5T63jfluJ Guino,^,,^ aL.JT)fta»Lb 

£> cm cvj a,Q Si rrcjijT t 

iSlatG3.a< 5,63. a>n,Sl Qicuu.a.gj,;, C. ,n 6j6.fl Can 
JXaicrflui a,niBS5,ij ,[,n UlCuiVj , 

idcvj nCmcvi 

;y, 63165 . 1 U 41 «r.aiy,a, 63 .G 5 ig, 2 "es. . . 55.1 a.a. 

'-T'^TU Al6.l65.ilh 

<<J65I6STU, I 165.L 2,0,63.63. 2>5G3IU>G3>3)«,5f. 

e?Mlb 'XIGfTlfrj gjfTGJFT 


ultglU’lUICUCdU 

in Vaikunta whom the celestials ‘ 
the lotus-dame Lakshmi w ° rs ^ 
has descended in Tirunaraiy ur 
Earth. Alas, he does not pity rn y 
this is certain. Hence I have c01iu 
commit the Madal. 


y pl‘S ht ’ 
to 


* + * 


Glory be to the lord, — reelin' 11 ? 
the midst of the ocean on a S P 

serpent bed whose thousand ho° - ^ 

resplendent with bright diadem 
wearing Makara earrings, that sp ^ 

sparkles of light everywhere. 1 ^ i 

with its clusters of stars *° j 
canopy over him, while the $ lin 
the Moon are lamps. 

rs f ° r 

Earth Dame, who has the sta a 


in s 


garland of flowers, the d° u ^ 
coiffure and the two mou 
Malirumsolai and Venkata*^ ^ 
breasts, caresses his lotus feet * ^1 

ocean-wave hands. As the j,i> 

swan-gaited lotus-dame too p r j^d 

feet with her hands 
completes his period of't °8 A ' ^ f0 

proceeds to create the svor ^.^[ch 
his navel rises the lotus, ° n ^ jt eS 
is seated Brahma, who then 
the Vedas. 

1 Dha rtl1 

Those very Vedas exto ^ ^ ^ 11 1 ' 


tn 


Artha, Kama and Moksha 
fourfold paths of virtue in 1 
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f 5 W 
L Qei'&' a,UJ ® 1 


tne&ib C'un 0 OT, jg«fruu>, «S@ 

J565 1 C1&IQI Si_Gu4ilcu 

• Qz>$ Cu)iboili_en tbneiig, guriiCrp - 
,su rbiOT^aflguii) 

iSlssiensstu Quiufraj^ib 

ffrcjrrugji; §>n 
'V «&p AC3^U4ib 

* 2£"ip @«ncuu 40 ) 

ckvgvM @® nsuCuJ 2 _<-Suuj 

^ ^ 2>(Tii) «j(njg>$ 

^iciiio genw® (2>5iicnua giugjiiimo - 
^ Qeuu) 5»L-CgrTOT 

a<iP«u gji^'T'bgjui), «ucw 


&&&& £>" 2>cfTcr*LDujgrTi£j, (**,<*, 

S2_L_CVJlb cftC© CT^LQ(T>^j 
Q^ ncO Oatarromi ctC3Tulj0u> 

Q«acu ^cucurTCo, 

gcsi&i&i @Gnc*numT g}£j 

QLjjjnjrrn 

C-9.C0 gcuonco - 

ffi—cngjj cTciicsftcO 

a ’© f ^ LDCMTu.CUjt^ciTjT,^ 

*b05HCTT 

®g0«5\u9«t 2se 0 G uatu - 

C§0 gT63T «r)I U> 

Q^jircvj QQ®c5i(Dncng« 

Q^rrcO^ijifilgaTftcn j QacrcucunGfi, 
v^uAixj <^r5lcvj C @cu (iflrrjj loeaTftgji 

tSjj, 1 *® 

^63165^6^ tfy>gA AjTHSluGufTib ujftGai-^gji 

©fb». 

^prircnib r^rTcin 0*rreiTC3T £N?>g)$CP cui£l 

(ipuj C3T0 

^ciTGjTcvin <bnib Awjfsnusa^cn .s^uSlgA AGnn 
cuncsrcun G^rrcst 

£)i i ndfl £><9>gib n&g) <£ftagn Gumbj$ 

^<J»tfuu-Qum^i(fl) b^crfl Gan 
Oa.nc0 r^G^^yih Ga»nctT ^ifliorTg, ^ncri 

ftiDiT>§) Ga»ncuLO ^»5fl 

j)G8TO^UJ ^^Ja.n«QJT2 ) ^l6jTG»i)CU - QJfTGTT 

^carc^ajgncvj ^ili aguiAu Qunjl 

gtfGfl < ^) CTT ^ > y,2)^2j63Tn)6u ^ujrhJA-io^nii^) 

<@(^!bg> 

1063T ^GDCJTUI ^JSTOT tli^Phj^CU QlOCO 

^)u.l«V)nn Q®j63T3T (tpnjjCYlGU 


do they not? And of these four, those 
who prefer the last, the least 
important, living on fallen fruit and 
leaf, hurting their bodies, sleeping in 
leaf huts, standing in the hot Sun 
during summer or entering the 
cold lake during winter do torture 
themselves, then cast their bodies 
and go by the ancient path; so they 
say, but we never know who went 
where, and if there is a heaven 
which they enter through a hole in 
the Sun, is there anyone come back 
to tell us about it? Small-brained 
petty-minded ones may go on 
speaking about it. Who are we to 
correct them? 


Be that as it may, look at those who 
pursue Dharma, the first path. 
They go to the thousand-eyed- 
god-of-celestials- Indra s golden 
city and receive the praise of 
gods, are seated on a lion throne, 
and enjoy the whisks ot maidens 
waving like flowers. A soft breeze 

blows while lightning-thin-waisted 

dames close by flash peail) smiks 
over their moon like faces. Then 
cool eyes and fawn like gazi ma 
them adorable. 

Surrounded by a forest of golden 
Kalpaka flowers and Mandara trees 
that spill nectar with sweetly humming 
bees hovering over them, d.ums 
wearing garlands of these heavenly 
flowers display a coiffure that looks 
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(tpcjnG’ffTii) (Lp^ltpgjg, (tpd£)cv> r^Gurr QjjVjg^ 
63T63T6DIT g)d) LDfTOTT CrF>n&0>lb 2_GTOtQ 

«^i>f^(£) idguit Gan 

QurreiTT gjiuco a>n)LJ0ia>$G37 a,nQl 2-0a)0> 

tDfT© crtcoGurub 

insiiGjfliu ujtjjOjnjih yjbo, Log^a, ^Icucnso 
g)sir g )ana cu 6 mt 0 <£iu)(rt,u) Cffncncusuriu 
LDrjffDGU CflfT 

mcirrafluj Lon inuSfcu Cuitgu sm.na 3 ,cu - 

vocnipa, g,i_.rcj ftcyaT 

i£Iot @cnuiuiTCgii0ii) sSW>sttujctu> CqjcotQ 

iDOTrcpii iDsraflg, apjagjl, iDirerafUg, 

id |0 a rfl ix91 drr 

LfilccrrssFiciT 5j>crfl Gaii uraflrbi 0 sSlcrfliici 

ai® 2 >a, 

iD«rg)jii> ucucna, a,ncO Oaii Ourcsi CW, 
iDOTffTuudjgjJCTT 

^IssrffiST Jbaiuii .sirjibsnuujn 0 )ib ana, 

Qjcnn^^j 

gje&i ggana ujntjiu urn cG Go>u 0 , 

g,'raiL|g)gj-^i 0 s£la.iinSlcu 

iDOTgruU) LDemtp o,cu^ci synch rfjlcun igsh 
ld^I Cg>mu ( 

iJ>ls3Tciflc3T Spicrfl Can, sj 9 g.iin_| 

10 actf I SiTi giGiri Svj 
mciiginh iccjjfl sSlcng,CT,g, innilsj-iconipa. 

ff> 6537 bool 0 fl 

ufiuuQtfjg, 

UOTaflGiDGU 

gjffaTcig^u. flnGsutf>ib (O^ip ftftsmh ^ncn 

j£)fl)uu 

rSMtrjrcinuj oirtyflrp^ tk_cntfTcn if, 6 vj<<j 

Mar at Jbfpj'b 5>"g)i ^iq-c^n inopg,nrni> 
g>jejp«p jb£)l iDGurjrrcO G^ncrr G&nuu* 
*hR)\ J«9)^}^lcjr 

i.GjrgU wDOjnsunuj iDCtrafl tuoRnf^ , 9 ^ 

■» k g> rt i 13 

fe)!on &>«TUD y 4 > ClffisirjDsO mga^.wiiiW) 
ly.Gn fi^CiDGuGlDGVJ 
5,Gij ™'S’ ra ' <i -«EM '^Aa.ft-a.nrS.jff, 

• . ^ <9t(B>io 

M... v-i. 1 .u.s.. as,a, it.a.ia,^ ( § ) l (n, 2 >g,i, 

'•"*'ftl iS.'sn (yjCirieuGiricv, 


like a peacock. The Dharm»-p ursU 

■ , -,1, t he se 

in heaven can play wun 
thin-waisted dames whenever 
wish, in halls that rise high * nt0 /-j 
sky with gem-studded floors i n * ^ 
with rubies, resplendent with c 0 ^ 
edges, on beds with carved cora 
gold leaf-embossed. Swan-g alt ^ 
Rambhas will play on the ' ^ 
with nimble fingers and sing et ^^ se 
songs. They can listen to all t 

whenever they wish in the sk) Jl 

with the strong monsoon c ^ 
creeping over the full Moon, 

light- filled dazzling mansions 

touch the sky, with radiant 

lamps. Cool-gazed ones will 111 , 

soft cotton beds with cool c °j 0 ^s 

linen. The doors to the grilled win ^ 

will open, wafting the swan-tramP^ 

pollen from the mildly f' ra & r e 

blue lotuses picked up by the . n 0 W. 

whose scent the bumble bees to 1 

,o c 


tend 


blowing a soft whiff on their qi 
breasts, — drying the inner pate ^ 
Sandal paste, on lightning-thin 
supported by two Bamboo-1 ike ‘ ^ 

a necklace of gold coins son* _j, 
softly. Melting their hearts to> 
shapely wide unblinking ey ts ^ir 
fawn-like looks, enjoying J 

winsome smiles, sipping the n 
their lips, they, — the ^ ‘ ye p. 
pursuers, — will enjoy a life in 1 ^ 0 ( 
Is this not the avowed p 111 P 
following the path of Dharm* 1 

, 4s to lllt 

Even the path of wealth le-' c sl ie 

r i , pn |? 

same end. Therefore, we sn< 
the perfect path of Kama alon 
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^urrcj, SUP* 

(g,onipagj ^ysi® 

«»c.ij5iT«wrrn 

■StOTrarsun ftib iDir® 1 CfS,rto>3.ib 2_OTi0 

^rhitg) ^(33^ (y)J)H.-i'Cu 
S ; ctt ps,M iDn£>iP J@X2> uun *ifeg>! 

■SkAst, ^pifc^sii u«i® tSti^gil ■ 

L 1 IT ^ 

<&Aror ilrpgjg.Ca; ^i' u|,4 ' ij 

iB'Sirgjui oijpiLpcPoGui ©PS'.A tb"^; 

O) IT tf37 c r£> rr 0 , <j£l wil 

£,^t ujnn c^M^r' V° > < 5 &*- 6 i»rrCinGM 

in 6 «^ib ii>i. <sC' ME-V** fffssrug* 

*jir^5>|tpib 

Qftes, a_, sni filA. '>.-0 SLOTT01 

-iuihCT’ 65 ' u»frii> , ^ | 5i6TriCu-it 1 'aj: 
ujAtjjiii-. ,)•• C'aunhl 1 .',' ‘JeusArui'lGnrTib: 

: 3iO)CW r i n^rtrr 

V 2>C$T©J1G31 -Zii UT$U , '’.ui> ‘^IfcgtS? 0jbg>6M3i 

ip LD l*7l G7T 

-'rHOncn^ jgjS&rcriUD ^^ujnanir-^sj^u.iffiP’ 

Co. iU 

'^® 1 ^irrbj5,r5,nn i^ncv 

<3$ 6JTM 1$ GF 

iDisnfl u|6uii>ii «siiitl fT^niT - 

'°^ •— -' hiioI (*&\ CjijilD6V' 

*<«.■ ^sSr{f>)cvj Cl, ianL 

enrfl 2_ L «, a_<ivKI Gr,^u.,, T a,„A 

^ - eb • .• a cm rT u i , 5 , 

aiOTgjiu, u,^ a_ t gji >ff , &n £ 1 ^,, 

k'$>(**> iJi5flcO 

,. ., .raisui, »snni.*nB-a,iTu>C*ueh 

““gjii A'-s ■«.>'Sunuj jia.ii <i«n«ifl Can&g,, 

u»Ui Ul . 

•'H^r ’ n '. ■'Bfl u-5 >* {h n n <^ih Li, 

e^«r>63TnC*iDfii> 

'* , ' r ‘ r, -T’ lOiiuiiiO- «oUoOTl 

(ip fc‘vV» v»o a» cO 

v 1 ^' ^'CrTGjjrT«>i ^ji uu, 0)0ib o>bjm g,|i6^i?ViU3 
'i.kcw js>i«,i-»fi5iuirin LSicJng^yU) <$>l(fv, a_rT)|.«i 

■» in • • 

rrn l.GUIJ^jjhaO 


We have heard that in the Tamil 
tradition, it is not proper tor fawn- 
eyed swan-gaited maidens to commit 
Madal for the love of their men, 
earning the world's rebuke. We 
cannot accept that. So we shall follow 
the Northern Sanskrit tradition. 
Those who do not agree with us 
obviously have no idea about the 
soothing quality of red Sandal 
paste from the Southern hills. They 
are not the ones to be moved by 
the melodies the cowherd's flute. 
They would never grieve to hear the 
bell around the stud-bull’s neck. 
They will not melt their hearts on 
hearing the mating calls of 
the long beaked Anril bird-pair in 
the thorny nest on Palm tree-tops. 
They would not faint to see the 
moonlight spilled from full Moon in 
the courtyard. They will never be 

hit by Madana-the-god-of-love’s 

flower shaft, and will never take to 
the golden dusty streets to commit 
Madal. When the sweet tender 
breeze blows with the fragrance of 
Jasmine, caressing their breasts, hips 
and coiffure, they will never pine to 
be in their soft beds with their 
beloved ones; they simply waste their 
feminine form. May they live! 

The warrior king b\ his father’s 
command gave up his kingdom stead 
fastly, — the good city folk followed 
him weeping, — and left his own 
countr\ as well and crossed the 
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G3Tg)Jl_UJ 2jfT€7>2) UGJmfluj ITGU ^ g<«, 

Qi'iPs&J 

Cl u rrejr ff>#>fjib lSIcstCciJt l| cu id u gu cu id 
QftaCiWTQ 

l063T@jli) GlICnfTjnQ OT-)5 ,gS1C0 - 

tDfT^llJfbJdfcGTT 

lS1g3T Sl_(fTjcfil€0 6^1633T CgjlT <£) rflfTy fl^i 

Q6U6TfluULl0 

a.cvj j9snri!i,g 1 i, aGntp ss_snLij ) g)| 

5>nj\j 5.ip63T^j 

iSlGTT^lb $€3)5 GUuSlfTlJyu GuGlL! 

2_c\jGurr f 

Q^rTpu Oguid 5>ncjT2>g,ft^\ - 

Qa>ir(jjib 5i^)CijrTG3T 

0|S5igu OsiujSIsu siipg,® Oonb urrsuGineu 

ug« ^UHUJITGU 
LDS5TOTOT @0ITv£lOT lSicST CT)GuCg,<EI CTSjlJ)| 
SL_«r)U<5>(^LD 

^67t<S3T fbGiDuUJ ^63311^(2, £l_;b$euGGn?- 
ulCTTgjIID Gfb0lrhj ftCWT Q^eijGUrruJU 

iSi feti )G2f3T Cp rp| ctt , 

'ii)G3T ^2^1 €iDG3TU.J £^€337 LD(rfjfb)(£j6'J GgIJ^GU^I 

CTccrr^u 2_cmg5i(2)ii> 

ACTT&jfl 5 >g3t JgjdfT s_u9lgmi) ^iT^Gucjir,^,^ 

<*7> fT G33T fT5j| , 

£b ott cry c-d l_ uj (ipcjn Gtf,rr63Trr)Gi> Q^fTcpnjrQ 

CJ5>, fl>fTG3T QiFSjfTI^I 

^CST€3T6UCff)63T GjT,fr0>0>fTg)j <£>#>] S> iji’nQ- 

ffUfTGTT ^LO(fT)GTT 

0>g(j fbs6lcvj Gotten ftfTGiDGrTGDujS, G3VJ>lLllS)lq4>§>i 
G33T (^1 ID G U fT lij 

QtJfT63T fbdil^Jlb ^ij^lb L)GJ3TITfT3^lG\jG<m?- 
y,rbl «if*lGiJ>*fc 

(lJ>G3TGj5Tib l|G3TG\) UlJ&^tb £,cij fTjm 63T; 

'$637 ^(^Ub 

Cl^jfTGVj f^.Gfil^yjlb f^)<*TT GgUCVJ (0y(njSifhGTT 

(0)GU lDg>G3>6\JJ 

&® 11 r£U,n GjxOTffji {piQ.jG'jng Odjonr^lS) 

<5>63T(CT > .SFUI<nr>63T 

l lC3TG3Tn«,rifTulG5T ID I U uncyjGD UfTGDGij gjGST 
ID GtFTGsfl UI fTjrTGffJT, ^5^1b, IDl lb CTOTT^j 

,1§,'63>GU ^*CU, 


glaring desert with shrunken be ^ 
past the dr)' rocky mountains ^ 
hot gale winds that would S P 
Bamboos, and entered the terrl ^ 
forest of death-blow Raksha ^ 
walking over splinter rocks 1° ^ 
scorching Sun with petal-soft ’ 
Behind the king Rama, did n °* ^ 
swan-gaited goddess called ^ ,11 
walk too? 

tH 

Then again, there was this maiden ^ 
lightning-thin waist, fawn-likeJ° 
dark eyes and red lips. Not f‘ n 
her paramour she went to her ^ 
brother, who took her awa> 


.- to 


distant land, but falling out ° n ^ 
she went into to the batt 
sought her lover and marries 

there itself, then waited for the 1 ^ 

to end, and safely secrued the em 
of his golden chest. 

fro 111 

Have we not also heard and learnt^^ 
the epic Mahabharata of boss' - n 
daughter of the king of snakes 
love with Dhananjaya, — the <■ x< - 
Kuru warrior without a peer sv b® ^ 
over the good city surroun ^ 

fertile plains watered by the l r ‘ £ 
u fem 1111 

Ganga? Ulupi gave up her ^gt 

grace, shyness, frailty and fea r ^ 

breasts stood on their en ’ •$ 

lo^e 

embraced herself to hei ^ t£) 
mountain-like chest and rett 
her kingdom in the nethei ^ 

u ,heK° lcl G 

In the ocean-girdled Earth, NV e>' 1 

I city-dwelling Asura kin£ s 
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3>G3T<g)|OTn Ul O0iftr*ilGr><9> (Lpdblb QfTjffluj - 

g,fT63T ^>*6iJ63T g>63T 

Qultor 6»>OT>rj Cl* *67510 

Ci jnuift j?ti 

Ibci> rryj,gtb m&(5i JbWjip&J > ciirt^iVj^gjjcnih, 

(LpcifT S_GJ>IJU$lcb Call® c§M <$1QJ g>| 

( i^)6U€ir>GuCuj9-^y) IM—CyiGTT 

QurTtfjT f>jehQd) Qd><bjD mJ!b2jtfC 63Tn, 0 cjrr 

iD 631 GTWeJ • G3 7 6) i H CTTTVTvI 3T t Ci j 63JT n a> <?)ifTGTT 

G Gl J fVj (>3T 

&®T@J«nt.UJ UTTCDAI, 2_CVJfl>5>g3J5) <£?>63T 

Gp>«9»(^)lb 

^«3T«flujcng @gOc\j ng, a> riilil uj ncn - 

5) GJ 1 G£D <?T> l_ UJ 


destroyed by Purandara, Devendra. 
On par with him was the Asura 
king Bana who had a doll-like daughter 
called Usha, a girl who shone as one 
without a second. Her friend 
Chitralekha by magic brought 
her heart’s lover, the- mountain- 
like-four-armed-Krishna-mv-lover's 
grandson. She then enjoyed many 
days of pleasure with hint. 

You have heard me well ladies, 
what more can I say? 


a-uSIfrgj C5>fTj{i1ujrTcvi cnb Qu0iofiWT 

PP63T g^jtfHTuj 

usGugji mcsaf! GHcmrjtf, Gg>adT LDnuiGucsT- 

urrd?Gu.)63T 

•JTCTTGrusn Gfil«ncn r i^, rr-n i g}gGraT0 

LDfTGU cucngg> GgjfTGTT 
ifiaiGTT^ucjt gjCTT 6hnS)GoGPiG71 iDfTUJdj,S>rT6\J 
Q&n€j3T0Cuniu. 
5>G5Tt jncO«nGna>£,. iflfblD€ijG«5Trr0 
CTg)2)6ir>63T CujfT 

LOCSlGufluj Cull ,@€3TUU) GTiij^lG 5 T(T<STT-LDfb 

£§>'633611 g>*631 

063 T 63 TnGc\.i Gai" t*C°n ■ I 

V*0»l_lav.g, CJCTlip^fTGTT! €T«T 

a_«ngi>Ga»«jrr? 

,ns "® 1 ,aaneu -SHona^rit Qunen ua(nai - 

q . GUftG'tT iQison 

dlBrfVjppa* CW^ 

GTGgT GT)I lb 

*,en«r ^ «&,<**,*<£, &L|j||9 

jQan l_ Can 

«»"i . i-iftitir 

a«3T^j«m. UJ a*.coye a, nuirgib a>nm 

^orrcin a>Gu$)&\Gsi shQ Cumu - 

c^uSlgib Gg>rtGn 

idg3t^jj <hg5>Gijf^j,3,6n iDilUf4)g)) iDn^l rrni)<9»Gn 
ib'OTTCtff) 6Tffl Gbo, ClDCVJ GtQiQjQ) ^ijp <S»lJ>6U 

5>fTGU 


Then Uma the golden daughter of 
the mountain lung Htmavan, with 
coral lips and winsome smile, 
swan-like gait and frail creeper¬ 
like body, — her five senses subdued, 
her hair falling into mats, — 
she perfoi med a terrible penance. 
When Siva extended his thousand 
armes and opened his fist to reveal 
fire, danced with his anklet-feet 
over the worlds in the sky, — with a 
indent in his hands, smeared with 
ash, wearing mat hair and matching 
her in his penance, — Uma embraced 
him thus. 

If I were to give more examples, it 
would be a Mahabharata. Let me then 
speak about my own love-sickness. 

In the fragrant bower-surrounded 
Tirunaraiyur where learned Vedic 
seers live, the mountain-like gold- 
radiant doors of the temple opened 
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Qurrdr s_£U3,ii g @l i * L ^ 

C ID GO id u , 

($gu GDcnrnqdi 

fiifTIJ GTJAlLjli) 

y^s 

oUra.^sfii(jpcfilCT,^ r >ajC o 

OufTlq r^UjUj 

■Smototguot ^ Ouw ^o.soj) Qa^j, 

• _n d'W'tjsiiileuCcn? 

ufijrrf. a_Enaa H 2,ri,a,!T 5 0 u^d, ^di- 

,, uftefilCicip/a,; 

<TTOT £_ 5 >, (.^ndj ujnci? a_«r>r,uLi4 Cacn^OT; 

- ^Ljrt^lcd ( a.di 

,Da,S & u ‘ an O C '*'«* A^ibW'DiM,* ,omoo.», 
r . Gi irrco, 

•Iij-iot ^u.gj.d, uirTaa, asurrutb o,. ^ 

cTffiTCTusr. _u, «,«*. arfd, . G 2 ,ia.. < £lC OT o- 
/» 

tiOTOTrar £1,*, ustrirud, aitnqd) 

. v* 1 •**T> uooi u^j ID 

L J€<3TgT)| ^g&Gv^ipuj ASWTft.GnjvD- 
U.i.ir7«i, .£i„,«d * 1(7,1 g,r (noaftaengCumd 

n ■_r, Lj4>agU f iult<U , 

■ fcWl g**' u«r„ da G g,jp sng^di 

, , Gli &3TGTTu^) lit 

IDSJTO In, (£,«AT USu(;f>l £ ay,,,pdj £«rT ypu,,^ 

QeuuSleo cp-fiis , 1 . :<.n, DM rfl 

. ^‘WIIDUII. 

'OWTRu '092,** ^siinglOT iD^riGo.-g.n 
£'«n <ru l g / ^a.Qa,nu t s^ririg, 

•!Hffinwd> ^,UJ, ’al?G3T ^dj, IDlScii 

'$*>". Giu 

Wot Sh,u"i, Gaiiii id,ijc»n(jjl ,iw ( iij 

/i aUi | .audj, 

<■/.«* Cto^«*r«n. .^d, *' 

r^)&i ib ^d,, 

^otot £,*, * ( rj, 4l ,d. r&carrrrjib, ^iftlu'.nG* 
e, " t ^ CT ' ,u 4M<6leu,i» gi ;ra , 

1 OT *■«.»,,«. Glf,*<5,r„.,i ( dl syVj^iu.d, 
,, "’j.Ga.rrj,* 

ft J5' *' Sy<‘i‘ ’>!."*<*, a 

. , * (^sa>5> 

■ 

“ l£l|,, '2>l ?>l,e)yi ; 

... %«*•«..,. a ,.fit,,, 

nc^' 'n * f 


and I beheld my lord. That ver? 
moment the lord's chest, his Hp s - 
feet, his hands, his eyes all appe. irel 
like a dense thicket of l° tllS 
flowers in a dark mountain p° n ' 
His waistband, his bangles. h‘ s 
matching earrings, his necklace, h* s 
tall crown, his diadem, — all sh° 
like the radiant Sun. 

A tender creeper stood clingi* 1 ? 1 
the mountain-gem lord. She 1 ' -,s 
swan, she was a peacock, at her " ‘ 

m'O 

she was lightning. She was 
Bamboos supporting two match 1 
bowls, her lips were plump 

fruit, her eves were two Kenda 1 1 

, gfi 

Of such beauty was the da rIJt 
beside her lord. 


I was least aware that mv mi' 11 - 


j. i" v 


be 


eh 


heart, mv baneles, and mv wai sl 

i • ‘ i P nS eSS 

were slipping awav. Then tlu c 


roar of the sea began to hurt n H 


The 

ravs ol the sweet Moon tell hot on 

•I 

— wonder how the Moon cn* r 

. .ftiHe 

ns nature? The cool breeze "• ^ 

the fragrance of flowers and car , ^ 
the pollen of the Sandal trees g 11 " 

<>n the Southern lulls, pleas* 11 !’ 

niC- 

all, blew like hot wind o' e . 

| bt*’ Ll 

The mating calls of the Ann ^ 
*n the thorny nest over >h c ^ ^ 
tree in ihe court yard pierced ■’*' 
like daggers. 
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Clg,C3TG31631 Clun^uSlsu SJTj^IotT 

a n g>) t&ieDOT^gj 

mrai @«j a_eucns, mani aofluu ojj>gji 
@C3T ^Cnii) uyj, Q^CffTJD^Ilh cffaii) ciifl 

CTiiJI fh (a i3t J 

yprareafliu OueraicncsriTGiocu (ipen (tpCTitfl* 

0<fl-L-L_ 

iStsjrgJIli <^sil ^OTrSlcO QuSJU CuirOjfl 
■^©1 (£)0g!ub 

nsiTguspuuj Clrb^a.^ eg ft rr-n sunenmi; 

tfT63T Q(5 ujC^>63t'? 

*su tbsfilsv, Cans* aruodr &( n,u 4 j <fl.ar.eu 
_ 6UC3>CTI UJ 

(.Ift-rsO !b«8s)jU) y,n* o.er.eroo.cft Zs.ng.g), 

Quna ^ranarai 
ftQTguo,, UJ Card, ajfluj 

CiocG 

6TG3T^icn, UJ rirv>^G 5 

o . cnu^il earn) non; 

@acr,OTa anuiSft anib IgdjcneuCui- 

Gu 

lOTI 

“’‘“S" 4 *"llu«a&l «?A SueUeSU 

<5>14 LDCVifflffjl 

l0 *^h'" n<,U1 S®® 1 ^*> IJ ' T @ 1 ' i c™2>"Ci»- 

Gl, SU iQcM^aj, cuncrrnnij^ 
CTWTgrj,^ . ^ &&&& CuncO. 

UUJ ' L.JGWT«nu)ujib ffTSM f^GV.'g)lL£>. 

- CTC3T (Lp6T'«VJUJtb 

' £ “ =n SjJ L “ 'iMrtJn ujlijcn. „ . 

a> 6iT> lD fV) 5) £TT 

"i <J>G!raTl J fJ§>£hj. 

UnenU1W1 ^ Curd,, ©*„,««* 

CT . '• l ‘-ifT<S(T <^<9>C\Jlb C^fTtuffCcDCVl 

<*&'«.CKTcnn crcn aCa QuirGfwp 

i '*'™ &<">2>$l (VA^drn),: Qpcua^wT 

Anuu^i 6^»ri 

tnra, ^)i >0(5^1 <St»6>sffA @eucneoCui? 

iflrtGV.* (tKIctm uS)®n 
0«5)fTi. rynGv- 

®>«'MUujn ((.jOT^iernga, - 

L0ni^r>G\>0)i fTiij^) 

^•^gpjan, Ul (j%n ^»ipmrrgj) r sw,(^\a , » 
v %gGF >0 tfpj*53.«Jtqii) QjQ-,^, 1 . JTT(jrn 

fh t»33 fh ' ii/fc 


The strong-armed Madana with his 
sugarcane bow and flower-mounted 
arrows draws it back as far as his ears 
and shoots, aiming at my heart. Alas, 
there is no one to stop him! 

My femininity and my excellence do 
not find the embrace of the golden 
chest of the lord of Kannapuram, the 
lord of Sri who stands like a mountain 
of gold. Before my very eyes they 
waste away, like fragrant flowers that 
bloom in the rocky forests then wither 
and fall. Alas nobody knows of a 
medicine to stop this either. 

The bull with a bell on its neck 
strung high with a piece of rope 
making the eyes of maidens sparkle, 
comes in the evening, ringing 
incessantly. The sound falls on my 
ears like deathly spears. Tell me how 
to stop this cruelty. 

Who caused this? My king who 
wears a Tulasi garland on his chest; 
the dark cloud- hued one who rid 
the Moon of his curse; the lord 
who exudes the fragrance of the 
little Kava flowers; he who made a 
bridge over the ocean, challenged 
the Rakshasa king in a battle with 
elephants and horses, felled the un 
crowned heads and despatched hint to 
the Southern Quarter; he who came 
as a strong discus-wielding fiery-evet 
ferocious lion over the Asura Hitan'. 
— who had taken over the king*. onl 
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CtilbrtCi* fFjS&lgJJli> GToo^ftlcy 

,@g)£ini35T5» arr*(2)a)n? Oorrcuc^rr- 
sQ Cifl 6il 

LDSST<3JTG3T ff>^Jlb gjJlpfUU GUfTlj) amiTUOTT H>fT 
ID<0G5.n6TT 

(yjOTssuh <rS10g,g, yp£lcb sucroicsjjsj, . 

5i(tujtrsfi)sjT 

rflssran 5,(T)lib L^j, ^la,y) sucnsTSOTisjT, 

6UfeffdI637TU) CufTCU 
{hi_cr>G0 iDsncvj @Lgl 

<3>lltq. 

idototott ^juajSOTisDOT iBft loGrarg) Clsmh 

sing.gju 

Cluirar (yMq.a5rT U2>g)iii eigen, stab gjrjAjgj 
Qacn a_cuaib sjj)p«flg, a Qeajihenan- 
<^t,uSlga.«iOTji 

u>ci(i<sjT6uCT7 sarreiTyiii euiTOTsurr g,ib Qunsin 

go (2, ib 

asiigjicnuuj Osucrr suoSlumcu ct*3>£G.3,it63to_ 
5>rTOTGU&r)G3T, 

iSlcsr cgfi ^ifl ss_0«uib <^£1 srtfl sSliflg,g 1 | 

ClartGu tj,«fl|yjib Qcuib flinagta, GWcucunCg, 
-GiiGuGutrarsiii 

u>ffifi«p iccraflA ujrjcfil ajg rr-rr£gd 

£G3Tgu«r>i_uj ansirCiOGC; £)i_n<j,^l - 

<$( qj ga ani_ uj 

Oliitot ^a lGU ib sacn a_£lrjrra, Cunijirj,^ 
M«y> uas>i_2,a, 
ifflsir gjcuiiigjib aiiPu uCDu.j, g,i_£ ana, 

SU IJCiDCJT f 

UJOTTcp @Gu ^^>GV) @t_ .OjGT>g> inn ( ^pg,| 
g)fT63T 

iSWircjpju) G£>ii ffTOTTinmiju i \&t(6) gug^gtt 

lO(ff)UlS)6VJ 

W^ncO Jbcfil^ynn atn n r^j^) CincO 

CT G^5>5> *** -gbgjGtf-.OTl. 

LDOnCpU) Gui_ LD 6!n CVJ 6JMJJ 

inn^Gnn<5,5,rr<sO 

iflar^pib @fO) /m (f»)ib g&ot3t^ji£j (90)^^ 

G^GTftiqLD 

gjGffTcrf fl.tpGU^lfXSnCVJ 

T in GurT63TG)iG3r)fJ S2fi?lllq 

^SU(rV,6DL.Uj 


of the thousand-eyed Indra and t ^ 
other gods by the strength of ^ 


with 


arms, — without killing him 
weapons, he grabbed him b> 
hair, placed him on his lap* ^ 
tore into the Asura’s might) c 
with his sharp curved nails t ^ 
stood worshipped by all; then^ ^ 
who came as a boar with s 
curved tusk teeth and lifted ^ 
Earth, -- when the A s 
Hiranyaksha hid the Earth nn ^ 
water, — and danced with it* ^ 
he who came as the benevolent o ^ 
churned the ocean with a m 0 

. , _wh lle 

and-snake churning sticK, " j jC 

the twin orbs, the stars and a 
seemed to swirl with the ocean ^ 
and brought forth ambrosia 
gave to the gods, ending them 

period of misery; then again h c ,j 

came disguised as a manikin ° ^ 

size to the grand sacrifice of ^j 
pleased him beyond measu' 1 -^ ^ 
tricked him into giving a S 1 
three strides of land measure ^ 
his own feet, and the Astm 3 ^^ 
giving his word, — in an 1 ^ e d 
his radiant crown went and t° ^ 
the sky, his raised golden-a 11 
foot went beyond the seven * ^ 
overcoming the Asuras* 
deceiving Mabali and taki°8^ 
whole Universe as his; he Jji* 1 
the spouse of lightninS ^e 
waisted lotus-dame Laksh 01 


736 





























iyarppa / Prose Works 


mcjrrgniiit gjjuj it Aiq.fb£> 6ii6ncncr»cv»-LCjr)rrjj 
^crrrgliqLb 

g,631 2_0GUlb «SH^UJfTLDCU, 5>IT€7r 

6£ii 

LQ 631633 IlD (£)JD6n 2_(^jG^lCU UDrTduflujauj • 

LDfTSlJ€?Sl 0,631 

Cl LJ 11631 gjlU^Jlb C6»6n6filAA633T C|A(A) 

@0£>g>! Cunrr Gcufbgjir 

ID63T6S163T LD SJtLD O An6T16n OJ 

Orb(gjA sl-^a^, 

6TWT@jcm_iu ufT2>2>5)fTeo ujiigbi ^ienuu 

Qpanq. 016331 

ID63163T11, 2>(^)<5j! 6163TfpJ 61.1 fTUJ ^)(T)UU - 

LOfb ©J c^6U 63)1 lb 

6T 63163T (T 60 0, g U l_l L_ L_ d 631 (T) gy | Cp LQ 

<=W gj gtf 6316331 A 0, 6331 

10G31 <cH,n UD633fl (Lplft Cuniu 606331 g,i_eo - 

CpLDCV.1 6105,0, 

Qun63l «5H,IT A631631 0>ipc(j 0,(T6U 6J\£ S_6O(0)U) 
CufTlijA AL.fbgtf ^rbJ^ 
6p>63i63nr ^Agii g3j6mb>5„g Qscu 
ID631 (@6U ACU @Lg,6315) ID ft60 60631UJ 

«o0^fi»gU 

£l_eOAli) 0>IT6H 11631631- 

2)tTlD 631 IjClD 60 
ifilOTT g}cm_UltTCT rf,rtluS,SOC3ST,«6l<OT: IfjS^OT 

. OuiT63T 106316VJ 631 UJ 

lolt jncjTsaVl tocraft Dji-mCi • • . 

<9^,10 L^rbJ (A 1 (_(T,631^L. 

^ . . CljIIIT €0631t_631iu 

'J2>63163163T (^©Jfbl^vqch CU0>U«U6!T* 

. r, . ~ <A,63T (0631631 

ID63163TIUJ 5)631 C.^631jr) 60CTTCTTCtr >Gu . \ Dn 

n 60 nC LD CO 

^63163101 gjIuVI^jii <£4633*1 £tr 6UUJCO ^J60 
61631^.6311 UJ ^631 ^(1^1631 & 6161161^611 

03 63160 631 Uj 

a.O'«sf1 loi'lOT l a!p* CT im,i^cr.a,A A rb, js&eng, 
iflraiisnsjT ®(5 a. .ar>j, OffljshOTsnn,^^ 

A60 c^68ia)Cu360 

Ol_1 nG3T631631 l£>g A A0> 6310,0 U|lL(A,i£1 gt^ 

^ Guan 6jit)63ijT) 

1063162)103 ^gf^jkgjj Glii) ion 1X1633^1631UJ - 

60 60 60 611 (Typ u 

lSI 631631631 l0633lTT6nC3163T Cl.ufko lSlfT)|jl.Sl6063>UJ. 
0$>nti> f%nA Ai_GU «£li_jbg> CgjiTciin LDCSafl^ 

flL 631 g, 

61631 LOeHT^gjj 011163160 ^l_0cufb631g> rr^G31631 
lO 631 OT)] lb A 1_ 60 10 60 63160 01 fluJ 60 63163T- 

60 (163160 (1 5 , 1 b 

Cl 063165^ l iDGooft^j A i 631 Q , A 6331A fl CV d£l |T)CV.i 


mountain of gold in Vinnagar; the 
gem-washed-Kudandai’s fighter 
bull; the coral mountain of 
Southern Kurungudi; the 
benevolent one of Cool Tirucherai; my 
sweet ambroisa of Vayalali where 
swans nestle among lotuses; the 
Kalpaka tree, the lightning, the radiant 
Sun of masonry-walled Kannamangai; 
the golden emerald-filled treasure 
house in Vellarai; the fighter bull 
o! Putkuli; the mountain gem of 
wealthy Arangam; the bridgroom of 
Nappinnai in Vallaval; the birthless 
one of Tirupper; the uncut gem 
•eclining in the ocean; 

my adorable heart resider; 
the wonder lord of Kadalmallai; 
the crown on the heads of celestials; 
the deft strong one of Tiruttankal- 
the secret that no one understands 
the pearl; 

the swan, the f ish , the Hon 
the four Vedas, 

the lord who swallowed the Universe 
the wonder lord who appeard in ; 
vestibule in Kovalur; 

the child who continued to suck the 
ogress’ breast even after she screamec 
in pain; 

the radiant lord of Alundur where 
swans look for fry in lakes; 

my wealth in Southern Tillai 
Chitrakudam; 
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aOTcnraru iSIot>it Airfitujirs, JCl ' &rluj 

S&gsisu&ong, 

41*01*0* JW„ tU> * ilan ‘"- 

(1Ddr • <S»' | lor>u J uionnjsniu 

“*•* # «* - ":rr 

lSl<iT ® ,li W OTeu s-^u 

®“ ! G s* 

Qs> * «dr ff 

ifioidfl - _ llln • ~ Q «^^<=n«r- 

»* Cojri.auagu sru, 

«“**»»« uncSl^K,^ Sfil ® 5,a “ CnSn 

r.r~’ 

® OT sg>1 

“*» “** J 2 ot - 

“****'" um -*A® ««b «nu>A > *c^T CinUJ 

c—** 

alar otojot , ot . ^ Cu _“***••*. 

r3 * UU MUJ^ggjgjj iTTLDlDnc.j? 

sjrhcai® 

,., •_ fiiJfTGjroirr 0,1b 

^ U ‘»^ « 6 «»<MW t 
«W* «**•© *«rA @l b 

n« _ fiiufinon 

J&mmn* ^ irt&rierl « ui 

. . ?>^ir>€JDCV>r^i06u 

r I _ • . r , • jcOcunwaftA 

a,fiar„ {1 6l „ CltD^on^ 

Cb fTr ^J*Ffiri rf I Qii 

‘^'""" m*"#* o.., m .^ 

*** i-rA «£U»u, 

sw / =m r*^j .^, f, 

*j»'** t ,. s * **»,** ^ nra t , ^ 

I'W..--J. I|14{(|,| ,, ii", <I, ‘' n 

»,.,. . ""’ unraintiTcfiBi 

. ' ; * ; /' 

T.tl ■•*Htf&<if})gf0jl\--j.j 

V*'i' .*i (»-rT. . 'i.;Sj 


of 

of 


the 


the lord of the ever-raining hill 

Venkatam; 

my king and bridegroom 
Malirumsolai; 

the deathly-sharp discus-wielder 
Kottiyur; 

Hari, the ambrosial flood of M e > r ) a ° 
the Vedic seer of Indalur; 
the lord of celestials residing if 
walled city of Kanchi; 
the man-lion of Velukkai; 
the prince of wealthy Padakam. 
the Yogic sleeper of Vehka: 
the lord of Urakam; 

the strong bull of Attabuyakkara ' 1 

the lord who stole my heart and |U 

over celestials; 

the light of Mulikkalam; 

the resident ot Adanur who mea sl 

lime; 

the yesterday, today and tomo rr ° ^ 
the lord of Nirmalai who became 


Tan 1 '* 

,tda 


four Vedas; 

the lord of Pullani, master of 
and Sanskrit; 

the bridgroom of Nangur’s Man" 1 
Koyil; , 

the good one of Talai 4 -'* 1, 
Nanmadiyam; 

mv lord Krishna ot Kannapt> r,llT ,i 

Ish-" 

Searching for him evervwhere, . 

1 sp^ 1 

hold mv hands in worship an ^j s 
mv heart out Will he not gi ' 1 
grau- and his hods ? 
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Works 


,YAP ppA 


/ prose 


h arronCarcu - 

-jr ^ !b"®T 

* n - (^fluSIgtiib Gsu^^"*«" 

filci’ §> er "''° sumj>«0i 4«)|ii>, 

„n ,0-^* 5>,Sraf * 

»* <*»* “ uL ^ m 
Qg,t&) i S> i.i_i_o>2>g!>lus 

^ erwwinb ^£§1 cfil ^^ci 1 - 
3,^1 rf? 43 ”" (iP 631 <£>"«" 

to* C *„ t 

gisii ^l 43 "' 150 asncfiicjtasisi 

ut ,(w ^©5>«" 4uSI "-. . 

jysj’JOl J GsuesaUaauu 

„ <,61^* C 1a>n l5S ,il n " u '^ ' hc ™ 
.^jtoi^® 1 -# nAA «ir uib'5' g>" n,rts3 ’ 
inS jTg)i a ”' auSlaipna, 

,/a g,il(h>c^- Oujb^lcwo^ A 
jy.nJ" sSljJXsflsjlACTIT 
m*» Oue,© CanBCT© 
ai® 1 © 1 ■ '' ..pBjp4. a."* gjipi'u-' 

' ^g,jpQrr)G'aTei4ib 

• "I . «,© acnaiuj<* c»<f»iP Ccu!W 
,o«’‘ 3 '" 10 ^ ^ ^laorniijS) 

®*,hA.a>i ®- 4r ’’ l ' Jl1 ' a,n ®’ ( -' pOT 

^eu«f >-• * ir,n«h doGjnrrsgjjGMih 

ti a,m .in4>s»'*ujfr a>^> _ 

,DGST©l 3 ,(^ 5 ! Afilfluu 

Oa,rrsu rbsfiljiyni) sm.a.&O 1 ™’^ Cunagnb 

T/ -jr CTCSTCTTUlJ^^^5T/T> rr-i rnsi|LO 

^cuniiGnaw-*"^-'* ^rjA<9»n (dhcv>u 

Ljnc^oj 

^ g-|p gjl A |J n<»J I laOjI W'jl 'i I §| i%i tf5^ 

isvatn cruSlfT*5i5) 
Api' ^ffuiufiTOAfl 

c/»n«Tcu ctuj^ 

jt.riiTT j§trrni> i-l c ''”!h&i GT(i£'b4h 

it v f> n gvi 

ffftSb&'GF* V.u.bihnewA ^ipCjN|bji&} • 

.peaTG^u-i ^itfr.TT tr- 

Cl l Hjjyi J| 

i>l*>" b^teSIf^l tytiyQ'l# *F**>6SMII 

il*^t p p fcifl ft rT 

a &>..'mc crrfbr^jMfil#)#' $cs& 

_, biisa^ a. tfu6un, p_ ^rW.. vcniienGir 

nsrt&TT, 

4 ,c-c!T6.b , CH^tbgr Gp»hTf) p(b.‘> 

jjjgjrcsjftu 1 ; i,'i '^' >o <&' 


If not, openly speaking of his ways, 
before beautiful dames, Vedic seers, 
devotees and kings of the wide 
Earth, that he went into the 
cowherd’s huts and stole butter, 
and was bound to a mortar and 
beaten by the cowherd- dame 

Yasoda ’ lh ‘ u he came as ghoul and 
ate cartloads of food on the hill of 
Govardhana, offerings which were 
meant for Indra king of gods, that 
he went into the assembly of kings 
as a lowly messenger and ate a 
humble pie in the yore, that he 
danced with pots in the streets, to 
the beat of drums, which made 
the maidens lose their hearts and 
made others wonder what mischief 
is this, that he chopped off 
the nose and ears of the strong 
Lanka king’s sister Surpanakha 
who took a horrid form through 
passion that overtook her in the 
forest, that he killed the huge 
mountain-like ogress Tataka 
while guarding the seer's fire 
sacrifice strongly, and did many 
more unthinkable things, 

I shall let the world know openly, 
and brazenly come forward to 
commit the Madal. 

Alvar's lotus feet our refuge 
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Ode to Ramanuja 

Ramanuja Nutrandadi 
ofTiruvarangat-tamudanar 
Invocation 

g u"“^ *u>*u Cuaftr.fcQ.i, . 

“ SSn ® fla © Ca^Caror 

OgiOT mcussitits,,^ 
srrargne-. at_^En L Cuj«t ujnsjr? 

That I may destory my karmas by the 
f™’ [ tl eld on co the golden lotus 
teet of Tiruvarangat-tamudanar of 
Mimgilkudi. How now shall the agents 
ot Yama bother me ? 

SUJ ® S( 5 CuflAuu, u^drrg) 

36TOT6ffflfl«JTITu fTGU 
£"&£) &rrnmn ! g J)a gpwfla,,,^^ 

. . C ID Co 

*'U J " a » ^ ?ipa 

. . g»'ii(2>u> .siOTuneu 

&'iua>qu) aeffl® gjsr.n) gg, 

ClfF)0 a Cui. 

Because the pleasures of the senses 
are mixed with pain, the noble 
l.ruvarangattamudanar graced us 
theKalitturai Andadi on Sri Ramanuja 
O Heart, learn it well. ' 

cw (a)ein!D miQu^uwiarm 

$f^gb*ni>0, a iT6\J 

(jpafl a ,j, a ^nrbQ^gla 

CTsji&uii) g^afnClLin^eaiM, 

***' ftSS> *eSI* gjcnjj, 

^j^fTcar 
af ip a n^u.i 
L ^ 6^J7 caaf) uj G gJT. 

Now what do we lack ? The pious 

Tirurangaitamudanar gave us the 
Savitri of a hundred and eight songs 
with Ramanuja s name and ripe subtle 
thoughts. 


Ll, icsjlgji iDITgj Oult(lr)!j>^tuJ IDrAUSS 7 

q*^> ioeS 1 ^ 

Limcesr c^i uinTT)C37 L f 

uei 

5)fTLD lOOTCJI QjfT)5) <J ft U> r^j_<9 & 1 

9 IJ C33T fT 0 6$ b & ^ 

2)inii iDejrcaft sirup Gr^Ga! Oa«vgH ( f’ jrRl> 

O Heart! Come let us recite Ramanuij* 
name. He set men of learning on ! ( 
proper track. He worshipped ff 

of the prolific poet Maran . 
rendered mouthfuls of praise for the ° ^ 
who bears the lotus dame Lakshm 1 ^ 
his chest. May we always live d° s ^. 
his lotus feet. ' 

s ’ c ' , •?>}>" Ol jrri^lcvj Q»,6iT . 

Qairchotfr mffltlscng S,b-M, 0<=p'P aJ *C. 

efilsriCTTnff, ^JS3Tu65T gg 1} (I IDn^lS 63! l ' ! ^ . 

Tcuji •^ cC ’ <W ^, 

a-sncrmg^ crrar 05,0,9.; 

CTS3T &it&) 2_ff>tT) Cl l" 

I cannot understand this good f° l11 f g 
My heart does not think of an) 1 ^ 
other than the extreme bene' 0 c y 
of Ramanuja. He gave up the cotbp ^ 
°* men who do not contempk' l f . 
lotus feet of the nectar-g I ” L jy 

surrounded-Arangam lord, and ‘ 

sought the feet of the Kuraiyalu r h 
Tirumangai Alvar. 

** &i ,UJ Cu CllJ>0C a * ^ 

_ . .SlrO 6 


GHGTiCTT Gl 


i9«P s 

n £h$ 


y/fliuCgnQ s &n)rn\b . 0 

Q, „ ft «l <9^^, 

tol^li>«3SU) L^'rTrTLDfTfhl^l 1 ^ . , 
Cl inji a jy,, u , n n ■ /T . ft 

d S k^ 
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O Benevolent Heard Cutting asunder 
the cords of association with men ot 
devilish birth, you placed me at the 
feet of the most worshipful beloved ones 
of our peerless lord and sage Ramanuja. 
For this grace, I bow to you. ( 3 ) 

fiT.dTcr.G3r6 fi?0 Oui.©* 

lD(fp€TT 

(ipcSrcncnu uip«9«Tfi3T Cguit 

(Ip GO fii. S3. SStia UJ 

usSTCfuiJcrrfliisb & jninB&iadr '"<* 

urig,(ipd> GTG3T 

ClaciTGjn© grAs.* anaj0s,nar gtg 3T3,(J) 
sjgjib 41c3)s>Gt| gsuenwCiu. 

Our lord Ramanjua, who exhorted 
all to worship the first-lord alone, 
made a person out of me in this world. 
He destroyed by the root the darkness 
of my age-old Karmas, and gave me 
his feet to wear on my head. I have 
nothing to fear. ( 4 ) 

CTGJTS,(5) 2_2>n) ^iefiufiva. £9)r|3a>nfi5l«G3T 

GTG3Tr^J ( (gjG»<ffliJ^lci>€vn 
u>C3Ta, (2)2)23 uxrfjbgn 

^(GUfiST l063TGaflliJ Sn 
5>cTa,(£j a_(i)fr) .^gstuit ^.Guci. 

5tTlT)^]Lb GTG3T UH 

(§TG3Tgi (2)iT)2)U) p* t Tc-m/f!cu gu int L.g^ GT'TJT,^ 

gjiucu ®jji erdiCrr). 

If men of perverse hearts do not 
consider Ramanuja their asset, and 
heap slander, I take it as praise. 
Surely those who love his good 
qualities will not find fault with 
my poetry, by which I am 
only recalling his name. ( 5 ) 

uic^jii. Oui>T( 2 )ig 36 gjisnsiug Qg.r03.gn 
PT-Gar ftsfjlTKCTT ,-§^| 63Tt i rTCX) 
iLmjuGO irrtjy &)ld rjrr ld 5 W’'od' 

10$ ^63Tfi3Mf>UJfTCVi 

i >uS^gyI lP 5)tai9l<5)tnflG0 li 5>$ ^cocurrg, £t<S3t 

I irTcfi) 

/ipu r^l QJ 63T g>£3T G LJ(fFjPi) 

Clinrn^g,^L Ccii. 


Sweet poets with love in their hearts 
lose themselves praising Ramanuja, 
blending proper words and meaning. 
Alas! endowed with a devotionless 
sinful heart, I too am trying to speak 
of his glory, — it is sheer madness! (6) 

GLDITj£)£ tr>UJ <?1 0>l_5>(5jlb Qu(^li) l_)5st^)fTG3T , 
GU1Q& (^p<5)(£5 QjlDH 
&>l <?)(^)LD 56V rj£5>fTtpevifTfc'jfT 

SIJ6&5T <561. iq.UJiSiCTT 

Ul^cnUJ<9> 5>L_5)5jli» ^gfJITLDfTg>j5G3T I_|5»g> 

urriq, ^cucorr 

<?UL^lcmu<9s 5>l ^,'C3^ UJlTgtflb 

6W(TFj5)5)lb 

After taking refuge in our Kurattalvar, 
— his glory is beyond our words. — 
who takes us out of the pitfalls 
of deceptive knowledge, I sing the 
praise of Ramanuja who lifts me above 
sin. I have escaped from non-paths, 
now I have no regrets. ( 7 ) 

l;it) ^(iTjcn lorTnjrr), stott 
G urruje<r>s>u iStijirear iD«F>fr>uS)Gji 
QunQfTjGT'CniLIlh Q52>5>l5lg> 

5»G3TG5J>63TmLD S6\ t_ U} to^C3T)T)5) 
<^G3TfT}j 6Tlfl££ ^(fF)Cfilcn5>Cr>5>5) 
fljSJT 

@(">£>5*1^ uniDOT, crib 

<sr» it> uj cu G esT. 

Poygai Alvar blended together the 
substance of the Veda and the 
sweetness ot Tamil poetry to light 
a lamp and dispel the darkness 
of affliction. Ramanuja placed that 
lamp in his heart. He is our lord and 
our master. (8) 
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@<3njD«UCT>ssio, art^th 

GIal- |g,cissrii> tTcarcnnh 
t0cn!D eflorAg, sjrbrffluj y^g, 

3>fT6tTi5}(Tn QfTj^dTgjjPjj 

sumrouj ansu^gu ^ygjih guruMr^atar 
H<3>Lp £jv>ggii> n^cuCGuun 

u>^rr)uSW* ftrr**, fiijb 

U)65T65T CDGliUUQjGlJ. 

Butattalvar lit a lamp of knowledge 
to dispel the darkness of seekers’ 
earn. Ramanuja placed the Alvar’s 
feet in his heart and rejoiced. The good 
ones who preserve the Vedas will 

always sing his praise. (9) 

aiAsrflu, Gun ^ 

. ~ ^ajncii^j^TT , orr (DsurjfTcir 

a<=v„ tanrQjj jsnana, ansrarusimo 

r a,nL -0 l ® jscflcjjo, SjoncuemHH 

U ' ^ CutiibiEyifc glgnujrrj^^g, 

— j l^SWTl Qj[T Q,aCtT 

WflWKrfluSl* (£,©0. ^l,re )0jOTlLuml |' 

CTG5Tirgij) ^rflu.Crj. 

After the pall of darkness was dispelled 
that night in Timkkovalur, Peyalvar 
saw the cowherd lord, the wonder 
lord with the lotus-dame Lakshmi. 
Kamanuia worshipped the Alvar’s 
golden feet. Those who pour their love 
over Ramanuja are fortune-favoured 
devotees of excellent merit. ( 10 ) 

■Wlu, rbnsmuafwcn ClfliCl 

< "' 3 &iWflipiTSU -Stcrfljjg, 
'TiGyitfj 1 1 /ncTjnClt j(ffjLDrr6rt 

9 .nn §;uj«, r »'fl*« l fl^;g rT , l vn S]fl ' 6it g&no's 
onnjb&iGvn £>ii> 

W ®' lu ,u; ' Centre, 0*ns;,a«.,ronm 4l 

fifty frCpj. 

riruppanalvar rendered the essence of 
tbe Vedas in sweet Tamil songs. 
Ramanuja always wore the Alvar's feet- 
lotus as a garland on himself. Those 


who take refuge in Ramanuja displ- 1 ) 
such excellence as I cannot describe in 
this wide world. (H) 

^,'Uiii Clisnanru <£no,ig| 

^gJsnrrjojirii u> o Corgi 1 

• sv ' ^'gniDirryacSi 

Gunn) 1 era, ib 

**- C^ncfinQ gtnjr^atb^n, yjdflat**® 
,&IC9TjJ)l a,ng>dj O0iu ujr ® 
$Lib Qa,ncro0 (Gjir^Vnr^Cfl, 

^1«3TL| 

The world famous TirunialiS ; 11 
Alvar s lotus feet were contained irl 

Ramanuja’s heart-space. Those wh° 
worship the devotees of Rama« u ) a 
and always praise his golden feet >'' e 
my beloved masters. 

u*j aisntiiA O&mflsu lorter’^^ 

oluujujib u3c,nir)ai .omancuujib 

gn 

ifluJ n 

G<*& 


8DU/CTT ALplT)^fj 1 J«T<S3T ^jfTCfr & 

SHfi> 


Gitnuuirat .(ggnixiirr^iosin agG«W 




.c*- 

•ant 


Tondaradippodi Alvar made a frag r ‘ in 
garland of Tamil songs ^ 
Vedic wisdom and a fresh veri "’' t ,< 
garland of woven Tulasi l e ‘ ,v ^ 
worthy ol being placed at the R l1 . 1 
the lord of Arangam. The ' rul ' t 
Ramanuja worshipped the A ^ 
■tlone. Ramanuja’s feet are m> s . 
refuge. C 1 '’ 

' iftrfS Ctcmb -snsrwfe 




1 -' 


'**&«*#, 0,6,nb ‘.ilflu iujld ... .* 

< 1 , 155 , 5 ,^,^9 


UJir " J 

l*nctlG5l ff.1'6110^ gjli 

'0^ L 1 1 JS& 
1 au 

SJ$S>(S,lb 1 iquiiOT l^iqnif.rrQjl<7&W * 

GsrTrtsS 1 ^ 
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|V# „PPA ' Pr ° Se W °' RS 

, r1 Alvar, the king of Kolli 
* ul • I words of artistic majesty, 
sang . aiseS the great ones who 

p.am ar,u ' . t ( ie Alvar’s works. 
alwayS ^the severe paths of penance. 
Giving U P in the sizzling forest, 

-- standl an a ocean for the sake of 
(tioun wlD __ [ have found my 

r ede«nP"° ’^uja. He shall never 
ref u g e ! n (14) 

let me^ n - 

LDcrcnevj 

^sucnaru uw<wnw@ ^SJi 
u> n 1 n 3 > ‘ ftftt ' J ,q0a> urrraionuiujraT a," 6 " 

„ siisnftfe Ji)tjrTLOItg^S«!r a,«!t 

G.JD^ * L <f. 0 ri*V, Si 

CaGo* <n®Ta,® «tot«st 
£,rn[>Gij jgJwhGiu? 

, I in a fountain of love, 

L 1 Hvir«»8 f ° r,helc>rti : ■ ' he 
Su»d».-Gkxy 

wuh ever-flowing love, heedless ot 
everything else. Ramanuja a ways 
bears him in his heart. 1 shall not 
find company in lowly men who do 
n ot see the greatness of Ramanuja. 
jsj 0 w 1 shall not want. ( 1S ) 

4 j>«n©1 ixxiiT’rn 

piCwyK'P?, 1 i apGICui 
‘b n « n milg?,) 

9 ,nOTniSlOT. 4 ^in"iAn Gluwreol 

■ Mnsissuaru 10 '<TWQs>a,raicn 

•oV^ncO ^^rv,^TfTG\ 

4,,-uppO«»'rj> oi«n«c«>' jpHninugueA 

4T<,TnSQ|ib on (ipcattGai. 

y(Maen the faultless Vedas became 
faulted and the whole world was ruled 
bv Kali alone, there came the 
benevolent Muni Ramanuja, who lived 
bv the grace of Andal, the girl poet 
w ho wore on herself a garland and 


offered it to the lord of Arangam, 
who in turn found it worthy of being 
wrapped on his crown. (16) 

(LpofluirTiT Sjjiugnij&GTT (ipij>$gjjii>; 

^t'cnufbjftcrT Gioruu2>$vqGj{)jib 
{h Gijil UjnrT lD tol LD G5UT G53T LD Ihl GUI ^ 

jQfjjrft)fTCtT>G3T &€iT>GU LJIJQJlb 
iJhCTjfi €51 U.J fh, <9>6ijVl l£| G<5UJ5> f^GVJOTl 

5)CuJTa>(£) 2_t?«J^GU 
t t^6aVlu j ncanGtfT srr^j^hGri ^oniDfir^j^^ncun 
cujbgd cthu^cstCij. 
Tirumangai Alvar, the polific and 
unique poet Nilan, rendered sweet 
Tamil songs on the lord of 
Kannamangai, and other temple 
towns. Our master Ramanuja was 
very fond this Alvar. Those who seek 
refuge in him are neither vexed by 
misfortune, nor pleased by good 
fortune. (17) 

iruu&ij)^ ,sp,iflu_. u>6T>n,«,iar>cn 

,$iS)iptT<sO 

QdFiu5)fr>(j0) sl_co«£1gvj cii^iTjib 0i_C<9>ni_an63T-5 

fT>6T*5)iM^Ccn 

QuiijS©^) q ll| i.b Gu«flui«iifr /fieri0 
S-iiSliiftor <rreo6vnd> 

s> a i^gniongjiaGSi crib 

Madurakavi only desired to enjoy in 
his heart his master Satakopan who 
took birth on Earth for the sole 
purpose of rendering the hard-to- 
comprehend Vedas into a thousand 
sweet Tamil songs. Ramanuja showed 
us the wav to the Alvar’s feet. He alone 
is our refuge. (18) 

^ ir^jVsl ^,nP>c*r>«5iu.^ • o 

§,nu.jli' a. UiH 

t.JblJiftl 0,,^ e j. UtAfeTT ,V. rt4>v^}| lb 11)0(0^ 
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QtbtS 1 *©» Qajbsiflip 

,@fb &cn r£lcL>0jG0,fTfT 
ffdrg) guirujn^asj, cru,^ ^ 

<^(y)Ga,. 

The Tamil Veda, Tiruvaimoli, sung 
by Maran Satakopan is the proper 
path to enjoy the lord’s bliss, it is the 
on y wealth to be attained, mother, 
father, the high teacher, — even the 
lord of the lotus lady Lakshmi 
himself. Ramanuja who taught this 
to the world is our ambrosia. (19) 


no more shall I stand and suffer ‘ ll 
the door of mean mortals sing* 11 !’ 
their praises as “O, Wealth-pour"^ 
rain-cloud”. 

AOTguii) 

GLD!rin.utib Cisuum** 5 . 

y^asjGctt! eicjigj Cunp^L- ai n& l,e * r 

Sn&giGnair cjg,gJLb < @cJcnD'I2)l'5 s ’ , tfT ® T if ' 
Gain g"*” 0 . 


<%uu Clumfilw Q&ctt (£,(5^3,061 rrasir 

^*(*P5>®i ^(TFjCu rriij 
"■■US 2,1%!.* @cn<r a_6TOiiff,G^iriTa,il0 
(^goflujcuii g>ii> 

■?«r.uO uuSlsjtgu ifeui Qa,^ 

tbUj2>(y>65jf)«ff>uj Qir>(GTj3fT6u 
su'fflu U00ii gJuniDn^aGii ctot g, s jT 

ton rgl^lGiu. 

Nathamuni exulted in worshipping the 
sweet poet Madurakavi, who knew the 
an of singing the Rasa-laden words of 
the delightful Tiruvaimoli bequeathed 
by the lord of flower-groves- 
surrounded southern Kurugur King 
Satakopan. Ramanuja who filled 
his hean with love for Nathamuni, is 
our great wealth. ( 20 ) 

2>ii) Qjrr^cO uibr^ljg, 

guil 0.2>£u gjnjOTiDOT^lGci.siT 

^€ufl gjiiu Orfjf/)l Gan 
CT ^'a.U(g, gjan ©oiear uj^emanaaje^uxniOT 

,J§,ICT>6B3T ^u,lLmii) 

a*> Qufbrpieni. „j grjfTujngjajj, er^nnena, 
3j!ISSffiuG«3r. 


Subramanya, Vinayaka, Siva, I >aI " v ' e£ j 
Agni and all the other gods tur" 
their backs and fled, then b al . , s 
“O Lord of the three #° rl ’ 
O Maker!”. Such was the " iel ^ 
that Krishna showed on 
Ramanuja, who worships him. 15 , 
Provident Fund. 


6T>cuuq ^ui SUftOTT Guff^ST* &<&& 


n 9<& 


,GP 

S3* 


jfixijrun 

eruGi ingjii) csnoj3,(£ ) ii) @uuv> ,T G> l ‘ ! 

fl© 

giuuiTiT ^sving, a njj efil«D«3 , CuJS }T ’ 

**** 




(ipuGi rngiii, 6unip3,j3 ) |«ijiiT mod •SA’^.p 

Sinicin Oinnii 1 

The godly ones always vault P' 1,n jj oU s 
in their hearts as their P r ^ L t a 
wealth. I, this self, sinful wit^ ^ 
peer in this whole world, < t o 
deceitful hard heart, have d**r 
sing his praise. Even if 1 sl, ^;Jl I 
morning, evening and nigh 1, ^3) 
ever exhaust his infinite virtu* 15 ’ 


Yamunacharya, the king among 
ascetics of the righteous path, became 
the preceptor for Ramanuja, our 
master. Having secured his protection, 


iltnrrdj^s, ClsiJii) ^s£leoc3Tu.iu6V, 


ulW 

St I CXjQ^sfTipilf) " . ^(110' 

TUJ 5>5> *>"***‘"Ig** 

LvjcTTfrjj 


744 























IYARPPA / Prose Works 


Cliimiig, g,cuu> Cuirrbgiib nencutf 
5LDioniiSiCh (0cug>gd 

CTlAff,® 01010(0} (CT,rOTtg.g)l .grjmongjjSOTT 
CTTG^T^JI LT» SSSTaTHSSrCuJ. 

Those were days when, by the terrible 
deeds of sin committed, I took countless 
births, aged and tired. Now I have 
seen Ramanuja, pleasing like the dark 
cloud, and am saved, for he weeds out 
the lowly paths of false penance. (24) 

A niT cjuj s>(TF)<^<sroT 

$>i_ aSli_g)$co 

^Co <SM$U6UIT (QgZT g>C37«THD? 

A4CVJ6U €yi g>(gj 

Cr^Go g> gntriG^li-ii) rf>(T63T; cufbgj CT637cn<S3r 
2— UJ^^ilSlOTTr 22_OT1 

^Grj s^uSlrra© 2 -uSlfjrnij atm.Cuj©(Ji ggOTtru 

O Ramanuja, Benevolent as the dark 
cloud! Who in this wide world can 
understand the nature ot your grace? 

I was the very hotbed of sin. On 
your own, you came and accepted me. 
Today your noble qualities are sweet as 
ambrosia to my lowly self’s soul. (25) 

£0«5>{5) £_!DiD <£n5>d£l ,(g(JfTU>(Tgj)06X>GBT ffTtoTfT 

Claoj diiV^Gai 

( i ,)iouj<j>{^),'brntb i£5><£i c^lcnnii^ai Gii75>.g>«n«Sh 

CtDGLjlij £>£oGuufin 

G 13 > (^rbfDGlJlTCtT^ lS)rT)UL{ CTg,| ^g}lU€UGU 
i^OTTCrDfTii, 

£H(h («*,fbrpii> ^UKSOGq.1 

rpj L£> CsT> Ir> Q AfTCTH^GlO . 

The world renowned Ramanuja, 
benevolent as the rain cloud, purged 
me of the terrible misdeeds of my past. 
The godly ones who take refuge in 
him, — whatever be their birth or 
ancestry, whatever be their misdeeds, 
— will be our virtuous masters. (2b) 


Clatrciicno, (g,Kin©«u 

Cta>n(lgj>gJ kS1u@ «£>(£ld£luj 2_65T 
ciijnffdGv e,ffirgj^l63TnGO Gu6ud51«nc3TGu.ie3T 
losmb ]5 

Qcxicncncnjt _Ac£t(*^tus s_OTQu(r^)Cujsjrtyi’j>it^ 

£8wj4h£>®!?>i ersmpj 

g,cn(g!j©JlI ^rimnrTryon! crdi 

g,63fl Q©(g)eCto. 

O Ramanuja! With a grace never 
diminishing in radiance but ever 
increasing in power, your dark-cloud 
like benevolence has entered and 
captivated my heart. The silver lining 
on your greatness is not a blemish, 
yet I fear it in my heart! (27) 

«5>6T>(T) 0<F>fT6iTOTl_ A<£F>5Gn6375> 

dMTlijfT>g) (§>)lDG063T JTjf&JfljGn 
$(nr)<smqu L-9 g 3T6T>63T dJ>G37 5>fT5>«U637 
UrT^jlh fbCOTTCram 

6U(0^ita(^) ^ffluj q<9>y><^«Fn$ 

cigar curriu 

Q^hlT(CT)^lu ugCW^GUCNJfTgjj; CT637637 6U1TJ^6T| 
56T UJ-luGg)! 

Ramanuja is hard to get for the 
ill-minded people who do not worship 
the petal-soft feet of the pure lord 
Krishna, — Dame Nappinai’s lover and 
the evil-hearted Kamsa’s killer. Other 
than his name, my heart sings and prates 
of none else. O, What a blessing in my 
life has happened to me! (28) 

<3«viL(^ib cSI&l crrcinrr)) 5«\.(jJni)£l<!MTCc\jr7? 

Og>G31 (5^63751 ill 6\ijrr63T 
urriL(4)l crreaTcpio CciJgbu i j<9»(b£bi®ip 

g,S3TbDe3Tg> 5)637 u£»$ <rri»inGpib 
gSiL l£*.i*i7 5>6«W7 -?r»61J5)5) <@01707(70^5637 q5»y? 

Otoiij p cmmifTtUffinn 

PTU I ni)fl,GTl 5iCfT036Jl GT€37 foOtl L fbJ5>677 

5>G3I0(k)l ^GtfTllb CTltl-gjlu CgII . 

Ramanuja firmly established the Bhakti 
path, in which the famed Tamil Vedas, 
— the sweet songs of Southern Kurugur 
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aty s King, - are the means of un.on 
with the dime. O When will my eyes 
rejoice and see bands of devot es who 
realise the truth in this! ( 29 ) 

«W*I gjDis 

Siairuii. rgl aujlil utu 

errar^Q^ncy 

U6v a.«8ft* l l (S ®«, fl)luaid , 

uxraidi ere CWi^g, 

efejtcnssT ^t,oar L esrCeji' 
Ramanuja, the faultless one, the friend 
discoursed that the wonder-lord 

Krishna is the lord of all beings in the 
nnerse. ^ ec ame my heart’s 

77 - I ° W ' h ° W does ^ matter 
whether I enjoy the pleasures of heaven 
or suffer the pains of hell? ( 33 ) 

ansuib crcueurru, 

"w© u60 Cum«fl Ash C* ng)) 

S’" ^cir^Cuj 

5 " TOT " a ® 00,63, 

a-»?,n a.jpjj, ^ernsraraXhu 

v Hean! f-or so many days, months, 
years and ages without end. we have 
gone through so many births in so 
many wombs. Today, without a second 

th mght, we have fallen at the fee. of 

Ramanuja who’s hear, is filled with 

Var 1 i'^i benevo| en. arms- 
varadaraja, lord of Attigiri, (3 j) 


. 


^*1 j jCTj 


-fl'i.ii, ■, .ntmrumiii A, 

' it.©',*, 

;; 

s,4,',| ujrrt - 
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Q, t2>2>$ui 0(T6C3,63i0,! 

eu^Oji ciQo,£s 

»^( 2 )lb ggrriDfT^j^cn^T 

^ 6T>i_ U 6V ' 

Ry the strength of his penance, our 
Ramanuja lifted and protected the 
world from the destructive power 
of Kali. For those who attain hi®, 
the radiance of knowdedge. proper 
understanding, tolerance, ability, 
fame, wealth, — all these will co®e 
of their own accord. (32) 

tS)63><_ aiOGUjjjgjI ^16UITlD5.OT C&6TOJ63 1 

ana, eTearepiii 

UCDL CujItQ 2>' T !b0>0>(ipii> Ul_li 5,6TJT0li> 
«pcinr annrhi& cflcucyjii) 
Mcr>L r ^> 1 * 0fhJ0,(ipib u^cuib 

*>rnjlJ £>£)(£) CT63T fp) 

Gu, gjgnujrn^a^cfl ^.uSlcp g}*, 
6)01 ®>Gg! 

The lord of lotus-dame Lakshmi wields 
the discus Sudarsana, the dagger 
Nandaki, the mace Kaumodaki, the 
ow Sarnga, and the dextral conch 
Panchajanya. To protect the good- 
l .hey have come into this world in the 
form of a Muni called Ramanuja.(33) 

" l «J)lig ) | u 6CT633HU, (K«* 

0 »C$ 6 JT»ji tpC3-»6?Tui4 ^rfluJ 

(tKjp Oi »uL» tffiWvqiT CV,#* 

I iCUg^GVj sit *#,- , ifyfcfrA AU)£ 7 >U> 

'a 1 1 »nn}(4ii4>1ut iSItfST. 

J 'th IIT 5i!4fta) < 5 . frn, lirty&cv 
4h£7T (Fuiu 1 

E'en alter the terrible Kail's pervasive 
influence of unimaginable strength 
was destroyed, Ramanuja's greatness 
did not become apparent: but whei’ 

1 he account books of niv past sin-'- 
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maintained in Hell’s office were 
destroyed, his greatness shone like 
the Sun. ( 34 > 

^Ceo e’en* *<* CuhbjjS CW^cSu 

Qgneii 6T6jrtc3^cu 

.^Ccu Gluoe'i @7™="!^ 

tDft iDCUiT^^ncn 

„«,<;**: &&&«'"' s,d ' <T ’ OT CTC T" B ’ 

^C3t<tjj «^i rrLM ig/Ccu . 

l s h ill not offer worship to any god on 
Pmh 1 shall not praise some mortal 
Swords like. “O Cloud!”. But I shall 
never forget the lotus feet of Ramanuja, 
"hose love flows like a flood on the 
mere mention ofTiru-Arangam. How 
can Karma ever approach me. (. - 

- u *CU«*«- Crb^r £»,* •-■«* 

^ 0 , 01 . '° ,ara ’ 

^Ou.©***© 
^ofluu, cSIdtg#* »»*>a*lc.u,«i 
a, rfw*> <%-b£>' a •"Wf 

O, ,n ( rt,ci’ Qa.n«* I 0 •* )ajr, ^ taT 
,, ivii> (ajcwsSi: eni ^0 ij mo"gxi■r’^ ** 

UUl ^gjJV.dJ- 

Then in the \ ore, the lord of all souls, 
wielder of the discus. Brought out the 
hidden meaning of Vedic texts to 
Arjuna. Even then, seeing the 
impatient worldly ones trapped in 
despair, the lord followed them 
with good advice. That is how our 

Ramanuja came to Be! (36) 


(DgTtgr)!tj) i0>& Cta»€W 6 rtli> 
C**u5lfio g,ninu)n^««n 
,f^C33Tii» atn ,T 

'.olArrcTOT. »f>rr xOK** 2>"«" 

2 cherub ffiffafliMii) iv.ia '. *v*ur 
e ffTBjtCT«Gn»qib 

_sa4,eYT 


Ramanuja enshrined the world-famous 
Bhakti-surging Ramayana in his heart. 
His praiseworthy devotee Kurattalvan 
and feel-worshipping heart-melting 
good sage Parasara Bhattar saw- 
some sign of hope in my lowly self 
and took me into their service. (37) 

^ ift cn ld f^o'icuu iSl<3>g>*3''«r 

<^C3T6T>Crr @63T«pj; ^GuClD 
Ci gjl CTG3T QurT^CTTn 

(^p€3Tuj? I ^CtfJTGTuflujrr j5>Lb 

uUrTft^\co iSlrflujrr rfjlcjr 

^(3T)6Tflcin (^jcraTcnrub 
Og>rft6T| a_<«nfjujniu, 

£ 1 ^ QuiT^Ccn. 

O Ramanuja, praised by blessed ones! 
Today you have made me your 
servant, such is your grace. But why 
did you let me go my way and waste 
my life all these years? Alas! I cannot 
undertstand the subtle sense in this, 
pray tell me. (38) 

Ct,y,Lhiit|ib 

L^nii^Lpeun^ii) ctcttC(D 
uD(rv>cnOa>rcraT(p ^«7icrr^>(^ih K0.Ci>! 

toiiypi si-uTmn^jijGiDtT'? 

v^^ch io^fT6^jTi Qt^iib gjjiuiT lomnrf^ 

pt-^i i^cvi Qi .^ib t^5>Cip 
.^(^(CTMh Ua,(f»)Cn SfbSj \§!nnit>nnr)i&GF 
OtfUJUjlh O/UdKiaCot. 

O Heart! 'l ou have exhausted yourself 
running after illusory wealth, children, 
property, and wife as sources of real 
happiness. Ramanuja changed our 
life of darkness and despair and gave 
us the mind to understand his 
greatness. Is there anvone else to match 
his abiding grace? (39) 

= 9io «Sii.iio ^icin^iHjCOoh a,^o,.o^ipib 

Mm (T>v»v 

i9>nir>^ir*if» »£i, , c9''t9)i iRnt,])^ (jTtiSi' 1 rf• 

.v • v/n A,' ii fhvffin s»C fh 
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aiTlfllb C1UU0STT, sS0 

®S!t>© CTOTTgj a_cngg,g,ir 6 jr 
euirujorrar dPcuOTT gJgirmcTgdasjr 

ID GyjT i£\ GD & C uj e 

Ramanuja who took a vow of 
(tont.nfmce gave this counsel to the 
world: The fourfold pursuits of life 
are pr.ncip ed living, acquisition of 
wealth, fulfilment of desire, and 
freedom from rebirth. Of these, desire 
must be cultivated solely for attaining 
Krishna, while the other three must 
subserve this purpose. ( 49 ) 

u>6&nflCT>.5 Cujnsflfteh C^ngnb (Slrpjbg, 

cngjasn icngsvCan 

amiir a_j) jglrbdglguih 

2-6uGs,rriT6,dr crcuconii) 

aisratrasTtu 

c^lu GluiT(l(jG^ 

r & c5isrs!njT C rp,ii> 0ncmh a^cuaiGWsjing) 

tbngrajrrf)0 ^uSlcarCg. 

Even when the lord Madava himself 
enters into every womb, takes birth 
and stands before our eyes, we are 
unable to see him. Whereas, by the 
single Avatara of Ramanuja on Earth 
all beings have access to the subtle 
knowledge to take them to the feet of 
Narayana. ( 4 ^ 

^uSlcnipujiriT Qa>rrcii«r>a, 

afftcO .SHcmBg, 

.onaiii crsin ,34,efilGnu, cu^ai er@Sfl,i,<* 
ion msvgirdi 

rejniu«>S5r CTSvcutT 2_uS)ris,L.(£)ii> ^,ng,eis\ 

gjULisnsir .ggi feiei, giginonijjjaOT,, Ug,nst, 
<5M(fF)6n &,t jr^Gg,. 

The pure faultless Ramanuja taught 
that Arangan, the lord of lotus dame 
Lakshmi is the husband of all souls 
Through boundless grace, he pulled me 
out of the quagmire of love for 
women’s breasts, and saved me. (42) 


a,gs>0ii> 2_Gj7TnffL|ii>; GlarevUM 

SUITW 

uga(g,ii); ^§,10 eSianciT i_i<b£U 

2— fj<5s^Tlcrjr« t>cttgctt sl_ld<5>(<?) uj'tgs 1 ’ 

^0lh 2_P 0,<& a " U ^ 
gnga>0th C1u0ornx> gJgtriDrryfl®! 

O People of world! I shall tell 5 ’°^ 
great way to get rid of the s ° u „ 
devastating Kali. Say, “Raman ll J a n 
Even as you do, brightness will a ^ 
on your mind, your mouth wil * ^ 

with nectar, and all the trava ‘f-o 
birth and death will flee. 

Q^rrcu ££>(•>> QpsjTp 1 -^ * 

^fcOwin mncusD ^ 

fbsvcona i igt^ii) ^Jgm^rrr^iffC^ ^ 

acueufm ^,*60 gg^g&g ,nrr ffT£l Go& - . 

<ttOT0J 0,<"® uU ^ 

The good ones praise Ramanuja a* j 
knower of the countless P at '.^, 5 . 
righteousness taught by all rel'S 1 ^3 
He is a master of the four Vedas^ ^ 
well-versed in the three asp eCt ^ 
sweet Tamil, — poetry, nlUSl ^ [1 [ds 
drama. For those who do not k a s g 
name with faith, what great P 11 , 4 . 4 .) 
awaits them in this world? 

'P iDrbfry g?«v>6JD<^*‘ fo{6) 

-^QfTr/)1; r s}4 ili Cup 
«... . ° 
j!DJ Igcoeiv>cu, UDfO© 1 ^ 


c, 


STOTITg 


tJ<P 




>5>pib c^ieuiTft/Aib * q ) 

\ 


g>!bg> (e>l^Lt>6i>‘> 1 - 0 
**-©110 Ligib $ gniB"© |ff £&■ 
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Works 


,YARP pA 


/ Prose 


uia l There is no greater 
Ri ' m than attaining your feet. 
P^Cre is no way to attain it save 
and ther ' f y0 ur feet alone. Those 
the grace thU have received 

who unde ^ such great measur e 
your g race „i v en to me today, 
as yo^J^ ; s beyond my words! (45) 

, *»•* 

eci-V* 

LOOT'D a-OTtr&Gs.fOTOT, 

uSloSlG u.i ot 

. ^ , D «tLb 

572)110 <5> JgcmjDig^OTCiD. 

• „ the world-famous Ramanuja 

TSS* — * ™ M "“ 

"jiopl-s Tamil Veda, and pm an 

fto the controversies m the six 
schools of orthodoxy. He entered 
m y lowly heart and clarified my 
thoughts as well. l 4(, l 


^.OTPlSCtU U0O) ua*. M* 

ig.Aj a_coA^)fjj 
^ Cl^uMib ^^JFcnjTGO @grru>rr£|S6W 
«TTb31 

Caps' ©Wib u&suu) rfli 

fTtyr 2>G5T j,€T»ftu_lGnCt.'n 

*OTP(fc^ t? UM 

fQasii ^cOcncoCiu. 


Our masterly Ramanuja convinced 
the world that the lord Ranganatha 
is the only one worthy of worship as 
the lord of Universe. Breaking 
through my strong Karmas, he 
entered my heart night and day as 
one without a peer. Now who in the 
world can match me? (47) 


rgl&n ftjtOTr) CTG3T j£,0©ng>G,(£j ca apfi 

^(J^CTflsSTSiSOT ^OTlflu 
c^OTsiLb @«ust)«u; ai©C@ii 

L|<£F>6U UtOTOTLOuSlCflunfi 
u*tj)iii Gu©otlo ^ggmimgia! g)«sfl tbmi 

u^Gg, 

aiaguii Cutr0dt ctot uujfaT^tn 3 G«ijn(ips.(g ; Lb 
^W,OT lSIotCiSSI? 

O Ramanuja praised by faultless ones! 
My incomparable lowliness has no 
refuge but your grace. Your grace too 
can flow nowhere except into me. 
When the two thus find their 
mutual fruition, is it not futile to 
separate them? ( 43 ) 

^COTgji OeiiiGnio OumuiiOTiD 

c^2)j 010 id ib 

GurrciTg,! QuiTciTf^l; ^fDfbgjgj) Qcuib 0 >g 51 
y,rij 0>LDCU0, 

C§tG3T urriLi GuiDCu Qg,€3T 
0»ipci} OtfCTTCIsfl 

0>fTC3T l065T@)lb ^JlJfTID 17^)0631 

SL-^gjCgj. 

The Southern Arangam is surrounded 
by fields and rivers of nectar flowing 
from lotus blossoms. Our Ramanuja 
placed the lord Ranga’s feet on his 
head and himself at Ranga's feet. 
After Ramanuja’s birth on this Earth, 
the path of righteousness has been 
established, the heretic six schools of 
thought have been erased, the terrible 
Kali vanquished. (49) 

a $uligjt a_0>3>ion ^Ijbcn^tqdT; e^caftajrojn 

ClfblCT)0lb 

ClArr$£>$i iorfrf)i rhi. ljuojt; Q^ninrcncti 

GTJtfSi (0yT>rrnh GTcbiunib 
i)te37 ftefilu 1 ;n £g}anb l 4 ,€wt* 

L 1 TffLj 

■ ’■ ,T 

^wy>«T37 C^UV^ID- 
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The lotus feet of our lord Ramanuja 
King among ascetics, of lasting world- 
fame, are l.ke dawn in the thoughts 
of the good ones. They boldly trudge 
in the hearts of enemies, striking 
terror. They are receptacles for my 

inferior poetry, full of flaws. ( 50 ) 

«u»u> 

unijo,u Gunn 

Cip.au.u ufl G&it rflQj* Go ,„ OTOT1 

CiPttCSii sa~fflisriTi, 2 j 


i-ijlucu E-. UG {, 2_5U0 lUtTCM 1 ^ 

uijWQI GTt^gpl 1 ^ 
5>!t)QuiT(rT ) OT SjcarcriOT gir, 

oirr, 2 >l la 

The wonderful glorious Ramanuj* 1, 
w hom the learned ones desire. lS 
my Kalpaka wishing tree, come to 
mle me. He established the diffi cl11 
concept that all the world is 1 u ’ 
lord’s corpus and all the souls are the 
lord’s soul. (53) 


™enOT ^ 

u “* u5,e 'J m-hsai 

rtnijrajiui, . jnrrs ) ,£| ll)Go , i 

rhen m the yore the lord drove the 
steed-driven chariot for the five 
devoted Pandavas in the Bharata war 
Now he has taken birth again as 
Ramanuja, the sweet ambrosia of 
devotees, tor my upliftment alone. 
I can see no other reason. (51 \ 


unn&g.nsjr & & u«n ft u U j 

il&'u unit (ipcipguui 

M«t*r.u,u9C«.«tn»u.4 9>nw 

Oou.i,. anri. ®cr.«,rG l un 0 
■SJ,"S>8,"«jr; ^Jonsu snh .Sgilfiftirgyad, 

Oaiiiujoi ^j), i^Clo. 

With his Darsanas, Ramanuja drove 
out the six heretic thoughts, and spread 
his fame far and wide. He entered my 
lowly heart and ended my twin 
Karmas, then linked me to the lotus 
leet ol Ranganatha. These are a few of 
nis wondrous deeds. /e 


crrc.TT<^cr?n 

' h!b ^"" *"/&& <SW 

'fl . 1 , 


IbiU-uiuj gaa flit)uni,ash miusnri- ssr; 

o>iulii(iii Gaiftj) fl.CTfluij 2 )pg)i 1 .T®®" 
r>* 

guhiIl. ld ^Jcun cuc^jt ldc^JP 

611 [, fj > !!>S> 0 l LD®sia@l su '^ < ’ 

rTl ~“t a ' rjntortJjjiaOT T ® l^ ’ , 

^giilsOsu 

CTn seeing the essence of goodness 11 
Ramanuja’s philosophy, all the lo"T 
heretic thoughts withered. The Vcd“- 
truih of Narayana rejoiced. The P l ’ c ' r 
less fragrant Tamil Vedas of Souther 11 
Kurugur Saint gained a new life.(5T) 






t*iiCinnt cun 0 lfj> 6 m£i 
0 ®>TCTffi 1 . n nnuniTn^i.ieJ'e ^ 1 - 

urn Gmo’ 


1 i«n a,,nj Gr.n^oiifl.cfr 




, inirA®! 1 *)'. 0 '’ 1 ’ 

.Itmigi^ii djrci, ( Girifafil®, 0<5>*Ui(?Lr i^ 111 * 
eniiSiOT C®<i®( 2 > u,l ’’ u ’ 

I lie devotees of the lord of Southe* 
Arangam, — surrounded by attract 1 ' 
fragrant groves, — rejoiced in sinfc‘ 
the praise of Ramanuja whoestabhs 11 
the singing tradition of the Ta n 
Vedas. Those who worship hin 1 ^ 
their benevolent raincloud me 
hereditary masters! 
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Go>na (g,cu lociiOTeinij ppGlsiny; ansi, sf >(5 

<9*1.17 iD^QJfTGV) 

Cl in*<£liu Cg)«uori«iu Gunjigiib cicrflgicjT, 

L|QIG3Tlh CTIbl(2)lO 
£n&& 1 @!imDng > i<MBr.OT 

^onu2ja61«5i STSJi 

curta .0 a_cr>auJfT 0 j, ffrrir uicsni <Qeir>ffimcinjy 
^dfl tDfrjrtjj s^jG3T^nfr)Giii. 

Our sacred teacher Ramanuja, revered 
the world over, worshipped the feet of 
the lord who wielded his battleaxe 
and destroyed twentyone mighty 
kings. Having attained him, my heart 
does not think of anyone else. My lips 
do not speak of anyone else. (56) 

mjjrpi G ' J » tx>rf3uj*ig>i. 

cncvjn 

2_fT)rn«iCfj 2,«7*(£, a_fb.0«jrjnuj0. 

g,cu g,Gun Gi jnrf)irj|ii> ^Jb 

ClurbU)® 7 ^; Ou(T) 2 )iSI^ iD< sw<$Gujc 37 
€p(f>) Guc<r»{»)CinioGuj. 

Conceding to nothing else, our 
perfect Ramanuja, King of ascetics, 
considered only the devotees of Lord 
Ranganatha’s lotus feet as his dear 
ones. Having received the good 
fortune of his grace, my heart does 
not long for anything else. (57) 

C U3H#)Uin Gcn^U '»1«7j7Jj 

* .vjptajrflu iSlfliniii 

+pid)\ UJf?a 2 )l «7<*W«JVJ n S 2 . 

c*u^n)t, a*. uSlflAun 

S^cj' J^i«i'WV*SA' i Ivt'lA'Hir 
<«ii it i.■ i ..is, vsTTjnfrT’, tfUT tu.'irruo in^.9 

i'tjju.iui <d 4>I<4.£M Jt.1 . 

( (including that self-knowledge is the 
purport of the Vedas, puerile ones 
consider Brahman as the truth and 


identify it with consciousness, thereby- 
excluding the insentient world. They 
further declare that the soul becomes 
one with the supreme after the body is 
shed. Our Ramanuja won over all these 
absurdities with his gift of logic and 
deep thought. (58) 

•fKI Cu cf^lCHGL) <£N,UJ $CT>0 C7lltq.^|«7T(6T7 ? li), 

ehoS\ ^g^Gcn 

ifilcm 0>rrc\jfl)gij orrery a sin, ifi)0><9> 

jb n cot in cyi fD uS) 6?r 

fl-i it c^crflujnci i gjjrjfb$cuCtf37Cu • 

e_u9onfj 

SC. CT\ l_ IUCU07 IbfTIJCWJTOTT C7OTTn)| cSNjfJlcuniT 
■@6vjcinci> a.rbrpj a._c33TiTibCg). 

In these days of Kali when darkness 
engulfs the world in all the eight 
Quarters to the very' end of the oceans, 
if Ramanuja had not dispelled that 
darkness with the light of the four 
Vedas, we would never have realised 
the truth that Narayana is the lord and 
master of all i he souls. (59) 

e_ GJ37iTff>j5> QiDiij(CT)(C^nciiflinn CujiT3>ib 

Q^nnjjii, ^(TF>«S)jnujOiOa^>luS^<rir» 
irxnraub inCTT^jub 

$}\ ibO^tiripnii, io it inGV.'O"'^ 

•. n^aTnih^ m<sin tnnirucii GUjiT^brbfljiib 

• i.jAi^h 'Qii)(^Lb 

^hGTRTnrt <^a»n«OTTu.ou, i§}rjftio<TQj|0<?y» 

CTlb (/hCMiO. 

Where bands of godly-realised souls 
gather, wherever the Tiruvaimoli’s 
fragrant music is sung, wherever t lie- 
lord with the lotus dame Lakshmi on 
his chest resides, — there our 
benevolent cloud Ramanuja, our clan’s 
master, enters and stays. ( 60 ) 

- 1 & nyl^»siflll_^ £$Mq tj LjL ^HlC- iltflju' 

G 0.90’ ctil o.'l u 31 u I IT fiia . tfjl 1 
'tSi. .» >i,, 
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dhatf 


G'&HSUJ e,cug,Cg ) neh\ cub gjtiiorr^adr 
Clgitrsu qftjp fti —it tflftjg, 
®\&S>nai g,su 

aeroug,! @( 2 ;©«uCu). 

I was caught in the evergrowing 
ivy thicket of sin, Ramanuja came 
and took mastery over me. But even 
after that, the sage worshipped 
by Yogis shone with the effulgence 
of lasting fame. This world has seen 
a miracle. 

<@©!bG^OTi @(r*, sfilcnsjTu unftLb ay)n>j51 
ujitot @«niT)a|ii) 

miyrjibCgjraT grafl aib ^girujugiffaT 

iDcitr^j mn LOcong, ^ncrr 

C. 1 un( 55 ^,ir£la>« u s_anuu qaionimiSlCaniitAg, 

6p>63T^jii) rjjcjr&mD Q^ujiurrij 
Clu( 52 ) C#<njG»ju ujsnii), QuiflCujtiiT 

3>ii> a>ip«u iSluvsCa. 

Kurattalvar worshipped Devadiraja 
whose abiding grace fell on all who 
took refuge in Ramanuja’s lotus 
feet. My holding on to Kurattalvar’s 
feet has loosened the bonds of sin over 
me. Now I have no sorrow. (62) 

arnu0 Qft,rtL0LD acrflgj] ararsai, ujireii 
8L.G7T lSllT)Cbl<jDuj /f (1 
r5>0q«nui^h O^jfTl ffljibuiq £>.60 A C«U 6 WT@U>, 

e^2U 0lfiUJ0 

Cl« 3 iq<r<r>ujg> Qj 2 >ni (fTjLb id^ctt CUrfjlfbCgjmr 
£$><_ cufb 0 j @u 

i Jiq. 6 mujg> OgjfTL (ffjib, gamunj^i^! 

uojiiTiqgjGcin! 

O Ramanuja, (jreat scholar! Those 
who swear by the heretic six schools 
of blinding thought run helter-skelter 
as you follow them on Earth! Bless that 
I may follow your radiant lotus feet like 
an elephant bull follows a cow. (63) 


ucin at' 1 ) tonrosir uft2> gaBip . 

urtui *e>' D '" J 

«fjlcranq.i_ cTCbjasii g}rrmi>nr^|i’(iP a ^ 

' Caitfib 

Oaircntu 2 ,cv Ceuftft QaiT^gj) 0 <& s "~ 

<**. 

iBCifsTiq Gjfflurrjg)); ’ 

2_rbj^>6TT 6U &PP j 

O Polemics! Watch out! The r ’^ t ^ e 
elephant called Ramanuja, — %vlt 
ichor of the sweet Pann-based M ,ir ‘ 
Tamil Tiruvaimoli and the heft) 1 ^ 
of Vedic truths, — is running 
everywhere. Your lives are ende 

GufT iJ >c M <Sl<b2)g)l Og>rtcueJ)«v cu n SB . 

etsinrnni LDcmiP^^ 1 .. 

_ji QuOP* 1 

2»' T y? c M dlfDpgd; 0 euu> 0 nV B!i ' 1 ^ 

00 & al 


a«i.y) =5iiiijDfti; |ft) 2 ) 2 )ii> ffreosvmi u ^ 


a <&0i>9> 


««*»**' 


3> rt iP ■£ifbjDg>i, 2 >ix> @gtncng>i 

® d h! 

By the knowledge impaf 11 ' ^ t ji 
Ramanuja, the contradictions c ’ ^ 
Upanishads have been resol vC j ^ 
lives of the polemics have en e ^ ^ 
Vedic seers have become elevate^ ^ 
world has received much g°° j l3 v 
twin Karmas of faulty l' ves ^ 5 ) 
been destroyed. 

(G^ncarib ftssflfgg, 2,6uib Cla-^ 631 ^^ 


2 )HsnCla,'i 2 )l‘i> 


,eu 




surname OanQuuji tc( t^sxSSTI . 

dicusfil a '“ ^ 
ftssTii) fti£)2,g, @2niorrgjftcjt 0 ^^ 

•***%*> 

0 nasitb QftfT(hl6i igji 0 /r-eU g*. 

«* ■ s *^> 

For those who offer worship e '^ r | e Jg 

with a heart mellowed by 

the lord Madavan grants the 5 • 
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, wha Ramanuja, who removed 

ot 'Adequacies of my heart, gives 
the madeq iuon to those who 

that through compassion 

%%£**»**"■ (66) 

00“=§^*" 6 uri * 0 
r^fin) r^jGu 6TT) fj 


for 

aJ 433ui> 

^ eucs3TCbi5» sr>6U2>2> 

. a-**® «*V &>"*"©•* 

<J2> 2_lflm0>U(£) 

«*» ,! ’ ofn ^r^a-DSI S'* 

-■nder-lord caused victory over 
A hundred for Dharmaputra who 
W refuge in him. Ramanuja taught 
u „ these limb are not for personal 
US u ,r for service to the lord. But for 
w would have provided refuge 
31?suffering souls? (67) 

mnaiOT ©«'" Q 2 >ajaJ ® 

C0 floflw QauiSlui £^0 uS1«t QaoiCTMiiu 
QufT(Tf)6TT G&lfluJU 

u fTffl«flCU OanOTCST ^afUDff&JtfOnOTU 

ucjrafliLjib f^GuGeurriT 
/rflcuflcu ‘ »<arafl(b5>g>l 67 ^ cSj^cfilujU) 

rfliijfijnjkiijCiD. 


Then in the yore the wonder lord 
spike the Gita driving the chariot 
for Arjuna in the battle of the five 
tetinst the hundred. Our master 
Ram anuia expounded its meaning to 
the world, with a lucid commentary. 
My heart and soul forever bathe in 
the goodness of his devotees. Come to 
say, who is my peer? (68) 


< n ! fc£i>®u9CaTf!(h' a-OS®"*** wncuio 

^fcTr^rbg*! (ipor r^msn 

&-O0I aioi'O' 

,TT«T ^l(ic,snncv) 


0!b0 e>Qs\ acsin ai^lcudi; 

Snsji^is,| 

crgjCT.a, gonuMi^adr srglaaratOT 

siotctiotCuj. 

Then in the deluge the mind and sense 
organs of all souls were destroyed and 
lay absorbed in the soul. Seeing this 
the lord of Arangam repaired the souls 
and restored their faculties. But even 
he did not give me his refuge in such 
measure as Ramanuja has done. Today 
he has uplifted me. ( 59 )” 

CTOTonraTmu) Liirnagi ctsst gjujcucnsu 14111 

UfTITgjgj), CT6IT37 ,@CU U CO (^GjraTg,^ 

2i_ar<^C5Tu^U) unir^dQco «£i^cb CUiucuGg, 
2>CV>U5; c^cjTf^ 6163Tun6U 
iSlwrcDcnimi) umTA^cu (bcuib S-crrCgj? 

C—cin A(^65T>6OTT 

^ 63 Ttf l TKraT CT«T UfTITUUn, ^grjfTU)(Tf^|0! 

2— CTTCjr>63T(5 JfTrifTjgj^GfJ? 

O Ramanuja! Seeing me and my 
nature, and seeing your infinite virtues, 
your grace upon me is the only good. 
Beyond that, if you still see any merit 
in me, what will your devotees say of 
your boundless grace? (70) 

amTTKShgjI CTC5T ^!b6irvg> ffi_ (TST £5}neb ; 

cr^CTTL j 5>fT63T 
0>rnnc33ij£» 

C-^cib (0)Gmih)&>tgfr ) {hC<h 

O^tucr'fB; ^pcin CWajGfilGtrwsn 
& Qaiu^cyvein ^^auncO 
C»lbns 5 >^j), GNGOTTfc'T'lD ^IJfTtDlTlTjJtf! enh 

Q LJ (T^Jb5>fiU>*ClU! 

O Good and generous Ramanuja! 
My thoughts are always on your 
lotus feet. My love has poured 
over those lotuses. My service 
has become absorbed in your goodness. 
My past Karrnas are destroyed by 
your deeds. (71) 
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«na,g, 2 ,snOT £uj aioojs, o,a>a,«ng; 

A"^lraf)o,Go, 

s_uj aa «jrrar, gjnuj (ocnjoCl^jgi 

CTOTigj a_rarrafl a_rii6mi> 
c*.«hCunQ ^ &lb 

i ' e51 ® MO-Cipfr^uGsn 
«ncxa,ac!TsjT ercironoT, ^(uxmg^aci, 

ojerorcnu) OawCg,. 

Ramanuja placed me in the company 
0 ! hose . wh ° brevet praise him 
with melting hearts that he rid the 

W °u d l° a h . eretic thoughts and 
established the Vedic path. This is 
my master s boundless grace. (72) 

Bjsj.cniouSloinguii &ei , , Dn 

l.j ar> fjm lo 

ari.rcniouSla.ngu.b g& a n, ara (lCu,nA« > c. @ a 

S>nc3T arjcramuj 

a-erocnuj <bsG , 0 ncmo s_cn 7aft 

^innDrtgjiocnOT E_cj.gr) ) i> 
^loincn .0 ^MsOcjncO „^ {0> g jAtMlti ^ 

S?" [Slcnsu CairAj^lu^Gcj. 

With exceeding benevolence, 
compassion and moon-like tranquil 
patience, Ramanuja gave refuge to 
the world and taught the truth and 
wisdom of the Vedas. Come to 
think, other than contemplating 
his feet, I have no desire. ( 73 ) 

jjon!OuStsi. ilirjio cisiirru, mnujoisj. 

^uicuonga 

fl “" ^itf 1 '••aiww '0 '.la.ndm dj 

^cncijTu/ otefSWno 

CT" ty/t CTii) 

^{^60 tf>cjnrr)uS)c»i 
rflonfru, ^.jC, 

4 1 art a, C> | a ^ ^ # 

With his fierce discus of time, the 
wonder lord wipes out the wicked ones 
tnai do not follow the Vedic path 

whereas the cool-as-the-raincloud 
Ramanuja convinces them through 
reason and brings them into the 
radiant Vedic path. ( 74 ) 


Osijj aa cncuo sisiavi) Glaiyj '"® >) . 

*f**\ 

sn<j, aa so a «;j ^yilaiLb aibia>(y»® ? 

CtiflmLaga ^tcniugjgji 2_dflcna' £ ®^. 

CTsainji @(T» ) a>^^jU > Q**' ''** g\ 
Clujnujg,^ ^cncua.^ii) ojjjgu- gpJ' nD '^ >> 
csiicncn (ipjbSl 1 ® & 

O Ramanuja! The lord of A 
surrounded by watered fields 
throw up pearls and conches. ^ 
conch and discus in his beautim ' ^ 
and remains in our eyes f° r ^ 
saying, “I shall never leave 
Yet your glorv engulfs me comp c . 

■ --- edd'- 7 ' 


and tosses me like one possessed 

. (ftp 

fScircD cvjcwt ^ 

Cojiv*c U ^ 

@«jifDy)ui snon^j,® 2>n(5 l 'i | . <5> GU “ -yib 

u ttp0''-BV 

a_<j. g,OTo, ( a) Cftacna. S>0 

lioness. 

* .1 

ct«t 2 > «ra, ( g ) i£) <5^ 

rrig&l ^ 

O Ramanuja! Put together (he ( 
that you derive from the fa { jj 
stream - flowing Venkatam h ' 1 
world of Vaikunta, and the , 
Ocean of Milk; I derive th -’ 1 | ptU 
joy from contemplating y olir , 7 ^) 
feet. Pray grant me this. 

priji n a Seiran, jc,b. ; s’ 1 * 3 ' . - , (l ^ 

mtnin* -jO 

. . . .'il,. 

unujihgiOTOT inerwnu u»> c r 

uw ^ 

< 6 ii ! S)<{ ( luSI(aii.s>J: e '“ 3 ' $ 0 )*' 

«filcnis|T*tJ><n t»« ul ’ 1 
Jhituj^^encj., . ■ .11 

noi n, aa , ‘ |j | 

Ramanuja showered 
benevolent grace beyond 1 j^rdj 


imagination. With the - lUl ‘ 

°f ^ edit texts he has clearec 1 


P 
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c , ■ r houehts. His fame has 

A world. He h U 

.eeded <lr» -V b >'' ht '“I' 

I wonder wh» U* * °» 
to do next. 

. o ttrcrflcu ACTrcnit 
o, { n,^f)s>j 'J® eSrrfluj 

-«*>**■- ' s * 

_ rr*i, «"i» r ; :. 

3uit©W L,y . , ..w 

£jprl ‘jlljfTUi' »CTT, 


O Ramanuja! You entered my lowly 
heart and took residence there 
Clearing it "» wic * ed deedsand 
proceeding * lth «««*'“* 
compassion, you corrected me. 
and made me serve the lord of the 
lotus dame Lakshmi. No more can 
false doctrines enter my heart. (78) 

(•luniLicrm/d ii> Oon® e&cnQ, 

pltliwuru UdAiajlA ®0n,OITn^«» fi®*. 

do-2^1 (VlhcSHT) 

J. liiu *< 4,^C^C T ’ 'ftluOuh W> 

ujfTAi CTtfflJJ)! A«<T!>s^y 
®u i’ i 1 ^ i*t, »sriCbiUi?ijJjj«JrtOurtrtn fj>wi 

Ifcs'cpi*^ »4*s. 

When Ramanuja stands in this world 
as the guardian of truth and destroyer 
of false doctrinal interpretations, 
alas, people <>t the world go searching 
for another god and wither away, 
lose their minds, and spend then- 
lives in doubt. (79) 

rt>6u«wffA i i >7 cu ib me ni^, 4 tri*. 

4^- ^^rtstTixitp f*..u 

ojiCttC’. 't't 4>lni4> , « n, 5' 1 1 ’ *t> 61 • n /p, gi t n a, cv I 

.• ,74.1* *- I 


cratain CTwrgni CTuCurr^gyi 

CT 2 > Qjb^^U>L|l£> 

Qancocuna, incur**™, 

Qaiojor Cairircu gJdrigICu,. 

To those who recall the good ones 
who praise Ramanuja and place their 
faith in his name alone. — to them 
and them alone, I shall give mv 
service in thought, word and deed with- 
out fatigue, at all times, at all places, 
in all climes. 

Gtrmra, jgdnfi) a_A *di ft,cr> OT .*>(,<,*££* 
0* rT65irt(^l u Ci_ cir n u rr c\j 

anna, fairs’. rCtsjin) cror*^ 

n'aiuj *nsTT ,e>cr.smtfl,tfh 
C ‘ ’*«* jS4rirj Ol rpj^^.b 

•e.'in.nnrtjia! ^ )ra f| E _ c j I 
fit tjcjiifflu * l n. I an<B,A / «,. I^o^ensu i.ing, 

O Ramanuja! I served the tireless 
devotees of your perfect feet. You 
gave me the red lotus feet of the 
lord of Arangam himself forever! 
I have nothing to give in return for 
your boundless compassion. (81) 

St n>it (tyrant kiUnSlua J1, .ningy. 

t^imrrwV 

£- (ffy ^fH'T) tf^ruarg,^ *> i^.vx&lu'rnn) ClfijlW'iJJf. 

£?(»») Ull 'T^vMcC' 

<$ir^lfcTTmnujr; 

| jCSBTttraftu A««Wt/T ? 

!•_ ii)d ^tvnnnnya<jn ,~*6?r ya)t ii‘~' 

/it v tp/£UTcv.. 

I was an ignorant one, without proper 
knowledge, roaming around with 
faults understanding. In a trice. 
Ramanuja made me a peerless learned 
one. and stood aside, while the world 
raved and said, “\\ hat a blessed 
one! He is lamed for his benevolence 
that matches ihe raindoud. (82) 
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•fii Qa>n<OT0 Cult <gnr)ix) Gaiuajj, 

ClfllfflgFjllb CTOTgJjlb 

UfTIT Cl5>rt65ffrt_ Gl063T63>u>iun < 3 tfvuf_G 5 r 
(^coGcuctt; a_cjr i_,g, tL|5,ii> 

«jn GWcAtu cffilsnu GTCTfl^ra'flGu 

SUUgjlSUCSl; E_sjTgj|6T)i_uj 
a,mi Qairswu. oicotothd, @rjmonm,ia! 

@gn; a>ciaT0 QairdrCOT. 

O Ramanuja! I am not one among 
the noble ones of ihe world who 
practise the exalted path of Bhakti-yoga 
and attain the perfect freedom of 
Moksha. Effortlessly, I will attain 
the great liberation of Vaikunta, 
through your dark-cloud-like benevo- 
lence, — just see! ( 83 ) 

■£oQrijT(^ ClairrcTsiCpL.. cjrr cub (j^ 7 (TiDfTnj)< 9 G 3 T 

5>63TCTiG3TJ 0>rT6ifgT|_€yiGlf) 
Q<g>rTSiJinCi_OTr ^gugst 0#>rTOTo7i_rr 
QufTGiT ^nfitflGu; gtctt Q^ricucnGu QojibCibmtj 

^QT5T0Q<^ITCTOTGL_GjT; ^IT QqigHgtt 

GU rrrfl OT>U» GlIfTujLD^^gjj ,@63T(T}j 

a_OT3T0lQ,3,rT6'jinGi.G3T; ^CTTeuub s_rr)rr)6in 

a_G\JULJ @GuCT>CuGuj. 

I have found my Ramanuja; by which 
act, I have become a servant of his 
devotees feet; by which process, I have 
cut asunder my age-old Karmic ills. 
Today I have drunk deep from the 
river of his glory-flood. If I were to say 
more, there will be no end to it. ( 84 ) 

fj?d£luj (=&jo>o,^iGir a-CCiunffijCnniu ^tajcsr 

GffmSIffirmj ctott 

a..tpcv>corrirj Cl^jiTCirsiur 
Cucn/jpOTiiB ^ijmcngjiaanon^, 

Gleb'KitiLD OurdCiumi 
ungii> ctot s,cit ^ii a^uSliia^ 

ujnQg,cirff^uj mirjnjj ^eocJJCvGiu. 

O, the folly of those who go about 
studying the Vedas, but never realise 
that their subtle essence or inner 
substance is the most effulgent lord, 


the master of the Universe! For the 11 ’ 
and for others Ramanuja shotted t 1 
path. Those who worship hint are _ 
masters. My heart desires notn 1 ^- 
save service to their feet. 


0,4)33ft LDsflaoniju urplfjl, e£tU U<b& 

S-tb®irrt crest a_tpOTg» g-ui cmjijGuJ^ , 

«p>CT7«tfluJ & ^ 

th&pnn uijcmh fitgtuDnf^jecinesTiji 

QLjjbnjfiiT smajii, ^cnri sribcsiui i 

^ysr^ib Q,jif' ujC1J 5 

No more shall I tire myself 
after heartless ones, craving f° r 1 nV 
affection and calling them ^ 
relatives. Those whose hearts ar 
who study the sacred texts, and ^ 
worship Ramanuja, — they a ^ oll ,n^) 
my masters, I worship them- 1 

Qufflujsvr Gustleyiib Gu«3ig,u)ft Co^S? 1 

g,«T 

SCffltU (alstTCu GTGTlfpjlb E-CHLlUflJ 1 ^ 1 ^ ^ 

CTCSTnpj &_6fraTfT6blGU ih ° ^ 

Qajifliilib sussisi s£irg>$ ^amongie^" 10 

qffliHU) 5 , 0.1 le^rtomb Oi ift(m,!bg, , '?’‘ :ul '‘'. 

Those who have known Ram atl t o 
praise him, “Whether he { o 
learned ones or whether he t<d 
unlearned ones, he always^ l ^ u s 
good w'ord to say for each ’ 0 f 
and thus. The selective wisd°‘ 
the Vedas that he has given z °^ oS e 
world is worth cherishing- )l0 w T 
who do not do so will only ^ 
the pain of Kali. 




(T) U-l 

ifil®,®, Go4>(olrj,«u oapcrflA t© 4 * 51 ^ 

3 ,ansuu Glf-'fT 1 

g>« 6 l iftlii,* u(u 


emeu a .COTT01 0 sSl 




756 
























, Y AflP pA 


/ prose 


Works 


<^j60' 10 aj^nrpwrr^lujrT ^ld 

. . .. frsjrn)), ®>j 

' cug^oiu CunjbsisuCrai. 

, „ t i a ers of heretic thoughts 

XVhCn 4 everywhere freely ’ Ramanu ’ a 

ro arried ^ lion unto them, strengthened 
c ai» easJ by t he Pann-based songs 
at hea C Kuraiyalur’s king Kalikanri. 

0 f fertde • (88) 

I bo^ toh,n1 - 

mi/ft, ih £*>&& jS 1 ® 1 

(JlL49ilp Qftiflihgl) 

. C«"u && 3><"jcu-- && 

a_63T Sn £6310,0 gill 

• fieirOp ^©AAI^hu. 

mss' i063iii> ^cstiSI, 

„ ©*’®® j6Wsu,Tlij 
CtC3Tf$l-L(hl ^(C^A'SuGctt. 


O Ramanuja of glory beyond pra.se! 
!f I praise you thinking I know your 
rea t merit, it is mean praise. If I give 
t,p saying it is beyond me, that indeed 
is fair praise. Knowing this, my heart 
sl iH does not satiate praising you. I fear 
what you may think of me. (89) 


i^lereKujnn i9it>«S'ctiuj §3,010 iSlrjncnrar, 
@ 2 > £<* |f?a>®Ca 
eiene* <3*,®" eu S>S> @0 nion &J' 5<CT ' CIT ; 

M «n«ne' Tli: u«J»arru4ii> Cluiflujaift 

0,ncTT0>6Tflcvj y,jbGl2>a6ir*v ujgu 

cuenctrujtrfil t9©Cn9cu cu(*hj>$i«jiTiT 

ion(V,^n iO(n^cii <£fc(J5>G4j). 

Ramanuja came to rule me, and rid me 
of my birth. Those who do not think 
of him, or sing his praise in song or 
worship the feet of those who sing of 
him, are carriers of darkness, who will 
suffer more births on Earth. (90) 


ID^CT aurb^i ,$ybiD!Tnj£luj(T an.iryib 
£lu 6(0,611 

^ 0 «ir enii;j,o> a_cu( 3 , @066 

a,® rr.dmutuj ^fr 

^gn^gjj ctcocvm 

ibnfbar CT 6 si g)u h 

Oun^ch 0,02,0,0631 euo @2111011^,0* 

ujtsiiincssjflujQgiix-^ 

The faulty arguments that the 
proponents of dark-Agamas expound 
lead only to darkness and decay. To 
rid the world of that darkness, 
Ramanuja showered his benevolent 
grace and expounded that the lord 
ot Arangam is the master of all souls. 
He is a truly sanctified soul. (9 1 ) 

i-icraraaflm Ctbnatui nAo^io jgGeueji; 

<®U<1 Cijirnjrfil Ooiuajib 

£>l6331,^(0,10 Goiciisfil £| 60 631611 lb @CSUS31; 

GloibeilllO OJieil L) 6 U 6063 >( 3 ) 
cl* an5)ix> £(<£,£1 @gniong|o! @*0)1 § 
M@!bgll 61631 

O,63316g)j6n0,ib 02,00.611)611,10 J0631O) @0, 
5>rrgcirauD <9>L_(TJ)cmfjGuj. 

O Ramanuja with abiding glory that 
even the learned ones cannot 
comprehend! I have not performed 
any sacred penances to learn by 
realisation. Nor have I served your feet 
and learnt from you by the method of 
questioning. And yet you have entered 
my heart and remain in my eyes. Pray 
tell me, for what purpose? (92) 

i —lj CV)n^rTyisiouTt LD65>n}Lj ClufT0Gn 

6163’^), 0>ujGi)n CltfncOgyjib 
GVhLotH &> iSlgrT637 ^GUSoCcJT? 

CTC5T Ou0 cfilc3*)crSTC!nujA 
U).0» -5^g)nijQa»rT(^l &.<&} _2^0cft CTG3Tg)| li> 
^»cn CUfTCTT 2_.0GlSb 
OcniL It). A &Or>£1Tg)g) ^IJtTinfT(|jj0C3T 

<H GJTffll CD QlDUj$g>6llC(aST. 

Drawing out his shining sword called 
grace, the great Tapasvi Ramanuja 
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dhann 


came to me and cut asunder the 
overgrowth of Karma by the root. Is 
he not also our lord who silences the 
babble of wicked ones, who pass off 
bad Sastras in the name of Vedic 
literature? (93) 

i!>raju> Oacuswi) aftajih 

0©S)iijrTu iSljDsfilu 

ueuiii ii 

UfJJV»g>rTLDtb gT6jr g)l LQ 
j£l«UtO a'jiii ^atijnujnnjja^n 

(air on csn b 

fe-fiU&gj r?x 6w«jr Srr 

uinar ■SpKMTrrjjib i» «n u./Clij>fTyCff,. 

To all those who seek refuge in him, 
our Ramanuja gives the fruits of 
his penance, wealth and compassion, 
and ends the misery of repeated 
Karmic births, then grants the high 
seat of Vaikunta. Other than singing 
his glory, my heart does not rejoice 
in anything. ( 94 ) 

o (Tft rOr;rnrrj] s jSl jr> rr ; 'rj.;.nOcni 

(o)«9li)«gj| t fa UlCn'JX 

• (.Jtnftjjiifi 1 itqzjiU) 1 iriltifilaiar ^ipi nq i jt»v 
a_uS)n0»(£ii> 

<.f)l-OTTCT^Ic3Tflj6iT)Ca (i>l<Wlrr,| jfTr^Tf, 

crib ^'gfTiDngji/Krn 

'ijcarar6.i^lcj? 2 ? a ujtj»catrTj 

ibftfyiuj fijK.THTj5)(3>&in* y cin, 

The lord resides in all souls, doing good 
to them and bringing about their 
emancipation. But even he appears 
loveless in comparison to Ramanuja 
who left his abode in Vaikunta and 
took birth on Earth to spread the lour 
Vedas and free every soul. (93) 


./'ilttHnKl'i.nwiin . 

i/>l 4 sfl-, .vuS»U' 

4.'tin'i'/i» g-ji' .-irfli.ji 4ju.r.. , 


g>CT(n-,l£> ^OTGCIUJ ^ 

ft6J 9 

2!_GTT!T <7Tlij £S)jGr>fT)GUH, 

g,63TfeT>G3T 

By the terrible K arm as 
increasingly torment the soul. - , a< 
not cultivated lull faith in 1 0 ifl d 
When this foul body la' 5 j lt 
I flounder between life arte efS 

the devotees of Ramanuja, out b 1 ^ 

alone will remain with 
my sole refuge. 


g ) a«LDn & )4 a 

that 

the soul, 


m e , 

(96) 


.‘>,u-,vi4tr>u3* si. iriTjj ,->i,t' 


ftrarcricn ^ilsildliiuu si<a 1v5 ’ ^ ^ 

Si. ajmirCT >ji 4.STOji. ft*® 1 ^ iri.T 1 "' 

{brircriMi sl jrvionn 

i^iqOcsrtG'i 

0iS3T«srai SL.rrirr)n«na. - ; r ..>1 n 1 is dn>i ■ l ’ 1/3 


(dKoran-D 


ann-l^L?' 


aotf- 


, * who 

To protect the interests ol > 111 , ^ ^-e 
render service to him. Raniabbj^,J 
his lotus feet as refuge and J J' L ]ds 
them. Realising that other < 1,1 ^,; t h 
disciples, there were no seeks ’ 1 j^^ed 
boundless compassion, he s ’ 11 • . t ,,,d 
his students so as to ma ke then 1 ^ 7 ) 
his message. 

, • jg#&? 

«» kOi 1 -' 

*>• 

9il”? 




tM'j". 


<4*«« n " n ' .aw 

M^neuCTscu^ WPG' 1 ' 

/its” S' - 


iS‘ 




> 


■.til { ,,1 11 , , 


iU n u , , nniiinp) 1 '' 

2 -’ 1 " ’ • . 

i9<jgotU£ en-rnn-ntM 
•JDChU.*<»V* “ 

, » 

O Heart of mine! Once h L 

refuge in Ramanuja, — , K .jj-es lP 
sends us to sweet heaven 01 u . l ' 1 

m the furnace of hell. 01 v ' J^jrth 1 ^ 
casts ns into further cvcles i> ^ j s ii. ' 
whether he lets us go a s L (9^ 
never latter 
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0 jJT )&>& <£FLDG37r(TFjd) 5fT.5j^UJU , 

3,aip 0CDl_GujrTC3T 

Oarrco d Cfffui)U(2)ib ^cafliucurrgj^ib, 
jTjrTcifTiDffinfrjiLjLb 
fglfDA^ (£)Q)ibq Gaiu LDn6WTuC3Tn 

f?>GTT (SIgO^jG^J 

QuITOT 0>fT)U<9>UV GTlb ^gfjrTlDfTgjJtf (Ipcjfl 

Gunj,^ iSIotCgjt. 

After our golden Kalpaka wishing 
tree, our Ramanuja Muni was born, 
the polemic Sramanas, the soleless 
Sakhyas, the lazy nihilists of Siva- 
agamas, the wrong interpreters 
among Vedantins, all have been 
vanquished from the Earth. (99) 

G. jmgft&i (-“tear Or^icyi. crcar^iib Cluncaa , 

a_Kngji ,^iq.uGun5^1«.v 
<.lg>CTf) Gfi)6BT J£2_GWT@ ^iDCrfb^L 

GgUGWTuj. r^ffjfTurrd); ^gjlCcil 

Co.OTrglib; ^ 

•SKircfj) c^ottjuio 
■Dnj.ft^tOcona,, ; §;«f| ujjjg, 

•‘fcfnliq lDU)A.jfii C«M. 

^ Ramaimja! My heart is a golden 
j C 10v ering around you desirous of 
crinung the sweet nectar of your 
g ory- ood flowing from the lotus 
■ ?V‘ cet - The bee cannot drink 
' ' 11 n & e se - Tray give it what it 
ants, l o not show something else 
■ d trick it away from you! (100) 

i^ih cBIfeavcai cjjcuoStu'ilcvj 

to£l idiuiSiAIA 

*""*»* uSlusfil^sv Cjbnrtijfil,, 

a .. . ftnun 

^nornT^i JJ>Gv)(gjih $0fflfitTj£|0? cngjnn 
. S ffCncSTfOTl S1_ uSTGjrtl 

Q j **’*'«"* erdrjinb *na>jhCfi, 

of repeated’? 11 T AS cau & ht ,n lhe net 
by t u 1 , 1 lrl hs, and lived blinded 

your lllus,on °f Karmic cause. Of 
" n ' you took me out of 


despair and uplifted me. The good 
ones who always melt their hearts 
steeped in the thought of your 
compassion, consider it wrong that 

I even asked you for this. (101) 

OTsrfauaeb iDfflitib &-«> «L-«nrf>; 

ctcji <b n **“• 

«gu.i«ii ^oniDrrgtacr crffirsi ^cntpA^tb, 

( JE^ ^TV) ff616tT> G3T Cj> UJ GR 

6 y»<fMqih G^rriigkb;^^ 

Al_c0 LjO>L- (&>{£ 

G7G3T 

O, My Lord and Master, Ramanuja! 
My heart melts to think of your good 
qualities. My tongue always calls your 
name alone. My hands const) 
obeisance, my eyes crave to see your 
beautiful frame. O, the term t 
sinner that I am, - why in the whole 
ocean-girdled Earth did you choose me 
for your compassion? 

».-ii stt rV<V,as ^lcmh Cffiltu uh 

^lil, sSUCiipi ® |r,4i ' 

A)®inn?£> 'oli intii ^l,tKib .■PiPAej® 11 ®’ 1 
^nii,^lu i HiSln 

«fil<5j'CT5,<i>l('3lu' 1 ■'fligOT’A Jj}0FUO'0lt 

«,«, Oto.u«fi'«S' ; ’' C*™ 

fl,«maritv5> 23®' (ff>) n ® ,, ti’ <pi®9a).A G ' l< ’‘ ^ 

c^uSlso fl.«9 e"® 16 ’*'®’- 

Then in the yore the lots! appeale r 
a huge, terribly angry nun-lion ana 
tore the mighty golden chest o 1 
heavily armed Hiranya. His glorv 
grows in the fertile fields of Ramanuia s 
heart. Pulling out the weeds o! m> 
Karmic birth, he gives me a fto™- 

harvest of ripe knowledge • 
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GOAllSlsi) CT6STC3T& &CT3TG33T€F>GJT3, 

ainluvg, aiflayib, a_rar 5 «t 
Q iDiuuSlaj iSInjtbMQuj In CniCTmucorat 

UL)fTG3T; fQ{JULl£ 

Q&muuSleO dOuft^lguii Can^l gAsht 

Csiflgyib gsi) ,§)((fj6TT <£ 

QaitiuSIcu grfluusir, gijniorrgis! hot 

Glflljgiii Qa,nsiraTi_Goj! 

O Ramanuja! My ripe rain-cloud! 
Even if you give me Krishna like a 
fruit in my hands, I still seek the glory 
that flows from your frame only. 
Whether I fall into the dungeon of 
hell or whether I attain the glorious 
high heaven, you must give me this, 
or else I shall not live. ( 104 ) 

unn)<bi_s0 acror gjuSlsu 
U>ITUJ«3T, 

sfit(ig2)^l^uunn Q(b(g,^cu Cincy n,c0 

(CTjfTdfl, gjCVJ Gg1J<£1uj (TACIT 
Gan^tii $<56 un&cjT ^imcrr^senarg, 
Qa n QurflGuj»T(T 
crugag)) gcniagi gL ii> 

,&nnCujg(5ut9i_GiD. 
Devotees who fall at the feet of 
the ocean-reclining wonder-lord 
consider Ramanuja as the enlightened 
one. Vedic scholars worship his lotus 
feet. Great souls cry out his name 
and dance. All those places where 
they live are holy to me. (105) 

g^uiSL-ii) Ccu(SJa>t_U), 

lAncSl^^Cff rrcr>ev CTcargpiib 
Clun(fj,uj9i_U> loniuguafa) ctcsti jrr jbcuGsunit; 

gitncu AvhQuxrQih cun>g,i 
gyyJiSl.. ii> iDffuiCTT ,^‘rjruonr^i^OTi 

iDGBT^gjj; gj<3Tp CUffjgjj 

<i> s»dr g,rar gauJaaicnGcn, 

aaiTSjfg) geit, ijjGsu. 


The good ones say that Vaiku°^ 
Venkatam, and Malirumsolai hil s a 


der- 


the celebrated abodes of the w0 ”'. 5 
lord. Along with these, the lor ^ 
also come to reside in Raman 11 ) 
heart. He, in turn, has come to re s * 
sweetly in my heart. ' 

gsjTLi S2_2)n3 ieuo,gJ grjiuDttrjil^ 

CIC 3 TL 4 E_fr)£D Crbmil 82 _l_cOC 0 <T!pjU > 

ga!G3TL4 a_n> 2 ) g^uSl g)i t-b Gancucyj 61 ^y . ^ 

2_GT3i(k 1 * fi_G3TQ5>f T6 ^ TU ^ <? ’ 

• J erflTfiin^ 

ai®nq a_ 2 >gi) g(2)«,0iDui4. * n -C0. 

Q0,£\ &(bl(£> e 

O Sweet-natured Ramanuja! | .^ eS 
something to ask of you. At a ^ 
in all places, no matter ho' v 
countless painful binhs and 
I pass through in this cage ° ^^ft 
and bones, you must fill 111 ) ifl d 

with love for your d e v , °t eeS _^) 
make me serve their feet. 

r^U) AUiCU IJfTlxJ CUUJCV Oo>GI’ ** _ j> 

*•* °*L. 

Uf*U<3>lD 'DCUtTu urTGJDGDennajU ^ ifTL i? 

; 

2>f*i)<5>lujgy CT63TG3T5, 5>«T)l° .(JlD 

=•* •-tir.i * 

QufTr^j^oj giJ n a> ,I &i ' ! ’‘ :31 . gcu- 

he lad) 

O Heart of mine! Let us see 1 ^ ( (je 
of the lotus Lakshmi, residing ang‘ ,tT1 
beautiful hean of the lord of 1 ^ aVe ri 
surrounded by fish-jump 10 ? jtia? 
watered fields, and pray t ^ 1 ' l ' irTlvV iii 1 i ;1 

forever place t he lotus feet otN|"‘ is t h* 
on our heads, and rejoice- ^Qg) 

very embodiment of Bhak 11 - 


Ramanuja’s lotus f eet °" 


ref«£ e 
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APPENDIX - 1 


LIVES OF ALVARS 


The First Alvars 

Poygai Alvar was bom in a tank in Vehka 
near Kanchi. Butattalvar was born in 
Mahabalipuram. Pey Alvar was bom in a 
well in Myalpore. 

Their time is placed between 5th and 6th 
Centuries A.D. They were deeply mystic 
souls wandering freely. By divine will they 
met in Tirukkovalur on a rainy night and 
passed their time huddled in the vestibule 
of a small house. On an inspiration they 
each sang a hundred songs and realised 
the lord’s presence in their midst 
Tirumalisai Alvar, or Bhaktisara was born 
in Tirumalisai near Chennai. He was a later 
contemporary of the first three Alvars. A 
woodcutter couple found him as a babe in 
the forest and brought him up as their own. 
Many stories allude to his mystical powers 
even as a young boy. When he refused 
to sing the praise of a king in Vehka near 
Kanchi. the king banished him, whereupon 
the mystic asked the lord also to roll up 
his serpent bed and come away with him. 
Even today the lord is seen in a position 
of partly rising from his couch 
Tirumalisai Alvar practised many cults until 
Pey Alvar came to him and convinced him 
to accept Vishnu alone. Together the first 
four Alvars laid the seeds of devotion 
through poetry, which later blossomed into 
music, dance, drama and sculpture 

Nammalvar and Madurakavi 

On the banks of the Tamarapami river, there 
is a venerable old tamarind tree that is a 
miracle, bearing testimony to a saga that 
is at least 1300 years old Grown into seven 
overhanging branches, it flowers but does 
not fruit. The tree never goes to sleep; 
unlike other trees close by the leaves never 
close at night. In the hole of the tree lived 
the boy Saint Satakopan (later known as 
Nammalvar) who opened the flood gates 
of Bhakti poetry. 

Kari. a chieftain of Ten-Pandyadesa. and 
Udaiya Nangai a lady hailing from 
Tirupparisaram near Nagercoil, were a 
childless couple. They prayed to the lord 
at Kurungudi. who promised to himself be 
bom to them Soon the lady brought forth 


a child, but their happiness was 
overshadowed by grief - the child neither 
cried nor opened its eyes. Taking this to 
be an act of the divine, they left the child 
on the floor of the temple in Kurugur. The 
child crawled and positioned himself in the 
hole of the tamarind tree close by and 
there he remained without food or sleep or 
human company, until Madurakavi came 
and made him speak. 

They say the child was a Janma Siddha. 
one who had attained perfection at birth. 
By a 'Humkara' he turned his wrath on 
Satha Vayu, that enters every mortal along 
with the five vital airs; hence the name 
Satha Kopa. or Satakopan in Tamil. 
Madurakavi was a bard born in Tirukkolur 
not far from Nammalvar's birth place 
Kurugur. now Alvar Tirunagari, on the 
southern banks of the Tamarapami river. 
When he was on a pilgrimage to Ayodhya, 
a strange southern light brought him to 
Kurugur. On enquiry he found Satakopan, 
then a lad of sixteen, seated in deep 
meditation in the hole of a tamarind tree. 
Madurakavi went close to him and asked, 
"If a child is conceived in the womb of a 
dead, what will it eat. and where will it lie?” 
The lad who had never spoken since birth 
replied “It will eat that and lie there”, a 
metaphysical answer to a question couched 
in a metaphor. 

The two became inseparable Satakopan 
would speak in his trance, and Madurakavi 
would faithfully record his words on Palm 
leaf. Satakopan has given us the Tiruvaimoli 
(Section 4 of Nalayira Divya Prabandham), 
and three other smaller works included in 
the lyarpa section. At first Madurakavi 
himself wrote nothing, but on the passing 
away of Satakopan at the age of 32, he 
felt grief and prayed to see his master. 
Satakopan appeared in his Yogic state and 
directed Madurakavi to heat the Tamarapami 
waters. When this was done, a beautiful 
icon with folded hands (Anjali Mudra) 
appeared. This was Ramanuja, the Acharya 
who was to come and spread the Tiruvaimoli 
500 years later Next another icon appeared 
with Jnanamudra (hands in teaching position) 
This was Satakopan Madurakavi was 
overjoyed and built a shrine for the icon 
under the tamarind tree He then sang 11 
Pasurams in praise of his master beginning 
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with the words Kanninun Sirutlambu The 
song is replete with mnemonic devices About 
300 years later Sn Nathamum recited it 
12.000 times and had a vision of 
Nammalvar. It is sung before every 
performance of Tiruvaimoli. 

Periyalvar and Andal 

Saint Vishnuchitta. foster father of Andal 
was born in Srivilliputtur. a prosperous town 
40 km. west of Madurai. He lived in the 
reign of King Vallabhadevaraya of the 
Pandya dynasty, who ruled from Madurai 
during the 8th century AD. The story goes 
that the king, as per the practice in the 
those days, went out in disguise during the 
night to mingle with his subjects and learn 
from them. He met an elderly citizen who 
recited a Sloka that made a strong 
impression: 

Varsharthamashlau prayatela masan 

nisharthamadham divasam yaleta I 
Vardhakya hetor vayasa navena 

paratrahetor iha janmana ca II 

To save for the rainy day, toil for eight 

months, 

To eti|oy the night, work during the day, 
To save for your old age. work during your 

youth, 

To secure a better life hereafter, do good 
in this life". 

The king arranged an open debate on the 
ideals of life and announced a handsome 
reward On an invitation from his minister 
Selvanambi, who was a childhood friend of 
the poet. Vishnuchitta also attended The 
poet spoke eloguently. profusely quoting 
from the Vedas, which he had never properly 
learnt in school. The king was overwhelmed 
by his conviction and took out a grand 
procession in his honour Vishnuchitta then 
had a vision of the lord and he sang his 
praise with elephant bells, ringing "Pallandu. 
Pallandu , (Many years! Many years!) He 
took a holy dip and worshipped the lord 
Kallalagar at Tirumalirunsolai a hill on the 
outskrits of Madurai (20 km North) and 
returned to Srivilliputtur immensely satisfied 
Andal was born under the astensm of Puram 
m the Tamil month of Adi This asterism 
generally falls in August when the annual 
monsoon rains bring peace and plenty to 
the land Like Sita. Andal was Ayoni|a, not 
born of a womb She was a gift of mother 
Earth to all humanity 


Sri Vishnuchitta. also called Periyalvar 
Pattabiran. used to gather flowers for ' ,vors r 
of the lord He found the child Andal un 
a Tulasi bush in the garden He took 
to his house and brought her up. giving 
the name Kodai, meaning maiden, or so 
girl. 

Everyday Sri Vishnuchitta would 
fresh flowers, and weave them into a 


long 
whit® 
to 


garland for the lord in the temple ^ 
Kodai would sit by his side and Ns'® ^ 
him narrate the stories of Knshna. K®> 
began to love Knshna in her heart andI lon 9 n 
to be married to him. She would e 
secretly wear the garlands meant f° r , g 
lord, and imagine herself to be his Q | 
One day Sri Vishnuchitta came to k n ° s 
this, and admonished her for the iffP ., 
act He made a fresh garland and t0 
to the temple. But that night, ,he nt1 g 
appeared in his dream and insisted on w . 
the garland worn by Kodai. for he ^ 
her dearly and would come to marry 


one day. 


sang 


When she was hardly fifteen, Kodai )f)e 
the Tiruppavai. After this she sa "g fS eS 
‘ 14 lord 
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and srl 


Nacchiyar Tirumoli, a work of 
steeped in her love for Krishna, 
was now ready to marry her (0 r 
Vishnuchitta made alt the preparat' 0 ^ o£ j a j 
the wedding. On the appointed day, DU ttu r 
was taken in a palanquin from ^ r ' vl A i a |oy a 
to Srirangam At the same time ( gri 
Manavalan, the Utsava Mufti °^e< 
Ranganatha was brought ih a t\V° 
palanquin from Srirangam. ' ” ^ a veh 
palanquins met on the banks of the jn s 
river The bearers rested their P ala ^ipe 1 ' 
break , s 


on the sand and left for a "'"""unde 
they returned, they found the (pe 
palanquin empty, while high in the t pe 
sacred Garuda bird was seen ci ^ c ' er ged 
spot Kodai-Nayaki, the bride, had ,pe 
her being into Alakiya Manava ^ s ne 
bridegroom, forever From then .°(And^ 
came to be called Andal. or liegess sl(1 cS 

may also be seen as a family narn ffl ' e W® 5 
her father Vishnuchitta's given na 
Srirama Andar) 


Kulasekara Alvar 

h King 0 

Kulasekara Alvar was the crowne ^ ^ H® 
Cheranadu (now Kerala, ca 750 - g s gi 
was deeply devoted to Rama j n h' s 
that he patronised many Bhagava a |oU®, 
court, and that made the courtiers )^ s a ,i 
They connived against the Bhag a ^ Th 
implicated them in a charge of 



















S S/> g % w J-““ ana 

S> ipp0 . ». 

Ton dar a hard working lad who 

r . na ray3 n ®; den for the lord in Snrangam 
'/'Pained a 9 a ' d3 charnl s and made away 

r" ald ‘ 3 courtesan , The kjng bea , 

<'» rd ; s ,f he lord appeared before 

*&>&££«■ -»" »» 

noana |var 

Til-UPP f(ed chi | d growing up in 

, nD anar was ay panars s , ree f singers. 
mL housertf 0 ' were b arred from entering 
ho in t hose The story goes that when 
^ inner '^ tting by the river in deep 
lad wa ® th e lord's retinue came to 
c0 ntemP la,lo r s one was cast to make way 
Sch wamf * , he s ,one hit the lad on 
or the l° f d' a " , he return of the retinue 
° forehead ° rlest saw the deity 

o the lerT1 ? r g a | lse d that iniustice had been 
bleeding and re (he |ads house, and 
done H °^ 0 n his shoulders, brought him 
carrying hir V t _ (or Qarshan The lad s 
into the sanc ! , en ,o see the lord’s beatific 
on'y deS ' re riesire was now fulfilled, and he 
'^ged himself into the lord forever. 


rjrumangai Alvar 

nnai Alvar is the last of Alvars (8th 
firuma^ 9^ Rj S given name was Nilan 


He was a bandit cheiftain by birth and 
profession, ruling over a tract in Sirkali 
called Tirumangai. and given to lascivious 
ways. One day a Brahmin couple who were 
waylaid by him opened his consciousness 
and gave him the eight syllable Mantra 
Filled with remorse over his past. Tirumangai 
Alvar was reformed and devoted his 
energies to temple building, feeding 
Bhagavatas. and singing songs in praise 
of the lord. 

Tirumangai Alvar fell in love with a beautiful 
nymph called Kumudavalli and desired to 
marry her. Kumudavalli promised to marry 
him if he would show proof of his mended 
ways, and accept the Vaishnava faith 
Tirumangai Alvar agreed, and she sent him 
to go through the vows of Panchasamskara 
one by one. After he was fully weaned 
away from his old ways. Kumudavalli 
married him. She is the only spouse of 
any Alvar to be given a place by the side 
of the Alvar in the temple 

Nathamuni, Alavandar and 
Ramanuja 

These are the three great Acharyas that 
followed in the wake of the Alvars, and 
spread their works tar and wide. Nathamuni 
(825-918 AD?) was bom in Kattumannar Koil. 
as the son of Isvara Muni. He had a son 
of the same name, who gave birth to Sri 
Alavandar posthumously Alavandar's great 
grandson through his sister's lineage was 
Sri Ramanuja (1017-1137 A.D.). A work on 
Sri Ramanuja was written in his own time 
and appended to the works of the Alvars 


APPENDIX - 2 


myths and stories in divya prabandham 


RAMAYANA 


Ahnut 5000 years ago in the land of 

Avodhya o' ,he race of k ' ngS descended 
,he sun Dasaratha had three queens 

Kousalya Sumi.ra and Kaikeyi By h.s 
performing a great sacnfice four children 
were born to him - Rama through Kousalya 
Lakshmana and Shatrugna through Sumitra 
and Bharata through Kaikeyi The charming 
princes grew up under the tutelage of Sage 
Vasishta One day Sage Visvamitra came 


to King Dasaratha's court and sought the 
king's help in subduing the monsters who 
were disturbing his sacrifices. The king 
hesitantly sent Rama and Lakshmana with 
the sage In the forest the two young princes 
guarded the sage's sacrifies and killed a 
demoness called Talaka When the sacrifice 
was over the sage took the two princes 
to the neighbouring kingdom of Mithila ruled 
by King Janaka Sita was this king's foster 
daughter born of Mother Earth, and the 
king had promised his daughter's hand to 
anyone who could wield the great bow called 










asked him *° 

Siva Dhanush. After many mighty kings ^’^ama ^sed She then 

to Lakshmana, who was en ^ 9 ® ho pp e d oft 


had failed, the young Rama easily took 
the bow and broke it. The king was overjoyed 
and married Sita to Rama. When the princes 
were returning to Ayodhya, they were 
confronted by the angry sage Parasurama 
who challenged Rama’s might. Rama easily 
proved himself the better, and received 
Parasurama's powers. 

King Dasaratha then decided give the throne 
to Rama and retire into the forest. All 
preparations were made for the grand 
coronation, but matters were fated to be 
different. A hunchback called Manthara or 
Kuni, an old servant- maid poisoned Queen 
Kaikeyi’s mind and turned her against the 
idea of Rama’s coronation. The king had 
earlier promised two boons to Kaikeyi, and 
the queen took it now. She made Rama go 
to the forest for fourteen years and sought 
the kingdom tor her own son Bharata. Setting 
aside his regal life Rama went into the 
forest, followed by his wife Sita, and faithful 
brother Lakshmana. They crossed the River 
Ganga with the help of the boatman Guha 
and lived in Chitrakuta with ascetics, eating 
fruit and berry, sleeping on hard ground 
Dasaratha could not bear the loss of his 
son, and passed away lamenting bitterly 
In his younger days he had by mistake 
killed Sravanakumar. a young boy who was 
taking care of his old blind parents, and 
the parents had cursed him that he too id 
his old age would lose his son. Those words 
came true now. 

Bharata then had gone to his uncle’s kingdom 
and when he returned to Ayodhya, he found 
the kingdom bereft of joy. He learnt about 
all that had happened from his mother 
Kaikeyi, who insisted she had done this 
for his sake only But the valiant Bharata 
would hear none of it. He took with him his 
ministers Sumantra and Vasishta and his 
regal retinue, and followed Rama into the 
forest He met Rama in Chitrakuta and 
entreated him to return to Ayodhya and 
become the king, because Dasaratha was 
no more. But Rama only gave his sandals 
to Bharata and bade him rule over Ayodhya 
Rama then moved deeper into the forest 
and arrived at Dandakaranya. 

Here in the forest they built a hut and lived 
with the Vedic seers; he destroyed a one- 
eyed demon called Viradha The Tamil M unl 
Agastya was pleased with Rama's arrival 
and gave him precious arms to fight the 
demons. A demoness called Surpanakha 
sister of Ravana the king of Lanka, came 
to Rama's haunt. She was infatuated with 


daring. He took his sword and chopp 
her ears and nose. The demones fg 

horrid form and ran to her broth _ ^tch 
and Dushana. The two demons w ® r ® ^e< e 
for Rama and Lakshmana, and La nka 
killed in battle Surpanakha then ran pa 
shrieking and told the tyrant kin 9 p ea rd 
all that had happened. When Rava jc j e d 
of the ravishing beauty of Sita un cie 

to go and make her his. He aske p e er 

Maricha to take the form of a S° %v p e re 
and together they went into the 101 . ‘ . sita. 
Rama lived. The golden deer entice for 
who asked Rama to capture me' g l0 

her. Rama set out asking Laks a pd 
stay guard. The deer took R. a ™ a jng this, 
then cried “Help. Lakshmana qelp- 

Sita thought it was Rama crying' „ W tieP 
and she sent Lakshmana after Ra Rava na 
she was alone in the forest, the ev ' kin g fo r 
came in the disguise of a monk , n pis 
charity and held her. He place . gjoiid 5, 
waiting chariot and sped away in' 0 a ,r S' 13 
to his abode in far off Lanka. In j u | kite 
wept and wailed for help. The ° pav afia 
Jatayu confronted Ravana. ou the 
chopped off his wings, first one, roU nd_ 
other, and the poor bird fell to p iec e * 
Sita then bundled her ornaments tnC m 
of cloth torn from her saree and . ,p e m 
down in the hope that Rama m y c p a n 
and know of her whereabouts. j S ia n 

crossed the ocean and landed t ’ psoh 3 
kingdom of Lanka, where Rava " a . s p aia ce ' 
Sita in the Ashoka groves o ^ sa w 
Meanwhile Rama slew the ^®® r dern on 
that it was in fact Maricha 
disguise. Together Rama ani prey a 

realised the trick they had fa 13 t0 fi 
and ran back to the Ashram ^ 

SUa 9 ° ne h ,hetwoP<<- 

Not knowing where to search, an d n 9 ^ 

roamed the Kishkinda forest , va |i3 ,p. 
and they saw Jatayu the bird w | g t>f® 
tried to stop Ravana. In his las. see p, • s . 
Jatayu told them what he 1 a 5 a ,p 
peacefully passed away 10 ha d his £ a( ti3 
A monster called Kabanda wh a nd 
on his stomach, confronted da d' r 

killed him with his bow. K a 
Rama to Sugnva. fi oO^e 

An old tribal woman catte° 
banks of Pampa river ° ffe [. eP ted_ a ri'f 3 . 
fruit, which he gladly a ® jr kin g 5 t n 3 
monkeys took Rama to ,n me pts tn 
who showed him the orna 
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monkeys had found in the forest path, and 
Rama recognised them as Sita's ornaments. 

He made friends with Sugriva and displayed 
his valour by shooting an arrow through 
seven trees in a row. Sugriva was convinced 
and promised to help find Sita in return for 
Rama's favour of kingdom from his elder 
brother Vali. Rama agreed. The two monkey 
kings fought fist to fist and Sugriva ran 
back humiliated. Rama said he could not 
tell who was Vali and who was Sugriva, so 
the next day Sugriva wore a flower garland 
around his neck and went out, challenging 
Vali in combat. When they were fighting, 
Rama hid behind a tree and shot an arrow 
piercing Vali's chest. Vali breathed his last 
after receiving Rama's blessings. Sugriva 
became king and rejoiced. But he forgot his 
promise Lakshmana gently reminded Sugriva 
of his word- The monkey king summoned 
his trusted minister Hanuman to go out and 
search for Sita. 

Hanuman was the son of the wind god 
Marut. He was powerful and inteligent. 
Above all he was devoted. He went 
southward and met the bird Sampati. brother 
of Jatayu. The bird was growing old but his 
vision was still sharp. He could see things 
very- far away He told Hanuman he could 
see Sita silting in the Ashoka forest in 
Ravana's Lanka on the other side of the 
ocean stretch. Hanuman did not know what 
to do. His old uncle Jambavan reminded 
him of his powers Hanuman recalled his 
mission and took a big leap. He flew over 
the ocean stretch and landed in Lanka. He 
went around the city marvelling at its 
richness and majesty. The Rakshasas were 
sleeping after spending all night in drink, 
dance and gaity. Alone in the beautiful 
groves of Ashoka trees he found Sita. 
surrounded by sleeping Rakshasas. weeping 
and forlorn. When he made his appearance. 
Sita was terrified, for she thought this was 
Ravana in yet another disguise. 

To reassure her Hanuman knelt down before 
her with folded arms and said he was a 
messenger from Rama. He recalled the 
many anecdotes in her life which Rama 
had told him. as proof of his identity Finally 
he gave her the ring which Rama had given 
him It was the ring which Sita had given 
to Rama when they were married On seeing 
that ring. Sitas |oy knew no bounds. Tears 
welled in her eyes and she touched the 
ring on her head again and again Then she 
bade Hanuman to go back to Rama and 
tell him of her whereabouts. She gave him 
her crest |ewel Hanuman took her blessings 


and departed. On the way, he had a desire 
to see Ravana face to face. So he went 
into the orchards and shook the trees. He 
let the Rakshasas capture him. They took 
him before their king Ravana. ‘What 
majesty!”, he exclaimed, when he saw 
Ravana. This king was endowed with all 
good qualities, eclipsed by one single bad 
quality - his lust for women. “Set fire to 
his tail”, Ravana ordered. The Rakshasas 
swathed Hanuman's tail with cotton and oil 
and set fire to it. Hanuman leapt and used 
his burning tail to set fire to Lanka itself. 
Then he plunged into the ocean and put 
out the fire on his tail. 

Hanuman returned to Rama and broke the 
joyous news. Rama gathered an army of 
bears and monkeys and marched towards 
Lanka. At Rameswaram. Rama prayed to 
Siva for help, then shot an arrow that made 
the sea part. They made a bridge on the 
strait, with rocks and sand. 

Vibhishana was Ravana's younger brother, 
who advised Ravana to restore Sita to Rama. 
Ravana became furious when he heard this 
and banished Vibhishana from his court. 
Vibhishana crossed over and joined Rama's 
camp They marched into Lanka and shot 
arrows and rocks that pounded the city. The 
two mighty Rakshasas Kumbha and 
Nikumbha were killed. Ravana sent his son 
Indrajit The young prince Indrajit inflicted 
an arrow on Lakshmana that made him 
swoon Rama thought Lakshmana was killed, 
and he fainted But Hanuman brought the 
Sanjivani hill with herbs on it that made 
Lakshmana recover. 

The battle continued for many days. Indrajit 
was killed. Then Ravana's other brother 
Kumbhakama went to battle. He too was 
killed. Finally Ravana himself came to battle. 
He fought with Rama and lost his arms. 
The day was drawing to a close. “Go now 
and come tomorrow" Rama said to Ravana. 
The next day's battle was most glorious. 
Both were equal, both were right in their own 
ways, or almost One by one Ravana's ten 
heads rolled and finally Ravana lay in the 
battlefield a slain antihero, mourned by his 
lamenting wife Mandodari. 

The battle was over Sita was brought to 
Rama. The whole world watched with bated 
breath Sita walked into a fire and came out 
unharmed, proving her chastity Rama 
accepted her and returned to Ayodhya. along 
with Vibhishana. Sugriva. Guha and of course 
Hanuman His fourteen years of exile were 
over The faithful Bharata was leading a life 











of an ascetic, waiting for the reunion. There 
was gladness of heart everywhere. The high 
priest and the ministers administered the 
grand coronation, watched by gods from 
everywhere. Together with Sita, Rama 
ascended the lion throne, with Lakshmana, 
Bharata and Shatrugna in attendance. With 
Hanuman at his feet, Vibhishana and Sugriva 
paying homage, the sages and the seers 
chanting, men and women and children singing 
and dancing everywhere, Rama reigned over 
Ayodhya and the seven worlds, a thousand 
years of glory. 


mahabharata 

Sage Vyasa, son of Sage Parasara and 
father of Sage Suka, compiled the Vedas. 
This same sage also gave us the 
Mahabharata, an epic story about kings and 
wars in this ancient land five thousand years 
ago. The Mahabharata is a collection ol 
stories. The central story in it is the story 
of the great war between the Pandavas 
and Kavuravas, in which Krishna has a 
prominent role. Krishna is the ninth Avatara 
of Vishnu. 

THE STORY 

The Hastinapura empire was ruled by King 
Santanu. On his death the kingdom went 
to his elder son Chitrangada and then to 
his younger son Vichilravirya. This king 
had two sons, Dhritrashtra by his elder wife 
Ambika and Pandu by his younger wile 
Ambalika. Dhritrashtra was born blind and 
his queen Gandhari also blindfolded herself 
in sympathy The kingdom went to the 
younger brother Pandu In the course of 
his reign Pandu committed a certain offence, 
and had to spend his years in the forest 
with his two wives Kunti and Madri. Kunti 
gave birth to three sons Yudhishtira. Arjuna 
and Bhima. while Madri gave birth to two 
sons Nakula and Sahadeva The five princes 
were called the Pandavas and grew up in 
the forest Pandu passes away when they 
were still young The Rishis brought up the 
princes When Yudhishtira the eldest became 
sixteen the Rishis took them to Hastinapura 
and left them with grandsire Bhishma In 
a short time the Pandavas became good 
in the Vedas, Vedantas. Sastras and all 
the martial arts The Kauravas. sons of 
the blind king Dhritrashtra. were a hundred 
in number, their eldest being Duryodhana 
They became jealous of the Pandavas and 
tried to kill them in many ways but failed 


Finally Bhishma the head of the (Q 
tried to make the two cousins co 
peace. They divided the kingdom in 0 - f 
The Pandavas created a new capita' in gS 
kingdom Indraprastha, while the Kau 
ruled from Hastinapura. The Kauravas ^ 
still not satisfied. They invited the Pan . rna | 
to a game of dice. Sakuni was the ma ^ 
uncle of Duryodhana and he play® , ^ 
behalf of the Kauravas. He was 9° ,y 
cheating and defeated Yudhishtira s ^ 
They took his kingdom and his wea 
brothers, himself, then even m . ven 
Draupadi. Finally the Pandavas were (or i3 
into the forest to remain in exile (he y 
years. After this difficult pe 1 ' 10 ^ 

returned and asked lor their kingdom ^ @ y 
the Kauravas had taken over bu^ 
refused to part with even an inch o ^ 
Krishna, king of the Yadavas. yypen 
Pandavas to war with the Kauravas- ^ a|1 
Arjuna stood in the battlefield and 10 a | e d 
to kill his own kinsmen. Krishna r ^ 

to him the real nature of the w0 ta ,nod s 
impelled him to fight. This is _ jay 5 
Bhagavad Gita. The war lasted )e iy 
and the Kaurava clan was c ° Pj th® 
destroyed The Pandavas ascen - v g 
throne and ruled for 36 years. ThfY^gpjt 
their kingdom to their grandson r _ tt1 e 
and retired into the forest This> 
substance of the Mahabharata 5 


KARNA 


th® ir 


Both the Kauravas and Pandavas . ial ya- 
childhood had been trained by Dron he to® 
Kama was a charioteer s son. an ^gpia 1 
came to Dronacharya to study « a rn a 
arts. Dronacharya had refused to te a ^ |< a rn a 
because he was not of royal birth ^ th® 
prayed to the Sun god and learn ^ o 
arts becoming better than even Ar|tt, n Hhah a 

DUn £«> d 


was considered the best archer 
took Kama into his fold and Karna 
the favour by becoming ever loy a 


to 

K® 1 


pi' 11 - 


rh 3 


In the great battle that was to ,oll ^ s t th® 


aga 


fought tor Duryodhana 
Pandavas This was an irony 
because Kama was actually the 


of 


fat® 
,th® f 

Kunf.® arni 


eldest bf° 


of the Pandavas, and Queen n . , 

son. When Kunti was young she l0 te-jj 
a Mantra Irom Sage Durvasa pa 9 i(lV oK® 
it. she had uttered the Mantra an b a j'\ 
who blessed her ^ 5 h® 


the Sun god, wmj ^rrie a 

Kama But since she was not m j a W ^ 
was afraid of the world and had n ve r • $ 
the child in a basket down t 1 ^ it 
charioteer found the baby and 
God s gift 


~f)(i 











very different child. He had 
Kama was a h ing on his ears and an 
w o Kuhdalas ever at blrth So no 

armour oh hurt him. All his life, Kama 
weapon co r' u | ts because he did not know 
bore many ' rea( | y was . m the end when 
whose ch'i a (be secre , t0 him, he felt 
Kunti re d sad He embraced his mother, 
ha pp y e a al | , he past and died a valiant death. 

01 -llSHfv parried goddess Ganga on 
King sa !? it | 0 n that he would not question 
the con acts Ganga bore him seven 
any ot but on the birth of each child, she 

children born baby int0 {he river and 

threw tn ^ tbe b j rtb 0 f their eighth child 
returned _ bearn0 longer and stopped 
the king c Ganga said she could no 

tbe heinou ^ him; she gave the chHd 

longer s,ay and d | S appeared. This was the 
to the k,n avra ta who later became the 
child Qhiahma 


famous 


Bhishma. 

was crowned Yuvaraja and lived 
pevavra'a ^ cour t One day he found his 
happ'ly in and inqu j re d into the cause of 

father sa ^ k j ng had met a beau ,jj U | 

his s0 "° ban ks of the Yamuna and fallen 
g irl ° n wjth her; she was a fisherman's 
in '<*• T he fisherman was glad to hear 
daught • des j re but refused to part with 
the ^ounhter because he could never expect 
h ! s daughter's sons to rule the kingdom so 
his a as u De vavrata was alive. So Devavrata 
(° n &ook all claims to the kingdom. He also 
,ors tba t he would never marry. This severe 
denunciation got him the name 'Bhishma'. 
n his penance and righteousness Bhishma 
nved long and guided the destinies of the 
lan When war was declared between the 
Pandavas and Kauravas, he fought in 
favour of the Kauravas. 


dronacharya 

Oronacharya was the son of a Brahmin 
called Bharadwaia After completing his 
studies of the Vedas he devoted himself 
to the art of archery and became a great 
master Drupada. the prince of Panchala 
was a fellow student of Drona and the two 
were close friends. Drupada would often 
say he would give half his kingdom to Drona 
when he grew up When Drona became 
older he married the sister of Kripacharya 
and had a son called Ashwatthama. He 
went to Drupada who had now become king, 
and reminded him of his childhood promise. 
But Drupada refused to recognise him and 


turned him out. Drona was enraged and 
vowed to take revenge. He became the 
master to teach archery to the Pandavas 
and Kauravas. As a fee for his tuition he 
made Arjuna capture Drupada. This done, 
he took from Drupada half his kingdom 
and set him free. But Drupada felt humiliated. 
He prayed hard to get a son who could kill 
Drona. A son and a daughter were born to 
him. The son Drishtadyumna grew up to 
lead the Pandavas in the war, and killed 
Drona. The girl was the famous Draupadi. 

DRAUPADI 

When Princess Draupadi came of age. the 
king held a Svayamvara. an assembly in 
which the princess could choose her suitor. 
The challenge was that the suitor must hit 
the eye of a fish rotating on a wheel by 
looking at its reflection in water. Arjuna 
accomplished this and was accepted. But 
the five brothers had sworn that they would 
share everything in life equally among 
themselves. So all the five brothers married 
Draupadi. They returned to Hasthinapura 
and took half the kingdom. Yudhishtira 
became the king. He established himself 
at Indraprastha. 

When the princes were growing up 
Duryodhana had once tried to kill the 
Pandavas by tricking them to live in a wax 
palace which he would set fire to. But coming 
to know of the plan the princes had escaped 
through an underground tunnel. Now when 
they married Draupadi and came back safe 
to rule, Duryodhana's hatred grew more. 
He went to his uncle Sakuni and told him 
of his heart's torment. The uncle knew that 
the Pandavas could not be won by fair 
means. So he devised the game of dice. 
Much against the advice of the elders Vidura 
and Dhritrashtra. they called Yudhishtira 
to bet and play a foul game of loaded 
dice. After losing all his wealth and kingdom 
his brothers and himself, Yudhishtira pledged 
his wife Draupadi righteously questioned 
the act. but not one person in the august 
court could rise and say, Halt. 
Druyodhana's evil minded brother 
Dussasana dragged Draupadi into the court 
by her hair and tried to unrobe her. Draupadi 
prayed to her only refuge Krishna for help. 
Lo and behold, the robe grew and grew; no 
matter how much Dussasana removed, 
there was still more coming from Draupadi's 
person. Draupadi then swore that she would 
never tie her locks of hair together until 
she had bathed in Duryodhana's blood 








Dhritrashtra saw the foulness of the game 
and returned alt their possessions to the 
Pandavas asking them to return to 
Indraprastha. Duryodhana again plotted a 
game of dice. Seeing what had happened 
earlier, this time he made the Pandavas 
go into thirteen years of exile and one year 
of remaining incognito. If during that one 
year any one should discover who they 
were, they would have to go into exile once 
again. 

Krishna was away in Dvaraka when all this 
was happening. But when he heard of the 
news he hastened to the forest where the 
Pandavas were living in exile. He consoled 
Draupadi and returned to Dvaraka. When 
the year of exile were over, it was clear 
that the Kauravas were in no mood to give 
up hate. War was inevitable Duryodhana 
went to Sri Krishna to seek his help Arjuna 
too did the same. Krishna was sleeping. 
Duryodhana sat on a throne near Krishna's 
head. Arjuna stood at Krishna’s feet. The 
lord woke up and saw Arjuna first, and 
Duryodhana next. He heard both of them 
and promised to help them To one he would 
give all his army and weapons, to the other 
he would give his service, promising not 
to himself take up arms and fight. 

Arjuna gladly chose Krishna's physical 
presence, while Duryodhana readily accepted 
Krishna's army Krishna became Arjuna's 
charioteer. The two great armies were lined 
up and ready for war Krishna went with a 
message of peace from the Pandavas in 
a last minute bid to avoid the war with the 
Kauravas. If only they would part with five 
villages for the five brothers, peace could 
be made But the Kauravas would not part 
with even a needle-point of space 
Duryodhana did not heed even his mother 
Gandhari’s advice, so strong was his faith 
in the promise of Bhishma, Drona and 
Kama. 

Kunti the mother of Kama and the Pandavas 
thought she might be able to dissuade Kama 
if she told him who he really was. When 
Kama had finished his prayers to the Sun 
god, Kunti revealed to him the secret of 
his birth. It is a most touching episode in 
the story. Kama's bitterness towards Arjuna 
could not be changed 
Kama's real power lay in the ear rings and 
armour that he was born with. He was also 
a generous man who would never say no 
to anyone who came to him asking for a 
gift. Knowing this, a Brahmana came to 
Kama asking for his ear rings and armour 
Kama parted with them 


THE GREAT WAR 
The war began Bhishma led the army 
ten days. Arjuna's chariot was drive ^ 
Krishna, who had taken a pledge n ^ 
take up arms. But whenever Aguna did 
Krishna would get angry and himse 
up his discus to kill. Arjuna would r ® s nC jin 
him and try to do better. They kept Sikha g 
before them as a shield Shikhandin 
born as a female and became a ' a 
Bhishma had vowed never to a,ta gn 
woman So he never struck back, ' 
Shikhandin approached On the t® n over 
of the battle. Arjuna rained arrows a . 
Bhishma. who then fell to the 9 r ^ 
headlong Bhishma lay on a bed of ar ^ un g 
piercing his body. His head ^ er 

backrounds Arjuna hit three arrows gn 
his head that made a pillow He P' erC d , n to 
arrow into the earth and water spou e ^ en 
Bhishma's month. The veteran was up 
but not dead. He had the power to 9^ ^g 
his breath when he wanted to, a 
remained thus in the battlefield wai 1 
Uttarayana. the Northern course of 1 rfI1 on 
In this posture he gave his famous 
of Vishnu Sahasranama (fl6 

The Kauravas now came ul ? de ^ a rna- 
command of Dronacharya. joined by 
The battle continued for another f' v 0 f 
On the thirteenth day Abhimanyu- waS 
Arjuna and Krishna's sister Subha gn d 
overpowered by a combined onslaug 
killed. a s0 n 

Dronacharya was invincible. He ha .. aC hed- 
Aswatthama to whom he was very a ttia m a ' 
Bhima killed an elephant called Asw . arn a 
and Yudhishtira announced that Asw a |o'* f 
was killed, adding “the elephant 1 p r on a 
voice, which was not heard. Wh® a |l 
heard that his son was killed hi- jrnS el*- 
interest and sat down disarming ^ ^h° 
Drishtadyumna, the son of Drup . 0 n < y0 'f 
had vowed revenge for his humil |a ^ pis 
swooped on the Acharya and c n3 a 5 
head. The Kauravas now installed gpih 1 ® 
their general, and the battle continu ^ sU ned 
captured Dussasana who h . _ n dd*3 n , 
Draupadi in the court. He slew him gied 
his blood like an animal Kama r s , u ck ', 
the sight His chariot wheel 9° wh a 
mud. When he got down to fr®® | e arh' 
Arjuna aimed his bow Kama ha (0 u^ 
Mantra from Parasurama P reler ', |SC ovC ra ^ 
a Brahmin When Parasurama c jts 

that he was not a Brahmin he ntr a in . ir1 a 
that he would forget the AH 


him that he would forget 
hour of need Kama was P° wl 
aimed a shaft and killed him 


rertess 





Sakuni the evil maternal uncle of 
Duryodhana led an attack on Sahadeva. 
Sanadeva aimed a sword arrow on his neck 
and killed him. Duryodhana met Bhima in 
a one to one battle. Bhima aimed his mace 
on Duryodhana s thigh and felled him. He 
trampled on Duryodhana's head and danced 
his vengeance. The war that lasted 18 days 
was over. Yudhishtira was crowned king 
and ruled for 36 years. Then he handed 
over the kingdom to his grandson Parikshit 
and went into the Himalayas with his brothers 
and wife never to return. Krishna too left 
for his heavenly abode, when a hunter 
mistook the sleeping Krishna for a wild deer 
and shot him in the left toe. 

This story was narrated to the blind king 
Dhritrashtra by Sage Vyasa's other son 
Sanjaya Vyasa recorded the story faithfully 
for all generations to know 

SRI BHAGAVATA PURANA 

The advent of Vishnu the lord of the 
Universe as Krishna and Balarama is 
■ ecounted in the Sri Bhagavata Purana (of 
sage Vyasa). as a conversation between 
sage Vyasa's son Suka Muni and King 
Parikshit, a descendant of Sri Krishna. In 
the latter half of Dvapara Yuga, more than 
5000 years ago, when many kings of the 
Kshatnya race ruled the earth, the tyranny 
m fj r0 9 an * monarchs was so heavy that 
-? ar Eaf th wept and prayed to Brahma 
BrahrT, a heard the prayers and 
P _' cbed Vishnu reclining in the milk 
eaa ‘ A V0lce wa s heard that the lord 
u d appear on Earth in mortal form, as 
me embodiment of Kala Chakra, the wheel 
wtll |e his trusted Ananta would 
0( . d eat as h ' s brother Balarama. and the 
Y adava mUSt descancl on Earth as the 
action o y n ° par,lc 'P a!e m the lord's grand 

SR| KRISHNA'S BIRTH 
ovef kln 9 dorns ' King Surasena ruled 

Yamuna C ' ,y 0n the t)anl ' s °* * he 
his son »..? descen< fant was Ugrasena and 
for h.= i uro S the notorious Kamsa. feared 
Younge tty^thetand. Ugrasena s 

da oghferc^e rt n WaS Devaka wh0 had a 

of age k. Devaki When Devaki came 
of Sura a ' lnarne d to Vasudeva. son 
rites 'hp 10 ™ 6 ^ a, 9ura After the wedding 

ascended theT® laden wl,h P resems 

home De E . an °* 10 return to Vasudeva s 
toot< me s 9,der cousin Kamsa himself 
r dins and escorted his sistei As 


they were going through the forests, a voice 
from the sky laughed and spoke to Karnsa. 

•O foolish king, whom do you nde , 
The very sister and her husband whose eighth 
son who is going to kill you?" Kamsa 
petrified with fear and that very moment he 
stopped the chariot and took h'S sword o 
kill Devaki. But Vasudeva entreated wit 
Kamsa and begged him to a P ara 
he promised to hand over all their children 
to Kamsa as soon as they were bom- Kamsa 
relented, and threw the coup 
dunoeon with tetters on their hands and feeh 

death. When Devaki conceived the sevemn 

child who was none other than *• - 
serpent couch of Vishnu the 
Yogamaya the power of hisvance^ ^ 
appear and remove the other wife 

and plant it in Rohmi. Vasui e ban k 0 j 
who was living in Bra| on co wherd 

Yamuna, under the care of the wwl ^ 
vassal chieftain Nanda. child 

her womb they all thought that the^ ^ 

was dead even before b ' . and wa s 

was bom to Rohim as B pevaki 

growing up wildNa „ d xhjs was Krishna, 
conceived her eighth ctud. monsoon 

on me asterism of Rot™' m ^ 

season Knshna was bom s " 0 ra diant 

all the guards had fallen as P- cha kra 
was his frame, complete wit pevaki 

and all the divine ° ma "]®" tS c ' h j| d as none 
immediately recognised th bo m to 

other than the lord Vishnu d that 

her in human form. But she feare ^ ^ 
Kamsa too may recognise drew ttie 

appease her tear, the lord ^ hdre ed 
Sankha Chakra and four arms^a ^ 
as an ordinary child on opened 

happened. The doors of tbe ^^^peva to 

and the lord commanded owher d 

transfer him to the home '>< ™ across 
chieftain Nanda and his wi • c)lj|d 0I1 a 
the river. Vasudeva P' a c ed the swollen 

winnow basket and wade , arm ,ngly, but 

over The over ".^7,4'lords 

subside immediately o >s h0IT ie in 

feet Vasudeva reached Bfa . A , the 

Brihadvana on the outskirts Knshna 

same time that D ®.^ a ' hj | d w no was 
Yasoda loo begot a emale sied from 
none other than Yogamay • Vasu deva 
the labour Yasoda la V - h ' ef s j de and 
placed Ihe child Kris yogamaya 

returned With the female child « 





He re-entered the dungeon and the doors 
closed. The child cried and the guards woke 
up. They ran to Kamsa and told him of the 
birth of another child to Devaki. Kamsa 
hastily entered the dungeon all dishevelled, 
and cruelly picked up the child by its feet, 
to hit it against a rock. But Lo and behold, 
the child did not fall down but flew up 
langhing, "O fool, the child who is destined 
to kill you is alive and living elsewhere". 
Kamsa's fears grew worse and he thought 
of v/ays to kill his tormentor. He ordered 
that all children bom then, before and after, 
should be killed all over the land. 

PUTANA 

Meanwhile Yasoda, who was least aware of 
what had transpired, believed that Krishna 
was her own child, and brought him up with 
great affection. Nanda who was Kamsa's 
vassal king came to Mathura to pay his 
tribute. On his way back, he met Vasudeva 
briefly. Vasudeva inquired of his child's well 
being and urged Nanda to return to Braj. 
as many calamities awaited him. On 
Kamsa's command a demoness by the name 
Putana dressed herself as a beautiful 
midwife, poisoned her breasts and came 
to Brihadvana. Seeing the child Krishna who 
was two days old. she offered suckle to 
the baby, with the intention of killing it. The 
child sucked the poisoned breast but nothing 
happened to it. instead he drew out Putana's 
life out of her. The demoness writhed in 
pain and finally dropped dead with a loud 
noise that was heard everywhere. The ladies 
came running and saw the demoness lain 
all over, while the child still on her breast 
lay smiling. Nanda who was returning from 
Mathura heard about this divine act of the 
child and he rushed to the scene, hard to 
believe. They cremated the body of the 
demoness and a fragrance blew over the 
place 

SAKATASURA 

When Krishna was three months old, Yasoda 
planned a ceremony to celebrate the turning 
of the child in the cradle Ladies anointed 
the baby with holy water singing songs 
They loaded a toycart with little vessels 
full of curds and milk, sanctified it with 
Akshata. yellow rice grams. Tulasi leave; 
and flowers. ar:0 hung it over ihe cradle 
as good omen for the child 
The child lay sleeping while the ladies wen: 
about their tasks I:*. the din of the festivity 
Yasoda did not hear the child crying for 


milk. Suddenly a loud noise was heard ^ 
the nursery. People came running to s 
what had happened. And Lo. they saw q 
toy cart with curds and milk toppled. haa “ tial 
rent and mangled above the baby, 
could have happened? The only answer 
the sleeping child has kicked it. Longl y 
when the lord came as a boar and 1 qa 
the demon Hiranyaksha his son Utk® 
swore to avenge the death of his « ■ ^ 
His spirit had hidden himself in the ca 
the instance of Kamsa, with the inte 
of killing the sleeping baby ^ ctU ofl |y 
Utkacha in his previous birth was a miy ^ 
king. His pride and vanity swelled a n ( (f|e 
wen! about chopping down the trees o 
Rishi Lomasa's hermitage indiscrinnina 
The Rishi had cursed him that h'S ^ 
would fall off as a sheath. The king ^ 
become penitent and the Rishi had prom' ^ 
redemption from the curse at the touC ha d 
the lord's feel That Asuta Utkacha ^ 
now hidden himself in the cart 3 AalJ(a 
released. Indeed the lord freed the , 
by the touch of his glorious feel The 
soared heavenwards never fo return 

Yasoda was a very fond mother to ^ rlS ^ 0f y 
She never realised that this was aflC j 
lord himself born as a mortal ch ' . |l3 ry 
went about treating him like an oro ^ 
human child Once Krishna ate rT ’ u ° c | 1 ,| C ) 
Yasoda noticed this. She chided the ^ 
and asked him to open his month L0 ‘ e n 
behold, she saw in the mouth the 5 ^ 
mountains, rivers, tanks, trees sU ? s pun 
moon and all the Universe' Her head of 
as she thought this must be a dr f^ l0f ia | 
illusion. Krishna quickly reverted to his 
dimension. 


THE NAMING CEREMONY (||| 

At the instance ot Vasudeva who vva 0rn jiy 
in prison with Devaki. Garga the - 5 

priest of Ihe Yadavas came to , a orn e>cl 
Vraia. Nanda was delighted and we d (qo r 
him with open arms. Garga is the „iy 
of a treatise on Astrology and 3 a to 
qualified Seer Nanda requested G® two 
perform the naming ceremony 10 ' aS (pe 
boys Garga hesitated because he * ( q e 
family priest of the Yadavas a p ^ ^ay 
performed the ceremonies K «Tn a< 
guess that the chtlds identity Dj |l(irrT ie d 
insisted and so the ceremony was P® 
m secret in me cowshed Garga o ^iii 
that the aide: bfe'rig a delight to j t pe 
be railed Rama (or Ba arama' 3 
vounge' by hr dark r rame would 1 
Krishna 






GOING BETWEEN ARJUNA TREES 


Krishna and Balarama's growth was a aelight 
to watch everyday, first toddling on their 
knees, then tottering, and finally walking 
They stole butter, broke pots, played with 
calves and went around the households of 
Gokula as free birds. Once when the 
milkmaids complained to Yasoda about the 
pranks of the boys, Yasoda tried to tether 
him to a mortar with a piece of coir rope. 
The rope fell a little short of her need. So 
she joined another piece of rope to it, still 
't fell short. This happened many times 
until Yasoda felt exhausted and began to 
cry in despair. The lord then, moved by 
compassion, shrunk his frame and allowed 
er to girdle him After this she went about 
her daily chores. 


Krishna thus tied to a mortar noticed a pair 
?wn v U uV reeS - Ac,ual| y ,bese trees were 
KubJr a k m aS ,' n ,heir prevl0us life, sons of 
and sheriff '° rd °' weal,h ' Fu " dt "ches 
and Manim Uf ® V We,e Called N alakubera 
were ,6du « d «° »- 

because of their arrnn 6 fr ° m Saga NaradE 
attendants of lord Desplle bein f 

power had made th d,a ' lheir weal,h anc 

women singing after mem V Str °" ed WlM 
'ell ol flowers in’ the 3 '"f 50 ' 113 ™ 
Mandakim flowinn ih 6 VICmi,y of rive 
K ailasa. their eves rni? U9h lhe 9ardens c 
'ntoxication Entenn T'" 9 on a " sides wit 
s 'udded with m 9 1 m ' ddle of ,he Gan 3 
With the dal , U ?,"° WerS : ,he V s P°rte 
in a herd rf ? S 3 pa ' r ° f ele Phanl 

u she-elephants. 

By ,h ® will nr n 

Na reda oam P 1 , r ° vldence ,he g'°nou 
s °ns of KubH Way and saw ,he y° ur 
Sa 9e and hulml Th<? damsels th 
°< shame k dly pul on lheir clothes o 
rema,n ed 80 ,he y akshas, wh 

associated .,, ilh F arada observed the pric 
9a mblinq anr , wea " h wine, women ar 
! he ir prl n n Said - “ Then 1 shall take awi 
' Ke tr 0 e. 'l' nC ;! ' hey s,and shameless 
he 'ouch m v hCy remain as ,rees ur 
a hundred „ asudeva relieves them aft 
Wer e turnnn 6 es,lal years ‘ lr, stantly thi 
9r °winq f i„ 1,1,0 3 palr °f Arjuna tre 
“ h " 

the A r|un 3 ! he Chlld " e0 to a mortar s; 
foment Ti ' ees and res olved that th 
de crawled J edemp,lon had come Slov 
Tu ,vaf ^S them dragging the mor 
re ®s and r de C' tered hetween the tv 
ame out me other side wh 


the mortar got stuck between the trees. 
Then he pulled, and the two trees fell down 
with a terrific crash, their trunk, leaves 
and branches violently shaken. Two celestial 
forms appeared from the fallen trees and 
moved heavenward with the radiance of 
dawn. The Yakshas released from the curse 
returned to their celestial abode, at the touch 
of the lord's feet 

On hearing the noise of the fallen trees 
and disturbed with the fear of thunderbolt, 
the cowherds came rushing to see what 
had happened Nobody could understand 
how the tree had fallen. Some children 
playing there pointed to Krishna and said, 
'This chap walked between the two trees 
dragging the mortar behind. We even saw 
two men rising from the trees” Nanda was 
full of surprise as he untied the knot and 
let his son free. 

BRINDAVANA 

Seeing evil portents of grave nature were 
appearing in Gokula time and again the elders 
of Nanda's clan under the guidance of 
Upananda deliberated what must be done 
to escape from these calamities They 
decided it was best to leave Gokula and 
live elsewhere for a while and chose to 
move to Brindavana, a forest suitable for 
cattle, full of evergreen vegetation, sacred 
hills, pastures and rivers. Accordingly they 
gathered their cattle wealth, chariots, and 
possessions; with loud trumpeting, they 
moved out of Gokula On seeing the green 
vegetation ot Brindavana on the banks o 
the holy Yamuna. Sri Krishna and Balarama s 
hearts were filled with joy. A new chapter 
in their lives had begun 


<ALIYA NARTANA 

t happened once that the cattle gracingi in 
3rindavana fell dead on the banks ° 
Yamuna when they drank the wa er 
ihe river. The cowherds noticed ,ha 
cause of the poison was ablad Galiya 
residing in a pool therein This * verside 
with five hoods Krishna went to d y 

and climbed up a Kadamba tree . Q|1 
He then dived into the pool a raised 

Kaliya's head The serpen, roused he 
his hood and smote, but Kris n ra ised 

on it with his heels and <°® s . |d me tail 
hood after hood and Krishna o( the 

on one hand and trampled Kaliya 

hoods like a merry dance Fh T ves of 
‘ell down exhausted ■ - (or mercy- 
Kaliya Nagano* camt; P^ aka in 







ocean, for that is where you belong", said 
Sri Krishna and sent them with his blessings. 
Hearing the story Irom Sri Suka. King 
Parikshit asked, “Why did Kaliya leave 
Ramanaka in the first instance, for that is 
the ancestral home of the Nagas? And how 
now did he consent to return?” Sri Suka 
replied: On every Amavasya day for their 
own protection the Nagas would give one 
day's offering of food to the Garudas. 
Puffed with pride of strength, Kaliya the 
Son of Kadru disregarded the Garudas and 
ate all the offering himselt. Angry to hear 
this Garuda swooped on Kaliya who ran for 
protection. On an earlier occasion Garuda 
had carried away a fish from the river for 
which he was cursed by the sage Saubhari 
that if ever he entered the Yamuna again 
he would die. So the Yamuna was the only 
place for Kaliya safe from Garuda. But 
now when the lord had placed his feet on 
Kaliya's head he was assured of protection 
from Garuda, who was after all the lord's 
vehicle. So Kaliya returned to Ramanaka 
and all was well once again. 

GOVARDHANA 

There was excitement among the cowherd 
boys of Vraja. The super-human exploits 
of Sri Krishna and Balarama were becoming 
the talk of the town everyday. Nobody 
could understand how these two ordinary 
cowherd boys, as they thought them to 
be, could perform such astonishing feats. 
One day they gathered around the venerable 
Nanda and spoke to him thus: ”0 Nanda 
ruler of Vraja, we have doubts in our minds 
about your two sons. As a mere babe, with 
halt closed eyes, he sucked the poisoned 
breast of the demoness Putana and killed 
her As a child of three months he lay 
underneath a cart kicking up his feet crying 
and the demon cart fell topsy turvy As a 
one year old child Krishna sat squatting 
when the demon Trinavarta came as a storn 
and carried him away, but Krishna easily 
killed him by throttling his neck. Tied by 
mother Yasoda to a mortar for the theft of 
butter, he crawled on all fours between two 
Arjuna trees and easily destroyed them 
When grazing cows with Balarama in the 
forest, he tore asunder the bill of a mighty 
heron and killed the Asura Baka who meant 
him harm. He killed Vastsasura, a demon 
who came in the form of a calf, by dashing 
him against a tree. He slew the demon 
Dhenuka who came disguised as a donkey 
Through Balarama he killed the Asura 
Pralamba who came as a wild fire He 
jumped into the Kalindi and subdued the 


venomous Cobra Kaliya of five hooC J^j s ^up 
now as a boy of seven years he 1 an£ j 


Govardhana mountain with one 


hand 


holds it aloft for seven days a 9 , 0 jts 
hailstorm! How is this? Since ,liese , a pad 
are nothing short ol miracles on c0L1 |d 
of a mere boy, we wonder how tics ?" 
deserve a birth among us unworthy r ^ 
Krishna had stopped the propitiation ofh^ 
which had made Indra angry He oVe r 
down a torrential rain of hailston had 
Vraja, and all the people and the c 
sought the protection of Sri Krisdna Dr0 oted 
amazement of all. Krishna had P s gn 
the Govardhana Giri and *' ,te ' anc j the 

umbrella, under which all the catt ||iclra 's 
cowherds remained for seven day . 
pride had been subdued and he 


his downpower 


Nanda heard the questions put GoP a 

the cowherd boys and replied, told 
boys, listen to what the sage G a 1(ia t 
me about the boy. Garga had to - ( ca |i 

some time in the past the child w ' sUC )ev3 
my son was born in the house ot ^elp- 
He is the Avatara of Vishnu BV hi 5 
we will overcome all difficulties. g e ein9 
protection when anarchy prevai s_ | a rr> 
the exploits of these two la q part" 
convinced that they are ,v '' ^self- 
manifestations of lord Narayae 3 [peif 
When the cowherd boys heared ar id 
doubts vanished. They knelt 
worshipped Krishna and rejoiced 


by 


RASA 


we 


alt 


During the month of Margali vvl '® g in g th® 
' 3110 , Vr3) a 


wake up early in the morning 


Tiruppavai of Andal. the Gop' 5 ? c al'® d 
performed a similar austeri ^gd 1 
Katyayani Vrata, wherein t* ie ^ . vV n, a' 11 , 
the shivering Yamuna before an i to 
oraved to mother qoddess Katy“ nn th ■ 


lc L rd ,?riV 


be blest with marriage to the ^psi 
last day of their bath festival a y th®' f 
appeared in their midst and ' ook c pes 0 
clothes, hanging them on the B s c®® 1 H 

the Kadamba tree. When the mal me d a '\, 
out ot the water they stood aS , s W 11 ® 
covered themselves with their ha ' |<ris ||p 
they pleaded with |Oined hands. r prk “ 
gave them back their clothes^ (<psh 
and vanity vanished, they sough lS ed 
to sport with them The lord P® 

come when the time was righ ggst ^ ( i 
autumn The moon rose over 1 | Q g S ord 
a red hue The jasmine flowers ^ K ris !I| 1 e 
and wafted fragrance everywhere 
played a melodious tune on ’ ■ 



































sweet sound floated through every street 
and home in Vraja and the hearts of the 
Gopis were drawn to it. They left everything 
as is where is, and sallied forth from all 
sides to the spot in the enchanted forest 
where their beloved one sat playing his 
flute. Sri Krishna welcomed them, but 
admonished them for leaving their homes 
and hearths and asked them to return. The 
Gopis wept silently at the rejection of their 
love. They prayed to the lord in piteous 
terms. The lord laughed heartily and 
sauntered with them on the banks of the 
Yamuna. The Gopis became proud and 
considered themselves superior to all. To 
subdue their pride, the lord vanished like 
a trick. Again the Gopis fell into agony 
They tried to pacify themselves by imitating 
him, his movements, his words, his smiles 
and his exploits: raving like mad they 
searched the forest for their beloved lord. 
When the Gopis were wailing piteously. Sri 
Krishna again appeared in their midst and 
performed his Rasa Krida. To each Gopi 
he appeared as her own separate Krishna 
making as many Kriahnas as there were 
Gopis. They locked their hands over their 
partners' necks in a circle and danced 
singing songs of py and union, amid the 
din of bangles, anklets, and tiny bells. All 
they gods and celestials above came to 
look and the hearts of all were lull of joy. 
Some time after that, a dangerous bull called 
Arishta with a huge body and a large hump 
came rushing towards Krishna with blood 
shot eyes. Krishna threw him to the ground, 
set his foot on him and wrung him like a 
drenched cloth. The bull spat blood and lay 
dead. 


LEAVING FOR MATHURA 

trfh 6 f '* aracla went to Kamsa and disclosed 
t . ' m J he secret of Krishna and Balarama's 
ti tu ,^ arnsa flew into a rage and ordered 
tr.M nS ^ na and Balarama should be brought 
Mi M h albu ra. to be killed by Chanura and 
bow' ka the wrestlers He arranged a great 
hunp Sa | Cr ' f ' ce fot Siva ln wb ich he bu i" a 
wav slad 'dm for the wrestling match By 
KuLi ablmdant caution he had his elephant 
C ru Sh ayapiia intoxicated, with the intent of 
All tt ' n ^ ,be boys' heads when they came 
of Va<f ? one he called Akrura, a kinsman 
to brin SVa ' and asl<ed him to go to Vraja 
preHvi^f' he boys t0 M a' h dra under the 
u, o witnessing the great bow sacrifice 

the^ 3 arrived at Vraia and told Nanda about 
°w sacrifice Nanda agreed to come 


with his boys. After a day's travel on buHock 
cart, the party entered the portals ° e 
Mathura. Nanda and his group enteredI the 

town while Akrura and ,ha b °y® br °* a oi 
to refresh themselves in the Yamuna. 

AKRURA’S VISION 

The boys bathed and returned to the cart 
Akrura saw from the river, the two boys 
well seated on the cart. But when he pkrnged 
into the river he saw theiri there asi<* 

and returned delighted, praising Krishna 
Rama in eulogy. 

On their way they me. a florist called Sudan* 

who gave them beau ‘'";'Trivakra 
A hunchback woman by the name o 

back by planting his Resplendantly 

conveniences better I ‘ me res jdents 

city can boast of. tnqu® ha |, they entered 

the way to th ® s ^' ?»ul bow studded with 
it and beheld the beaut man y a nd 

precious stones, 9 uard { b ou ^ they were 
worshipped by all. E 1 ^ lads ran t0 
stopped by the 9 ua f d ®' . miq hty arms. In 
it and siezed it with th Kris hna broke 
one quick flick of the fin g e • va thunderous 

the bow into two accompanied^ 

cracking noise heard all overm ^ ^ 
Kamsa heard the crashing so ^ ^ the 
his man came rushing to of the 

matter He felt dismayed ° w The next 
news and spent a sleeples wre |tling bout in 
morning he arranged K i n gs waited 

the specially built arena. nd enjoy 

with excitement W o boys and 

themselves. Women sa h peeling 

lamented at the unequ , rump ets 

greatly cheered by ,he ® iaen f wrestlers 
and kettle drums the "T'Sers poured 
Chanura. Mushtika and all ' {fere d his 
into the arena Nanda too^ op 

presents to Kamsa and 
the dais. 


THE DEATH OF KAMSA 
Krishna and Balarama hnishe^ Awards 
and dressed ‘hemseh«s. ^ b|ocked t0 
the amphitheatre. The y 











them by the elephant Kuvalayapita and his 
mahout. They requested him to make way 
but instead the keeper made the animal 
charge at them. Thereupon Krishna pushed 
the mountainous animal sideways, dragged 
him by the tail, squeezed out his trunk and 
Imally pulled out his tusks and struck him 
dead. The keepers too fell. Tusk in hand, 
Krishna entered the amphitheatre. Chanura 
challenged Krishna while Mushtika took 
Balarama. The fight began. Interlacing hand 
with hand and foot with foot they fouqht 
and rolled on the ground, while crowds 

hnfrf m nK Very Which way ' Krishna caught 

o d of Chanura by the arms and swirled 
him, then dashed him to the ground He 

M aS hi^ Sa ^ Balarama did the same to 
Mushtika. The other wrestlers were no match 
One by one they all collapsed at the feet 
of he lord. The kings held their crowns 
and ran from the galleries shouting Kamsa 
who was seated on a high platform 
commanded the boys to be arrested 
Krishna jumped at Kamsa before he could 
Nft his sword, dragged him to the ground 
by his hair and pounded his head with his 

The orade had come true Kamsa lay in 
blood, slain by Krishna. Balarama confronted 
Kamsa s brother and killed him with his 
bludgeon. Krishna then comforted the ladies 
and secured the release of his parents 
Vasudeva and Devaki from bondage. The 
parents only knelt low but did not touch 
Ihem. afraid as they were to claim the lord 
of the Universe as their son! Krishna knew 
that they had missed the joy of bringing 
him up, even though he was their son He 
addressed them endearingly as Tata' and 
Amba' and consoled them 


GURUKULA 

The two brothers undertook vows and left 
for their studies under the Guru Sandipim 
in Ujiaim Though they were themselve the 
embodiment of the Vedas and the Saslras, 
they pretended ignorance and sat at the 
feet of Sandipini to learn all that had to be 
learnt. When their period of study was over 
they asked their Guru to name a lee for 
his tutorship Sandipini had lost a son he 
was drowned in the sea near Saurashtra 
when swimming Sandipini wanted the son 
hark Krishna and Balarama fodhwith went 
to the lord of ocean and asked for the 
son The ocean pointed to Panchajana a 
demon who had a conch in his belly Krishna 
killed Panchajana took the conch and blew 
it Yama the lord of death heard It and 
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came rushing to Krishna with obeisance. 
Krishna asked Yama to return the lost son 
of his Guru, which Yama did. Krishna 
restored the son to Sandipini and left *° r 
Mathura. 

From Mathura he sent his trusted friend 
Uddhava to Vraja to inquire of the we 
being of his foster parents Yasoda an 
Nanda and all the Gopis whom he had left 
pining. At the same time he sent his once 
Akrura to Hastinapura to learn of the we 
being of his aunt Kunti and her sons th 
Pandavas. Akrura learnt of the unfair 
treatment being meted out to the Pandavas 
by the Kauravas and duly reported tn 
matter to Sri Krishna and Balarama. 

Here ends the first half of the tenth chapf e J 
of Sri Bhagavatam, being a discourse a 
the stories of Sri Krishna as narrated < 
King Parikshit by Suka Mum, son of Sag 
Vyasa. The second half, Uttararadha dea 
with Krishna as king. 

UTTARARDHA 

After the death of Kamsa at the hands a 
Krishna and Balarama. Ugrasena, ^ arTlS< L 
father had his kingdom restored to W 
Kamsa's widowed wives went to Jarasan 
their father, who swore to take revenge- 
attacked the city of Mathura from the ea 
while Kalayavana. an agent of the ^ ava n] 
clan (identified as the Greeks) attacked no 
the west The lord built a fortress in * 7varc . tie 
on the Western shores and transferred 
city of Mathura there. Then he ran be 
Kalayavana unarmed. The Yavana f oll °' 
him into a cave, in a place North of Mat it 
The lord disappeared there The Yavana 
saw an old man sleeping, and he w 
him The old man. who was Muchuk j 
the guardian of the kingdom of 9 0C * S ' i 10 n 
retired into the cave for rest, and v 
thus rudely woken up. his eyes shone 
fire and burnt Kalayavana to as b eS ^ 0 ted 
lord appeared and blessed the de . 
Muchukunda with beatitude and ve r 
Muchukunda went Into Badarikasram 
to return. ^ gS 

The lord returned to Mathura, which 3 

now being attacked by Jarasandha r@ d 

huge army Krishna and Balarama apP ^t 
to flee and Jarasandha followed ,r |oft / 
pursuit The brothers climbed a 
maintain called Pravarshana. where ' ^ th® 
all the lime Jarasandha surroun j I* 
mountain with piles of wood an j S jifi a 
ablaze Supremely satisfied that ( te 

and Balarama would have been j 0 r' 

ashes. Jarasandha returned to his 










meanwhile the two brothers 
Magadha. t>u |ain unharmed, and 

[urnp ed fortified city of Dwarka which 
entered thei ° g moat Kakudmi, king of 
had the sea Kat hiawad or Saurashtra) 

Anartas C"°° h , er Revati in marriage to 
nav/e dis grj Krjshna carrjed away 

Baiara" 13 ,' W Drin cess of Vidarbha by force 
Rukrriini > n = H King parikshit who was 
and rT,arn ,® Sukamunl’s narration in rapt 
hs tening 10 d him here and asked, “The 
a„entio n s '°^ bduc t i0 n is prevalent among 
marriage °y hoW then did the lord take 
the Ra , k „ marriage to blessed Rukmini? 
,o this ™ n me on this, for indeeo the 
Pra/ enl 'f' are unfathomable' 1 Sri Suka 
lord's wa> £tory Kir , g Bhishmaka was 
continues vidarb ha (modem Berar). He 
the l° rd ° sops Rukmi, Rukmaratha, 
had fi p e hu ' Rukmakesa and Rukmamali 
pukmaba ■ er Rukmini was the name 
and ° ne rtu0 us princess. Having heaid 01 
o, this vi of qn Krishna celebrated by 
the val0 ( U 0 her hO'JSe, Rukmini mentally 
visitor pjs sp0US e. Sri Krishna too 
made her m j nd to marry her having 
made ‘", ir ,ues and comeliness. Rukmi 

heard °f 0 ,|, er hated Sri Krishna and he 
the eldes h j S re(a t lons no , l0 marry 

prevailed H Krishna Instead he arranged 
pukrnin' ween he r and Sisupala the ruler 
a djf'd As Rukmini was made ready for 

C Liiiino marriage to Sisupala, she sent 
the unwilkng Srj Kf|Shna , hrough a 

3 ^^nna thus “Having heard of your 
B , r *,jr o beautiful lord, my heart is aflutter; 
wnu have entered deep into me Make me 
y ^ur wile here, before Sisupala takes me 
Marry me by eduction like the Rakshasas 
On the eve of marraige. I will be going to 
the temple of goddess Ambika in grand 

recession You must come and lake me 

men ’ or else I shall die and reach your 
holy’ feet" Sri Krishna reassured the 
Brahmana that he would do as bidden. The 
next day he took his chariot and rode from 
Anrata to Vidarbha overnight The procession 
had reached the Ambika temple Swilt as 
lighting Krishna swooped low took Rukmini 
on his horseback, and rode out Rukmi 
followed in hot pursuit but was easily 
vanquished Sri Krishna took Rukmini to 
Dvaraka and married her through fitting 
ceremonies 


PRADYUMNA 

Kama an aspect of Sri Krishna had been 
burnt to ashes by Siva This sell-same 
Kama sought to be reborn as part 


manifestation of Krishna and appeared 
through the loins of Sri Krishna and Rukmini 
So close was his similarity to his father 
that even his mothers often mistook their 
son for their husband. The child was named 
Pradyumna meaning radiant one. but alas 
on the tenth day after birth, he was 
kidnapped by Sambara, a demon who came 
to know through an oracle, that the child 
of Rukmini would bring about his destruction 
The demon threw the child into the ocean 
A fish swallowed the child. Fishermen caught 
the fish and took it to their king. The king's 
maid Mayavati cut open the fish, and found 
the babe in good shape' They brought up 
the child with all care and love. The maid 
was none other than Rati incarnate, the 
spouse of Kamadeva. Pradyumna was 
Kama himself, born as a babe to Rukmini 
Mayavati showered all her love on the child 
who soon attained his youth and attracted 
one and all by his beautiful looks. One 
day when Mayavati was giving sideward 
glances, Pradyumna admonished her for 
her unmotherly sentiment, whereupon 
Mayavati told him all about the secret of 
his birih. She also taught him the Mahamaya 
Mantra which could undo all viles. 
Pradyumna met the king Sambara and 
engaged him in combat. One by one all his 
devices, were destroyed. Finally Pradyumna 
severed Sambara's head. The gods poured 
flowers. Pradyumna was taken in a chariot 
through the air, to Dvaraka The moment 
the car descended, all the ladies mistook 
him for Sri Krishna and hid themselves out 
of bashfulness. Then seeing the small 
dissimilarity, that is, the lack of Srivatsa 
and Koustubha Mani, they came out slowly. 
Rukmini too came Not knowing it was her 
own son she beheld, she thought, “I too 
had a son who would have been just this 
age Alas. I lost him. Would that this young 
man had been my son". Even as Rukmini 
was thinking thus, Sri Krishna appeared there 
with his parents Devaki and Vasudeva. The 
sage Narada narrated the background of 
Pradyumna's bidh and miraculous escape 
from the belly of a fish Rukmini was 
overjoyed to know that this indeed was her 
son and enbraced him lovingly. 

SYAMANTAKA 

Satrajit was a king devoted to Sun god By 
his penance he obtained from him a ,ewel 
called Syamantaka as bright as the Sun 
He wore it around his neck One day he 
came to Dvaraka to see Krishna He was 
made comfodable in a splendid hall made 





lot him, while ms jewel was kepi m me 
Puja room for safe custody. Ever/, lay the 
jewel yielded 8 tonnes ol gold so they 
say. One day Satrajit's brother Prasena wore 
the jewel on his neck and went out huntinq 
but never returned. A lion had killed him! 
and taken the jewel. Jambavan, the king 
of bears died the lion and took the jewel 
as a plaything j or hi S infant child. When 
the brother did not return and the jewel was 
missing. Satrajit began to spread the foul 
word that Sri Krishna had killed his brother 
tor the sake of the jewel. To clear his name 
Sri Krishna went into the forest following 
the horses hoof marks. He saw Jambavan 
and learnt all that had happened He 
recovered the jewel from Jambavan, who 
also gave him his daughter Jambavati in 
marriage. When the jewel was restored to 
Satrajit, he felt elated and gave his daughter 
Satyabhama in marraige to the lord. 

Apart from Rukminl. Satyabhama and 
Jambavati, Krishna's other wives were 
Kalindi (daughter of river Yamuna). 
Mitravinda (daughter of Rajadhidevi, his 
father's sister), Satya (daughter of Nagnajit. 
King of Kosala, for whom he subdued seven 
bulls in a contest). Bhadra (daughter of his 
father's sister Srutakirti), Lakshmana 
(princess of Madra kingdom), and sixteen 
thousand other consorts, rescued from the 
captivity of Bhoumasura. Many thousands 
were the offsprings, of whom Rukmini's 
son Pradyumna is the foremost. Pradyumna 
married his cousin Rukmavati who bore him 
a son called Aniruddha. 

ANIRUDDHA 

Bana was the eldest of the hundred sons 
of Bali, whom the lord graced as Trivikrama; 
grandson ol Virochana and greatgrandson 
of Prahlada, whom the lord graced as 
Narasimha This Bana was a devotee ol 
Siva and ruled over the kingdom ol Sontipura, 
guarded by Siva himself. He had a thousand 
arms always itching for combat, and was 
adept in warfare by proxy. Bana had a 
beautiful daughter called Usha, who even 
as a virgin, had a dream of sexual delight 
with Aniruddha, son of Pradyumna Not 
finding him there when she woke up. she 
became miserable Her companion 
Chitralekha drew pictures of various princes 
according to the description given by Usha 
When she drew Aniruddha's picture Usha's 
face became shy. It is he, it is he", she 
said. Chitralekha took the picture of 
Aniruddha and searching, arrived at Dvaraka 
With her yogic powers she bore away the 


prince sleeping on a beautiful B )0 
Sontipura. Usha s face lit up w.lh I • |j(e 
behold her beloved and she enioye ^ 
with him in her palace, unknown to the 111 ^ 
Some eunuchs guarding the gynerium n ° f 
a change in Usha and reported the t 
to the king Bana. he 

The king was sorely distressed an ^ 
entered the maiden's apartments ana 
up Aniruddha wilh cords of serpents, ^ 
Narada reported this to the chi ur g 
Dvaraka v/ho then proceeded 10 g jcje 

with a huge army. Bana had on b' a 
the veritable Siva himself, and Ka ^ aS 
the chief of hosts. A pitched datt n d 
fought. Kartikeya ran. Banasura's ' sa nn 

arms were cut by Sri Krishna's Sud na 
Chakra. Lord Siva approached Sn be 

and prayed that tvs devotee Bana s (T1 y 
spared. Sri Krishna said. " Bana . ca pno> 
devotee Prahlada's great grandson. v0lJ r 

kill him. He shall remain with y°n 0t1 d 
attendant. Have no fear". Anirud ^ 

Usha were married, driven to a cha 
due ceremony and sent to Dvara' 

kuchela or sudama |nii 

When Krishna was a student with ^ a aar ped 
he had a cohort called Sudama. nic Qf in 
Kuchela because he was very P.^g of 


learning. While Krishna became 0 r 
Dvaraka, Sudama remained a 0 f a 
householder, tolling under the fauid csS |y. 
huge family. Poverty plagued him yd'h 

He would often recall his student day 


Krishna with a glow in his heart s po^ e 
his wife, extremely devoted to nl m 0, 
her heart. "Adorable husband 0 0 dde s * 
Bhagavan Sri Krishna the spouse ot 9 gS ed 
Lakshmi herself is your friend B e ^ are 
to approach him When he knows y pe 

a householder, suffering from P° v ^ 0 u. 
will shower boundless wealth l| P on . aC tor 0 
is now the king of Dvaraka, pro' G0 no' v 
the Bhujas, Vnsiinis and Andhakas- ^\\e 
to him” Thus gently entreated by ' e p&< e ' 0 
the pious Brahmana mentally P ^ e 
himself to see the lord ' What hav ps 
in the house that I may take wi vd j 
a suitable present?" he asked. an dfuU s ° n 
begged her neighbours for four ha u p it 
parched and beaten rice she * ie . l]S par°. 
a piece of rag and gave it to h®' a t o° 
Hestitantly but with devotion hr rn ey ‘ 
the present and set out on his I 
Dvaraka Arriving at the great d y p | e nd® j 
beheld a great palace with many r se a t , 

halls. In one of them Sri Krishna pjs 


daV 


with his consort Rukminl Parcel 


jvin9 
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friend Sudama from a distance, Sri Krishna 
left his couch and ran to embrace the poor 
Brahmana. Tears of |oy flooded lheir eyes 
as they beheld each other from head to 
toe. Sri Krishna lovingly seated Sudama on 
his couch Rukmini brought a vessel of 
scented water, and Sri Krishna washed the 
Brahmanas feet and sprinkled if on his own 
head. The women of the household marvelled 
at the lord's ease and friendliness towards 
a poor Brahmana. “What present have you 
brought for me 9 " Sri Krishna asked. Sudama 
hid the rag bundle unde his armpit in j 
embarassmenl. Sri Krishna playfully pulled 
it out from him and ate the parched rice 
flakes with great relish The next morning 
Sudama took leave of Sri Krishna and left 
for his home So satisfied was he at the 
meeting that it never occurred to him to 
ask lor what he had come for. 

When Sudama arrived near his house, he 
found the area surrounded on all sides by 
seven storied mansions, laid out with gardens 
and fountains. Well adorned young women 
were moving about here and there, Sudama 
stood confused wondering where he had 
come to. Hearing of the Brahmana's arrival. 
Sudama's wife came hurrying out of the 
palace, looking like the veritable goddess 
Lakshnu herself. Followed by her, he 
joyously entered his house, realising that 
all this was due to the grace of Sri Krishna, 
showered upon him. 

When the purpose of Sri Krishna's advent 
on earth was over. Sri Krishna withdrew 
iom the scene of war, ravage and turmoil, 
e destruction of the Yadavas was foretold 
or the youth j n mock humility brought 

wnm= aVa V Son Saniba dresssed as a 
« T |, c n and “ddressed the sages impudently 
,' s .'" oman ls pregnant. Pray tell us if 
' c 1 d ^ male nr female?” The sages 
( , e a ? gry 01 llleir lost and cursed, “ O 
win She wil1 9 ive bir * h to a pestle which 
h ®Story your clan". Greatly terrified to 
ear this, they bared the belly of Samba 
Th !* 01Ually ,ound 0 Pestle of iron there 
to I,'? Ugrasena had the pestle reduced 
Thn „ d®r, only a small iron piece remained 
swai£?. Wd , er Was thrown into the sea Fish 
wa ed lhe iron piece while the powder 
Callnrt asllor61 where a kind of grass 
a tki t ' ra ' , ' a 9rew The fish was caught by 
beliv erman wbo founcl *t' ie lr on piece in Its 
arrowh d ? d gave 11 10 a hunter for an 
to p r ,?u Cl Ths Yadavas then proceeded 
into*L , n ? a across lhe sea ' and ’here 
Ivtairoi d ,'hemselves with a wine called 
yaka They | os , the | r ssnses anc | began 


fighting with one another. After all their 
weapons were destroyed, they picked 
handfulls of the fateful Eraka grass and 
threw it against one another. The Yadavas 
brought about their own destruction and none 
among them lived. Sri Krishna laid himse! 
under a Peepul tree. A hunter with lhe fateful 
arrow •nistoook his foot for an antelope 
and pierced his left toe with the arrow. Sri 
Krishna's life departed and shone as the 
eternally effulgent Narayana in Vaikuntha. 

PURANIC LORE OF VISHNU 

BHRIGU & MARKANDEYA 
Lonq long ago in this ancient land of ours, 
great and simple men lived in the forest 
spending lheir lime in contemplation and 
devotion. They created various systems 
of science and philosophy, many of which 
are valued and accepted even loday 
Consider the concept ol time. Today we 
think of lime as a linear movement, with 
the birth of Christ as a marking poink But 
time is in fact a cyclic process, repeating 
endlessly and Infinitely. . maySe a e qq 
strange to us. but five hundredJ e ^ d 
many though! the earth was Hah and lhe 
roundness of the earth seemed, equ^'y 
strange! Anyway, in <h® cvcle j n 

system, lime is conceive c follow 

this cycles. Days and nights follow 

cyclically seasons °°™ a a " c n ca tty every 
stars and planets move Y y f such 
sixty years, and m 00 y 'h There are four 
cycles make up a Yuga. an( j q0 

Yugas and these four Yuga^ c suc h 
cyclically in Kalpas, eter nlty. 

Kalpas follow in endless cy os second 
The first Yuga is Krita Yuga. in 
Yuga Is Treta Yu 9 a '™ e Ka | ivuga . vVe are 
Yuga and the fourth is , iXillvuaa which 
now living In the first lag of Kaliyuga 

began in 3102 BC. . 

Towards the end ot Dvapara Yu^ 
dawn of Kali Yuga the , decide 

in the forest me. in oonforence ’o 
on lhe changes to be ma^ ^our^ The 
to suit the needs ot the with 

mam guestion ,hat a .J° S f h ® ors hip, which 

so many gods and deit e ol 

god should be worship Cldec j that 

Kati? By consensus the ^ b 'fhe thme main 
Brahma Vishnu and Siva 












into the merits ot each god. This was not 
an easy task, for who would dare to test 
the powers of gods? But Bhrigu was an 
austere and fearless man, so he took the 
challenge boldly and set out on his mission. 
Bhrigu first went to see Brahma in Satvloka. 
Brahma was then seated on the tl. • >r before 
a sacred fire. He was performin ' a Yaga, 
offering oblations to the sacrcii fire He 
noticed Bhrigu's arrival but could not ston 
his worship half way So he continued his 
oblations. Bhrigu decided to wait a while 
and he took a seat. WLr. i rtianma saw 
Bhrigu seated above, while he was or th • 
floor, he felt sad and si'ently wept. Bh'igt- 
noted Brahma s predicament and said, this 
god is blemished by Tamoguna. He is not 
worthy of worship, let him remain unsung. 
That is why there are no temples for Brahma. 
Bhrigu then went to Kailasa. the abode of 
Siva. Siva was dancing with Parvati. the 
cosmic dance of destruction. Ho was 
smeared with ashes. As he saw Bhrigu 
approaching he opened his arms and 
welcomed the Rishi with an embrace. "Oh, 
you have defiled me with your ash-ridden 
body” said Bhrigu testingly. Siva went into 
a rage. “How dare you say this to me? I 
am the destroyer of the three worlds", said 
Siva in a hot temper. “This god is full of 
Rajoguna” said Bhrigu, “May his Linga, the 
cause of his anger, be severed” and Lo, 
the Siva Linga fell to the Earth. Parvati 
could not bear to see the Linga fall, and 
she ran and caught it. The temples of Siva 
have only a Linga for worship, with Parvati 
in a sanctum close by 
Bhrigu then went to the cosmic milk ocean 
where Vishnu lay reclining on a serpent 
bed, in Yogic sleep “What . do you sleep 
like this when the world created by you 
needs you for protection?" Bhrigu chided 
and kicked him on the chest. Vishnu woke 
up and reverentially welcomed Bhrigu with 
profuse apologies Bhrigu's face softened 
“Are you not angry that I kicked you 9 ” he 
asked. “Far from it." said Vishnu. “I am 
rejoicing that the dust of a great man's 
feet are on my chest You are dear to me 
How can I be angry with you?" Bhrigu blessed 
him and said “You are the most suited for 
worship in the age of Kali, may you have 
temples all ovei the land 
Bhrigu returned and told the Rishis what he 
found. The Rishis rejoiced and set about 
propagating the greatness of Vishnu as the 
God of Kaii Yuga. Then scores of temples 
were built with images of Vishnu in standing, 


sitting reclining and stepping postures, 
east, west, north and south, into '■'' hic , re 
spirit of Vishnu descended everyw 
These are the Archa forms revered ) 
Alvars. j 

Rishi Bhrigu had two wives. His 5^°^ 
wife bore him a son who in turn had g 
called Mrkandu. Like Bhrigu, Mrkandu ^ 
also deeply devoted from childhoo • 
was married but had no children. He P r g 
to the lord Prajapati who appea red ot j 
him and asked if he would have one 9 at j 
son of short life span, or a hundrei (o 

children of long lives. Mrkandu pray 
have Of'e good son, even if he wer 
short lived. Prajapati granted a so_ aP du 
would live sixteen years. Soon « ' et j 
had a beautiful male child, and they n 
him Markandeya. ^ 

Markandeya was a joy to his P® an d 
Everyday he blossomed in worthin® jfie y 
the parents felt they had everything^^ 


wanted. As the child entered his 


ind- 


year, a cloud passed over the paren ^^ed 
Markandeya wondered over the regs0 n 
change and inquired of his father th e a |l 
for his sadness. The father told a0 d 
that had happened before his b,r ' e to 
wept to say that he would soon can 
die. “What is death, Father, and -fp e 

I overcome it?", the good child as ^g^th 
father told him that Yama the lord . a waV 
would throw his noose and drag b' y a rna 
at the end of his sixteenth year, o ■ gp/3 
would be powerless if he worsh'pP ste r. 
the destroyer, who is Yama s 0n ts 
Markandeya bade farewell to hl ® na nc e ' 
and went into the forest to do „ roa^ 
Deep in the forest, wild amma jjprn'9 
during the day and wolves how o _ H e 
the night Markande/a was le a „ghtiV 
made a Sivalinga and held on 10 g 0 vs r 
Days passed and soon his yea 1 a rcU ,ld 

Then Yama came. He threw his noo a uS® 
.- ~ nim 0 ^ a |iy 


the boy. but could not drag hlP1 
he held on to the Sivalinga tig 
Yama gave up and left f e a< e(1 

So terrible was his penance that [ ^' b0 y. 5 ° 
he might lose his kingdom to na ka 
he sent his dancers Urvasi an en ari c ,, 
tempt him away from i? lS pe b' rr,S «. 

Markandeya did not relent 11 '® i,ipgdo rr, | W 

came and offered riches and* pin aMy 
even then Markandeya P ers lf,, n dey 3 & ne 
Vishnu appeared before Mar , a tn |S La 
asked what he wanted Ul , t0 t) ec3 „{ 
phenomenon of the world I wlS ' for eV 

immortal, like the Sun that shi 


Fid 1 


-,- 7 8 


A 



















said the lad. The lord showed him that the 
everything was only temporary and even 
the Sun would turn black when its energies 
were spent. “Then make me like Brahma" 
said the lad. The lord showed him that 
Brahma the creator himself took birth on 
his lotus navel at the beginning of every 
Kalpa and dissolved into him after his day 
was over. “Marry and have children, and 
I shall soon tell you what is permanent”, 
said the lord and disappeared. 

Markandeya was happy. He ended his 
penance and left the forest. He married 
and brought forth many children. His days 
were spent in gaity and laughter. Then one 
day it started raining heavily. The downpour 
continued for eighteen days, flooding the 
whole world. Markandeya took shelter on a 
high rock, and before his very eyes, his 
house, his wife and children, all were washed 
away In the floods. As he sat pondering 
he noticed a fig leaf floating on the waters. 

It came closer and he noticed a little child 
sleeping on it. He stooped to take a closer 
look. The child became large and he became 
small. So small that when the child took 
a breath, he flew into its left nostril 
Markendaya was now inside the child's 
body Lo and behold, it was no longer dark 
and wet. The sun, moon and stars, the 
trees, the house, his wife and children all 
were there, just as they were before the 
deluge. He was surprised and happy. The 
child exhaled, and Markandeya came out 
through its right nostril Outside it was again 
the same darkness and deluge waters. The 
lord revealed himself in the child and showed 
that the whole universe is only his 
manifestation. He brings it out and takes 
it in repeatedly, as simply as we breath in 
and breath out. Seeing this, Markandeya 
realised that both life and death are only 
phenomena of the temporal world, the lord 
is the only truly eternal being, and all of 
us are the cells in his huge body. With 
folded hands he sat on his knee and 
worshipped the lord with flowers. 

Bhrigu and Markandeya are the two Rishis 
w o taught us how to reach the lord through 
worship of the image with flowers and with 
songs Thai is why in the many temples 
? Vishnu, we can see Bhrigu and 
arkandeya seated on either side of the 
ord surrounded by Sri Bhu and Nila Devis. 


has descended into the world to protect 
the good and destroy evil many times. 
These are his Avataras. His ten Avataras 
are Matsya the fish, Kurma the tortoise, 
Varaha the boar, Narasimha the man-liom 
Vamana the dwarf, Parasurama the axe 
wielder Raghurama the bow wielder, 
Balarama the plough wielder, Krishna the 
complete Avatara, and Kalki who is yet to 
come. 


Ananta Garuda and 


a'lended by 
Vishvaksena 

The lord is seated on his majestic throne 
IT Vaikuntha. He lies reclining on a sergenl 
e d Adi Sesha in the ocean of milk He 


MATSYA AVATARA 
Satva Vrata was a pious sage. One day 
when he went to the waterfront for his 
evening worship, he caught a it le hsh, in 
. , .. io He was about to let the 

«sh back into the water when the fish spoke. 

“I am small Please do not let me into the 
water because the bigger fish will eat me 
The saae took pity on the fish and brought 
his hut. Soon the fish grew and became 
._ Ki „ , nr his Kamandala. He tnen 

transferred it to a large pot. The fish grew 
. . ..-_ n ,u a * The sage transfered it to 

b ' 9 ? er h The fish grew bigger than that. 

® a 7inimlls" fad SroadJ Tsha/save 
you from the cielugeT Jj^«8 e to d ( j^g {£ 
was bade, and then |and A beauti f u | 
18 days; ,loodl "9 f|oating towards him and 
golden boat cam collection of seeds, 

he boarded it with ail h )jsh appe ared 

plants and animals. 1 ^ (he sefpent 

in the horizon. The H " it t0 their boat. 
Vasuk, on its horn.Mid tied rtf ^ ^ ^ 

On the way the lo Finally when the 

secret of theI lourV^ (he (ish | ande d them 

deluge waters subs d . was the 

l^taJ oTr^called Matsya 
Avatara 

KURMA AVATARA 

Prajapati had two wives, Dili and ^ 

,he e'dei queen Ditiwerobo ^ 

Daityas or Asuras. Asuras 

qU f"n A frwere always quarrelling The 
a „d Devas were and y powe|iu , and the 

Asuras grew went to 

Devas were of them^^y ^ 

VlS m,sed 1 mem immortality if they would 
promised They sought the help 
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churn the ocean alone. They took the 
mountain Mandaragiri and wrapped the 
serpent Vasuki on it. The Asuras stood on 
the head side and the Devas on the tail 
side. Together they drew the snake back 
and forth and churned the milk ocean. Vishnu 
took the form of huge tortoise and placed 
himself below the rock, to keep it from 
sinking. 

After many days of churning, a cup of 
blue liquid came up. They all thought it 
was Amrita. the nectar of eternal life. Only 
Siva knew that it was poison, and to save 
the gods he came forward and drank it. 
Parvati tried to stop him and held the poison 
in his throat; Siva’s neck became blue 
forever. The churning continued. Untold 
treasures of gold and gems were thrown 
up. Lakshmi the goddess of wealth came 
up, seated on a full bloomed red lotus. The 
elephants holding the eight Quarters saluted 
her. Then Dhanvantri, the lord of medicinal 
herbs, appeared with his pot of cures for 
all sicknesses. Finally the pot of Amrita, 
the nectar of immortality appeared. A terrible 
fight ensued between the Devas and Asuras 
for its possession. Virochana, one of the 
Asuras tried to run away with it, but Garuda 
the king kite followed him high into the sky 
and took it from him. The Sun burnt his 
wings, but Garuda flew unmindfully and 
placed the golden pot at Vishnu’s feet. 
Vishnu was pleased with Garuda's devotion 
and made Garuda his ever-faithful servant. 
Vishnu then appeared as Mohini, in the form 
of a beautiful dancer, and asked the Devas 
and Asuras to line up on either side for a 
fair share of Amrita. Dancing her way 
through the lines. Mohini pretended to give 
Amrita to the Asuras but in reality gave it 
all to the Devas. Only one Asura managed 
to hide himself with the Devas and took 
a portion of Amrita. Vishnu saw this and 
flung his discus on the Asura. The discus 
cut the Asura into two. Head and body 
separated, but the Asura was immortal. So 
the head roamed freely as Ketu, swallowing 
the Sun and the Moon during eclipses; the 
body roamed freely as Rahu, swallowing 
an hour and half of time everyday. 

The Devas became immortal The Asuras 
felt cheated Vishnu appeased them by 
giving away all the wealth to them. 

VARAHA AVATARA 

Hiranyaksha and Hiranyakasipu were 
brothers They came in the lineage of the 
Asuras. Hiranyaksha always had his eyes 
on gold while Hiranyakasipu was all clad in 
gold With all Ihe wealth from the churning 


of the ocean, the Asuras had be ec | 
greedy and proud. Their desires * ncr . „ v y 
day by day, and they wrought 


damages to Mother Earth, for mbr QlJ |d 
more wealth. Finally when Mother Eart ,^ (o 
bear the burden no more, she san ks q a 
the waters, and lay weeping. (pe 

continued his rule of tyranny r ° oU nhl 
waters. The Devas went to Vishnu and | lt 
his help. Vishnu leapt out of Brahma 
nostril, in the form of a wild boa noU gh 
grew and grew till he became huge e (fie 
to lift the earth. The boar plunged ' ^ 

waters and uttered the sacred Manu (tie 
The Asura Hiranyaksha could not ^. s | in u 
sound and came out of his hiciin p h g a rth 
struck him dead. Then he lifted Mot i ^ ( pg 
on his tusker teeth and came oU . | ie r 
waters. He held her high and con30 y e daS- 
by revealing the message of '^ e q00 d 
Soon the Earth was populated y 
people again. 

NARASIMHA AVATARA f 

. hlc proth e ' 

Hiranyakasipu heard ot nis ,wj S pnU- 
Hiranyaksha's death at the hands o at pe 

and swore to avenge his death. He abo ui 
an arch enemy of Vishnu and wen^ d a |i 
destroying cov/s, trees and sages ‘ g g a jp 
that were dear to Vishnu. The g° 
prayed for help from Vishnu. 
Hiranakasipu went into the mountain 
Himalayas. Standing on one leg in many 
he performed severe penance t ar e<J 
many days. Finally Brahma apf vV jth 
before him and said “I am P leaS rn0 fof"- 
your penance. Ask what you ca aS |pu. 
“O lord of creation", said Hiranya , 0 ok 
“The Devas cheated us of Amrita to 

immortality for themselves. I *°° mort^.'' 
overcome death and become im = n0 t in 


“That", said the lord of creation, "j a y 
my power, for all bodies must on j 
dissolved This is the law of P ra c(l0L 
I go by it. What I can do is let '/°_ 11 mof 0 . 
the manner of death, nothing a p0 
Hiranyakasipu thought for a w ^ ^aV 
answered. "Then my lord, grant t ne jth e ^ 
die neither by man nor by bea * e jtper 
inside nor outside the palace, ^ po 
ground nor in the air. neither dise a^ e j 
by night, neither by weapon norJ 3 '. a n 

“Your wish is granted” said 8r 
disappeared 


b® 

ihd 

iOS 0 


from 

king 1 


th® 
d o<" 


Hiranyakasipu descended ^ 
mountains and returned to ni ^h® r j 

There was great jubilation e j rL il ^ 
Hiranyakasipu took the ,hron , a du al1 ^ 
happily All was well Then g 
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change took place. The boon of near 
immortality that Siva had given him made 
him a tyrant king, meting harsh punishments 
on subjects. The Rishis in the forest heard 
about all this, but bore the hardships patiently, 
praying for the day of redemption. 
Hiranyakasipu had a queen called Khayatu. 

One day he took her with him to go to a 
distant land. On the way the queen had a 
stranue dream that a white elephant smote 
her The soothsayers said the queen was 
□oinq to have a baby. The king was overjoyed 
to hear this and sent her back to the kingdom 
for rest. This was the opportune moment 
that the sages were waiting tor. 

Sage Narada was a great devotee of Vishnu. 
With a Tampura slung on his shoulders 
nd a pair of wooden castanets called Chipla 
in hand he would go round the three worlds 
sinqing the praise of Vishnu. The sages 
sent Narada to the queen. The queen 
received Sage Narada with due honours 
and beseeched him to entertain her with 
tone* to relieve the tedium of expecting 
Narada sang and told her stories of Vishnu 
tor many days The queen sat and listened, 
arid she would often tall asleep listening, 
but Narada would continue telling. All the 
while the baby In the queen's womb lay 
listening in rapt attention. Soon a male child 
was born to the queen. This was Prahlada. 
the great Bhakta, devoted to Vishnu even 
at birth. 

Messengers hastened to Hiranyakasipu and 
broke the glad news. The king was 
overjoyed. He now had everything he 
wanted: Wealth and glory, power and 
penance, kingdom and vassals, above all 
the boon of immortality, or so he thought 
His pride and insolence grew worse, his 
tyranny became more terrible. His subjects 
dreaded him. and served tor fear, not love 
of their king Unmindful, the king continued 
in his wicked ways Meanwhile the Rishis 
in the forest heaved a sigh of relief that 
their redeemer had been born 
When Prahlada was six years of age. he 
was sent to the best Acharya of the land 
to begin his tutelage The king had decreed 
that schools must inculcate his image alone 
as the one worthy of worship, and chant 
his name alone as the one worthy of praise 
But Prahlada had already had his schooling 
in his mothers womb, and so he would 
gather his fellow-students during breaks and 
^hant the glories of Hciri Narayana The 
teacher was morbidly afraid that the king 
might come to know of it, but he could do 
nothing to change the ways of the young 
prince 


Word reached the kings ears abou‘ wha 
was happening in the Gurukula^The °"® 
who dared to disobey his c °™™ a " d J e a " 
his own son. Hiranyakasipu s fury knev 
no bounds He ordered that theiboy shored 
be Hung into a burning pyre. Tta» d > d “ 
they were commanded, but P 9 

names did nothing to the child who bUssfaHy 
continued to chant Narayana, Narayana^ 
They then hurled the child over a ck« but 
the child rolled down unharmed, chan 9 

him as he chanted 

-rr r chiid 

Sn«nu b ed rchan^Narayan, Narayana. 

All this was reported to the 9 ^ 

Finally the king orderedma al , ove 

brought to him. A trace o p he 

was still lingering in ^ you 

entreated T am Y ou /Zf p e J ving you 
life: l maintain you. I ' da = , have 
this whole kingdo abQVe , he go ds; 

conquered death, I hiD nle ?" “Father. 

Why then do you not *' a y P Pr ahlada. “But 
what you say «tru • Narayana. who 
above all of us is th pj s gift. This 

is Hari. This life we eni V „ js by his 
kingdom you possess must 

decree that we are all born, 
all die as well". . Hari? 

“Hari! Had' What Harr? W ^ ^ angri | y 
Where is this Han? sna Urnve rse. he 
“Why. he is the lord ch u d . “In this P'Ha r 
is everywhere? sa d m )]ew into a 

is be here’" growtocI the Hg ^ pBlar 
fit of rage and kicked P spran g ou 
exploded and a terrible.form ^ ha „ ot 
that was neither man hjs life, but 

both. The king tried 1 to' tun (he doorw ay 
the man-lion caught . |aid him on 

neither inside nor ou‘std nor , p , he air 

, his lap. neither on the 9 oun ^ night . 

I It was evening, neithe > jn to 

| The man-lion Narasim ^ out his 

Hiranyakasipu s to so P af|and 0 n his 
i entrails. He wore it as 9 (he toreS t 
neck and s,romp ® d ' wit h the Asura s 
■ roaring, his claws dr PP con ditions being 
I blood. Without any g end. 

altered, the tyrant 9 entreate d to 
All the people 9 a >h er ® d aa sub due the 
Prahlada that he p d ab | ad ^boldlv entered 
monstrous form Prahlacta 









the forest and followed the man-lion. Deep 
in the forest he met the man-lion and 
worshipped him. The man-lion became 
pacified and took his benign form, seated 
with Lakshmi on his lap. "I am pleased with 
you devotion. Ask for a boon and it shall 
be granted”, said the lord. The boy who 
was barely six answered, “Lord, make me 
desire the service to your feet as strongly 
as men of the world desire wealth and 
happiness". The lord was pleased; he granted 
this and also promised to protect Prahlada’s 
clan for seven generations after him. 

VAMANA AVATARA 

Bali Chakravarti was a good and just king 
He came from the ancient race of the 
Asuras. The great devotee Prahlada was 
his grandfather. Bali was a noble king. He 
was also immensely ambitious. The Devas 
were afraid of him They feared that one 
day he might take over Indra’s kingdom 
So they went to lord Vishnu and prayed 
for protection. Vishnu promised to help them 
But he had also another promise to keep 
To his devotee Prahlada he had promised 
protection for seven generations. And Bali 
was Prahlada’s grandson. 

King Bali had performed a thousand and 
seven Raja Suya sacrifices. He now 
engaged himself in performing Ihe thousand 
and eighth sacrifice. This would establish 
him as the emperor of all the worlds. The 
final day of the sacrifice dawned, Bali was 
seated high before the sacrificial fire. By 
his side was Sukracharya. his Guru. There 
were men of learning on all sides reciting 
from the four Vedas Rig, Yajus. Saman 
and Atharvana. Singers sang and dancers 
danced, while men, women and children 
thronged the field. It was a glorious sacrifice 
As the sacrifice was nearing completion a 
young lad of infinite beauty walked into 
the arena 

The lad was very simply dressed He had 
a single piece of cloth on his waist. There 
was the sacred Upavita on his shoulder 
He carried a palm leaf umbrella on his left 
hand, a Kamandala or water spout on his 
right On his right ring finger was the Pavitra. 
a twist of sacred Darbha grass. His chest 
was marked by a tiny piece of deerskin 
tied to his Upavita. His head was shaven 
leaving a beautiful tuft of hair on the top 
His face was round and full of exceeding 
charm. His forehead v/as marked with white 
mud and yellow turmeric. His eyes were 
wide and lotus like, glistening like petals 
with drops of dew His body was smeared 


with fragrant sandal paste. On his 
wore the Paduka. wooden sandals 

knob held by the big toes. 

When the lad strode into the sacrifical a '® d 
all eyes turned to him. Singers s bPP^ 
singing, dancers stopped dancing, th ® stie d 
seers stopped chanting. There was a 
silence all around. n 

Bali Chakravarti's concentration failed^ ^ 
he stopped performing his oblatio g( j 
turned around to look. The lad w , 0 
towards Bali and stood. Bali was ag o 
see a lad of such beauty and learnl |td the 
king”, said the lad in a tone ringing w g a 
wisdom of penance. "You are perfor .^. ce 
great sacrifice. The success of the s ^ gjjt 
demands generosity. Can you make 
for me?”. “Yes indeed", said the kin ^' te d- 
what you want, and it shall be 9 0 ) 

You have my word for it”. “Three s Jj s elf" 
land I need, to make a small hut for ^ n g 
said the lad. “Is that all?" laughed t 1 ^ gte r 
“Then take it”. So saying he took 'be (0 
spout, Kamandala. and poured w ^gd 
solemnise the promise. But no water P u gh 
The Guru Sukracharya who saw t ^ ofie 
the disguise recognised the lad as da d 
other than the lord Vishnu an ^ n0 
remonstrated. But as his words were jn g 
avail, he tried to stop the gift by be c 0 | 
small and hiding himself in the sp 
the Kamandala. so no water poure ^ eflt 
it. The lad took the Kamandala an ^ 
the Darbha grass of the Pavitra on ^ 1 ^ 
finger into the spout to clear the °b®_ g ye 
The Pavitra pierced into Sukracharya^^ 
and he came out howling The water P r 
and the gift was sanctified. “Now ta gfte d. 
land”, said the king. Then a miracle h a P p ca rn e 
The lad grew and grew and b®. y\e 
Trivikrama the lord of the three work (fie 
lifted his left foot and straddled a rl giit 
space on the left. Then he lifted b' 
foot and covered all the space on the e 
With two strides he had taken all ih p (pis 
worids! Bali's young son Namushi sa^ 
and protested The gift was made to sgfTl e 
and the iord must take the gift m the 
size as he was when he came in. he g |fl i 
The lord picked him up and s w ,rl ® a if 
round and round then let him go ,n ^glt 
Namushi became a satellite. “Where 
i place my third step 7 ' asked the 1°' a pd 
king humbly removed nis crown, kn® (0 <;t 
offered his head The lord placed ‘ 1 ' tor his 
on the king s head and blessed him join 
generosity He made a separate K 'b= d 3 s 
for him , n Patalaloka and himself s |u(tll)j n9 
guardian angel for the King. tbd s 
his :■* muse If. Prahlada 





































Every year on Kartikai Deepam, the festival 
of lights following Deepavali, children light 
a firework called Maveli Vilakku. This is 
made of saw dust and leaves. When they 
swirl it in the air, myrads of sparks float 
and dance, giving joy to all who see it. It 
is believed that on this day king Mahabali 
returns to his old kingdom to see the 
happiness and well being of his faithful 
subjects. 

PARASURAMA AVATARA 

Parasurama was the younger son of Sage 
Jamadagni and Renutca. Jamadagni lived 
in an Ashram serviced by Kamadhenu, the 
cow of plenty. Once the king Kaitavirya 
Arjuna came for hunting into the forest and 
took shelter in Jamadagm’s Asiiram The 
sage played host to the king and all his 
retinue with utmost cordiality. There was 
plenty of miik. Ghee and food for all The 
king was surprised. He inquired about the 
source of sucn affluence. The sage told 
him of his cow Kamadhenu. The king 
immediately took it udoh himself to own 
the cow, claiming that as king he had a 
right over all that lay in his domain. Forcibly 
he took away the wailing cow and its bleating 
calf to his kingdom. 

The young son Parasurama heard about all 
thai had happened and forthwith went to 
the 'Kingdom of Kartavrya Arjuna. He 
challenged the king in combat, with only a 
bow ana arrow, and an axe in hand. The 
an enorrn °us army and arsenal, 
u ey were no match for Parasurama. 
mri S ? a SpintUal ener Qy shone like the Sun 
drnn- ^ orisecl ,> he king's arsenal like dew 
fell °° n * de kln9 was exhausted and 
arm aSvl ' arn a chopped off his thousand 
h J and cu * 0,t His head He then brought 
e cow Kamadhenu and its calf, and 
it with his father Jamadagni. 
eanwtule the sons of Kartavirya Aquna 

hana t0 , k " ow 0f th6ir falher 's death at the 
„ s 0 parasurama and swore to take 
Para^Hey went into the forest when 
seataa^? 1 ^ Was awa V 3nd Jamadagni was 
oblations ef ° re ’ he S3Cred tlre 0,,erin 9 

and f nces cut ,he ?a 9e's head 

torso behind Pa V ° n 3 <;pea ' leav " 19 ,he 
cries r f 'P d Pa,aSu rama heard the distress 

home to r' s P1c,, Her Renuxa and rushed 
and va.i lrKi hls mo,hfir beating her ches. 
arronar' ? ver her Husband's torso. The 
its nadir in' ^shatnyas had reached 
arasurama swore to wipe out 


the entire Kshatriya race from the face of 
the earth. Taking his axe, he set out. From 
kingdom to kingdom he went destroying 
every Kshatriya he saw. Twentyone kings 
fell to the axe of Parasurama. The Rishis 
in the forest and the commonfolk heaved 
a sigh of relief. 

Parasurama's aim was not to create an 
empire for himself but rid the earth oi the 
arrogant warriors. His mission accomplished, 
he gave away various portions of the land 
to various Brahmanas as gift. When the 
other Rama prince of Ayodhya was returning 
from Vtithila, after breaking tne Siva Dhanush 

and marrying Sita. he confronted him and 
challenged him to break his own bcw 
could Rama the prince of Ayodhya easi y 
oent the bow and victoriously asked jT a 
would you surrender: your life or V° ur " aa 
Power?" Parasurama gave away His spiritual 
powers to Rama, prince of/ 

-hen threw his axe southwards over 
Mahendragiri (the Western Ghats andI mad 

•.he sea recede. He created stretch °f and 

(which is Kerala today) and re,ir ® d " hnu 
Prasurama is the sixth Avatara ofV«h«A 
born to rid the world of Kshatnyas o 
minds 

RAGHU RAMA AVATARA 

The lineage of Raghus in, thet Ikshvaku race 

brought forth many goo a 

Dilipa. Bhagiratha. Dasaratha and so^ ^ 

of which Raghurama was one. 
ih e seventh Avatara o Vishnu. ry 

is told in the Ramayana, an epi 
Valmiki. . , . art h 

The purpose of Ramas descen 
was to kill the evil-king received 

prayed to Siva at Kai and wea ith. 

boons of extraordinary str 9 , d no t 

He had prayed that form 

touch him Hence R ama to°k ^ grew 
to kill him. Ramas powers g « q , ad 
as he became older. First a^y Mantra s 

Sage Visvamitra taught h a nd 

*1 and Atibala to overcome 
hunger Next Sage Par T hen gage 

the power of his pena fight 

Agastya gave him special arsena 

the Rakshasas , ivec | a 

though Rama was born a " 9^ was the 
ife of austerity « | l"« of all the 

very embodiment of D , t ^ost 

Avataras. Rama .s H '"^^^aryadu 
'especteo figure addressad as 
Pufushottsma 














BALARAMA AVATARA 

Balarama was Ihe seventh son of Vasudeva 
and Devaki, but transferred to the womb 
of Rohini. He is the elder brother of Krishna. 
The exploits of Balarama and Krishna blend 
like milk and sugar. The stories of Krishna 
and Balarama are told in the Sri Bhagavata 
Purana. 


hundreds of Garudas like him who were 
equally performing service. Garuda's pride 
abated and the lord gave Sumukha to him 
to be kept in his care. Sumukha coiled 
himself over the right arm of Garuda. 

NARADA AND THE TORTOISE 

(Periyalvar Tirumoli 4 . 9 . 6 ) 


KRISHNA AVATARA 

Krishna was the eighth child of Vasudeva 
and Devaki born in captivity but grew up 
in Vraja under the care of Nanda and 
Yosoda. Krishna and Balarama grew up 
together and killed many demon kings 
including Kamsa, their uncle In the battle 
between the Pandavas and Kauravas 
Krishna was on the side of Pandavas wht. 
liquidated the Kaurava alliance. In the 
battlefield he delivered the sermon c 
Bhagavad Gita to Arjuna. That story is part 
of the epic Mahabharata. 

KALKI, AVATARA OF THE FUTURE 

It is said that when righteousness is 
discarded and injustice becomes rampant, 
the lord will appear as Kalki the tenth Avatara. 
the son of a Brahmana called Vishnu 
Yashas, will ride a white horse and wield 
a long sword to destroy evil like a flood. 
Kalki brings to an end one cycle of the 
lord's Lila or cosmic sport, which is infinite 
and never-ending. Those who delight in 
hearing his stories are fortunate, for they 
are freed of sin and misery 

SUMUKHA AND GARUDA 
(Mudal Tiruvandadi 80) 

Sumukha was a snake born to Chigura 
the son of Aryaka. Matali had decided to 
give his daughter in marriage to Sumukha 
but Aryaka feared the matrimony because 
Garuda had vowed to kill Sumukha within 
thirty days. Matali then took Sumukha to 
Indra in the company of various Upendras 
and pleaded for help. Indra promised 
protection and the marriage was duly 
conducted Sumukha spent Ihe period of 
thirty days coiled over the bedstead of 
Upendra. Garuda wen! searching for 
Sumukha all through the world of Patala 
and finally came to Upendra Vishnu Or 
seeing his sworn enemy in the proteclior 
of his master Garuda fell into a rage an< 
remonstrated "I am your trusted mount and 
you give proection to my enemy' How is 
this?" Upendra exolained to Garuda Ever 
per'ormance of service to me is through 
my grace alone then revealed to him 


Once when the Pandavas and Kauravas 
were camping with Krishna on the 
Saivatakham hill. Sage Narada entered the 
assembly, bowed before Krishna seared on 
his lion throne and said. "You are wonderful 
and worthy of worship." to which the lord 
replied, “With an offerina. I am spoken c 
as that.' Narada smiled understandingy. 
bowed again and prepared to leave. great y 
satisfied. The kings were perplexed y i 
cryptic dialogue and implored of tie or 
to explain to them what had transp 1, ® 
lord pointed to Sage Narada and sai . 
may as well ask him". The kings; w'^ ^ 
respect bowed to the sage and a ^ 
what their conversation meant, say 
then explained. When I was bathuny 
Ganga, I saw a tortoise seated s 
like a rock, just as the lord descn sg5 
state of a steadfast devotee sa | U ted 

withdrawn, mind directed inward. ed 

the tortoise and said. "You are 
wonderful and worthy of sage- 

tortoise heard me. and spoke, “ th ere 

what is so wonderful about me. wn ^7 
are a thousand other tortoises just ' 
Worship the river Ganga who bears gn( j 

So then. I turned to the river Gan ^^y 
said. “You are indeed wonderful ar<c ' a pd 
of worship’ The Ganga heard wor1 ny 
spoke. “I am neither wonderful n0 (pe 
of worship. I am but one of a / 11 ocea o" 
hundreds of rivers that flow into the sa jd- 
So then I turned to the ocean a_^ o 1 
"You are indeed wonderful and ai( j -0 
worship The ocean heard me a n . v neh 

hip fw 

borne W |ed 


wi Oi iijj 'Iicupcan uouiv- q 

Sage how come you worship ^ th® 
seven oceans like me are born ea te“ 
Earth?" So I turned to the Earth an _ „ s fiV 


when the Earth b f c ^ e wh eP 


my praise . 
and said. “How do you worship'"'pfiep ' 
the mountain Meru bears us a . o ffei 0 , 

3 O sag 


bowed beiore the mountain 


worship, when the mountain sal '^pen u d 
How now that you worsnip h*® - | turf > e 3 
Brahma the creator hears us a' - prah ^ 1 


and' 


and sa'd 


•It 

am 1 


i0 e 


to Brahma and worshipped him 
only pointed to the Vedas a' 1 - y jp 
these chants that sustain me • f wO fS ' , 
are worthy of worship When -■« 
to the Vedas they said . fi£ . e 
sustenance from the fire sa 


•We 9 a ‘^ h icb 




















alone is worthy of worship." When I fumed 
to the fire sacrifice to offer worship. I heard 
a voice which said. "O Sage! How now that 
you worship us? We only carry the Havis 
to the gods. But it is Vishnu the lord of 
all who grants the fruits of sacrifice. Offer 
worship to him!" Thereupon I came looking 
tor the lord everywhete and found him seated 
in your midst I said to him, "You are 
wonderful and worthy of worship" Since 
no worship is complete without a sacrificial 
offering of love that is Dakshina, the lord 
corrected me and said. “I am indeed 
wonderful and worthy of worship, with an 
offering". When sage Narada concluded his 
account, the kings were immensely pleased 
to learn the truth and gracefully bent their 
heads to the lord This narrative appears 
in Harivamsam. Ch.159. 

MUDGALA 

(Tirumalai 12) 

Long ago there lived a king called Mudgala 
who was deeply committed to wickedness 
and sin. Once when he gave away a black 
cow called Tiladhenu as gift, he uttered the 
word Krishna, meaning dark one, with 
reference to the cow. Then when Yama's 
agents slew him and brought him to Hell 
Yama eulogised Mudgala and freed him. 
This surpnsed Mudgala and he asked Yama, 
When your agents have brought me to 
Hell, how come you praise me instead of 
punishing me?" Yama replied, "O Mudgala. 
my agents did not know, perhaps even 
you do not know this. Once in your life 
you uttered the name of Krishna That has 
earned you all this merit". Even as the 
o er souls in Hell overheard this 
onvervation, the mention of Krishna turned 
e i into heaven, and ail of them rejoiced. 

DANTAVAKRA 
(Munram Tiruvandadi 21) 

u\it. n * a 'l? kra was a kin 9 ° f Garusha country, 
en Krishna killed his aunt's son Sisupala. 
e noisy Dantavakra came to take revenge 
n engaged in a battle of words and might, 
u was killed by Krishna’s mace. (Sri 
“hagavatam 10-78) 

MADHU-KAITABHA 
Wh ltv ' llnra m Tiruvandadi 66) 

navel 1 'h 8 l0rd creale d Brahma on his lotus 
Two Asf unravelled th e four Vedas to him 
Kaitahh- r ? s ky the namjes of Madhu and 
and Tam b ° rn of Vishnu through Rapguna 
them in °£ Una ' s,ole ,he Vet3as and hid 
elsewhere ®. ocean .themselves hiding 

When Brahma discovered the 


theft, he wept like one blinded Whereupon 
the lord came in the form of the white 
horse and restored the Vedas to Brahma, 
then went back to recline on h's serpen 
bed When Madhu-Kaitabha found thier booty 
missing they came upto the serpent-reclining 
form and waged war. but were easily 
vanquished. 

RAVANA AMD BRAHMA 
(Munram Tiruvandadi 77, also Mudal 
Tiruvandadi 45, Nanmukan 
Tiruvandadi 44) 

When Ravana performed P a " ance a " a 
annraoched Brahma, the lord lay 
Brahmans lap as a child . When Ravana 
bowed low to Brahma, the IonI countedI Hs 
ten heads with his ten toes, to warn Brahm 
that the receiver was no ordinary one dui 
the Rakshasa king. 

SIVA AND TULASI 

(Nanmukan Tiruvandadi 78 also Mudal 
Tiruvandadi 80) 

When Siva was in deep p ®" an ° v e ent U in t 0 
desirous of marrying h . tried 

penance Madana. he god oHove^ 
his best to rouse the '° ve t ® r£j eye and 
Siva, but Siva °P enad hen s,va and 
burnt him to ashes. Late thus . 

Uma were united. Uma ^ nt ^ p , at ed 0 n 
•When I did penance, . , P on w hen 
you Whom did you con en . srirn an 
you did penance . S saa | S 

Narayana the divine cci p of y og is. 

always the object of conte P xhereafter 
I too contemplated him a0 „ jn s , n ging 
Siva and Uma spent many h | 0fd (jma 
and dancing the glones riance to the 
would sing and Siva would dan^ ^ 
song One day when Urn 9 |asl 
about the the lord's , ay 

wreath. Siva curled 1 h was his deep 
motionless like a 9 arla " d ' uma-Maheswara 
involvement. This eprsrfe in Uma ^ 
Samvada is quoted as a P must 

of devotion the hus f ar ^ apar vam 100) 
perform. (Mahabarata Udy 9 


mandehas 

(Tiruvirutam 82) 

As the Sun prepares to "® e ^®[ 0 ugh 
Udayagiri in the East, e - 9 gvipa 
an island called M and eh 3^5 
inhabited by a clan 0 hjm be f 0 re 

Mandehas, who try to de ®* r J , d of vedic 
he proceeds Then the good wortdot 

seers offer Gayatn chants 


7RS 






restores the strength of the Sun. and he 
stages a comeback with renewed vigour 
and fiery radiance. Like Mayflies unto a 
lamp, the Mandheas fall into the burning 
Sun and get destroyed. 

GOVINDASVAMI 

(Periya Tirumoli 5.8.5) 

Govindasvami was a ardent devotee of 
Krishna. He did many penances and 
subjugated his bodily self immensely. When 
Krishna appeared before him and asked 
what he wanted, Govindasvami sought to 
go with the lord and enjoy his grace forever. 
Krishna enjoined him to go back and live 
his life fully, enjoying all that he negated 
for himself, before joining him in full. 

KRISHNA AND THE BABES 

(Periya Tirumoli 5.8.8) 

Once when Krishna had taken Diksha for 
a Vedic ceremony, a Vedic seer came to 
him lamenting that his wife bore a child 


three times, and all the three times a 9° jore 
was carrying away the child even 
the mother could leave the nursery 
sought Krishna’s help to protect the^ 10 
she was now carrying. Krishna agre ^ 
come, but Arjuna stopped him sa y' n T. s ell 
he had taken Diksha. and hi 
volunteered to go with the Vedic s 
Arjuna made a fence around the na atl | e . 
with his arrows, which was impe [ ' e 
Both of them stood guard oulsid . e ler ah 
woman lay with labour pains. La ^ sfie d 
infant’s cry was heard and the two feC j. 
inside, only to see the child had ^isaPP tuff 
The Vedic seer dragged Arjuna “V ..50 
and brought him to Krishna say' 
much for his valour”. Arjuna 

Krishna then boarded his chariot with ^ jn 
and the Vedic seer and they we v/ lk unta' 
the world called Paramapada ° r h gjtifuW 
and showed the four children, rin gs. 

anointed with Sandal, decked wit 
and beaming faces all. 


APPENDIX - 3 


INDEX OF THE 108 TEMPLES REVERED IN THE 
DIVYA PRABANDHAM 


PARAM 

1. Tiru Paramapadam 

Paramapada Nathan I Sitting Posture I 
Facing South I Periya Piratti I Viraja Nadhi. 
Ayiramadha Pushkarni I Ananthanga 
Vimanam I Revealed to Ananta Garuda. 
Vishwaksena, Nitya suris, & Muktas 

VYUHAM 

2. Tiru Parkadal 

Ksheerabdi Nathan I Adi Sesha Sayanam 
I Facing South I Sri Bhoodevi, Kadal Magal 
Nacchiyar I Amrula Theertham I 
Tirupparkadal I Ashtanga Vimanam I 
Revealed to Brahma, Rudra and all other 
Devas. 

ARCHA 

MOST PROMINENT 

3. Srirangam 

Sri Ranganathar. Periya Perumal. 
Namperumal. Alagiya Manavalan, Bu|anga 
Sayanam Facing South I Namperumal I Sri 
Ranganayaki I Chandra Pushkarni, Kavari. 
Kollidum, Vedashringam I Pranavakruti, 
Punnai I Dharmavarma, Ravidharma! 
Chandra & Vibhishana 


4. Tirukkacchi - Atthigiri , !C jarai ar1 ' 
Satyavrata Kshetram I Var_ pacidS 
Perarulalan. Devadhirajan I Standi n tnas3 ra ' 
West I Perundevi Tayar I Ana . nn j|<usa |a 
Sesha, Varaha, Brahma, Padma, 9 n yak° 1 
Theerthams, Vegavati River ^rad 3, 
Vimanam I Revealed to Bhrig • 

Aadi Sesha, Brahma. Gajendra 


5. Tiruvenkatam 

Aadi Varaha Kshetram 
(I) Tirupati c a yah ar11 

Govindaraja Perumal Bujanga 
Facing East I Pundareegavalli 


(II) Tirumalai Rrinw 0 ' , A r 

Moolavar Tiruvenkatamudaiyah' ( Ut sa \v|i 
Balaji I Standing I Facing Ea ^. | a S^f', 

Kalyana Venkateswara I Sesha • ^ 0 th ^ 

Pushkarani. Koneri Theertham ^gpah 1 
Theerthams I Ananda Nilaya ^a- 
Revealed to Thondaman. Shan 


niva 6 ' 


a 11 ' 


CHOLA NADU: 

6. Tirukkundandai 

Bhaskara Kshetram _ rn i , ~, 

Aravamudan I Adisesha Saya . ka rrn- 
East I Komalavalli I Hema P uS 




iV® fl 



























Nadhi. Arasalaru I Vaideeka Vimanam I 
Revealed to Hema Maharishi 

7. Tiru Uraiyur 

Azagia Manavala Perumal I Standing I Facing 
North I Kamalavalli Nacchiyar I Vasalakshmi 
l Kalynana Theertham, Surya Pushkarni, 
Kudamurutti River I Kalyana Vimanam I 
Revealed to Ravi Dharma, 33 Crore Devas. 

8. Tiru Thanjai Mamani Kovil 

(I) Thanjai Mamani Kovil 

Neelamegha Perumal I Sitting Facing East 
I sengamalavalli I Amruta Theertham, 
Kannika Pushkarni, Vennaru I Soundarya 
Vimanam I Revealed to Parasaramuni. 

(II) Manikundram 

Manikundra Perumal I Sitting Facing East 
| Ambujavalli I Srirama Theertham I 
Manikkooda Vimanam I Markandeya. 

(HI) Thanjayali Nagar 
Nrisimha I Sitting Facing East I Thanjai 
Nayaki I Surya Pushkarni, Srirama 
Theertham I Revealed to Markandeya. 

9 . Tiru Anbil 

Moolavar Vadivazhagia Nambi I Bujanga 
Sayanam I Facing East I Utsavar 
Sundarajan I Azagiavalli Nacchiyar I 
Mandooka Pushkarni, Kollidam river 1 Taraga 
Vimanam I Revealed to Brahma. Valmiki 

10. Tirukkarambanur 

Kadamba Kshetram I Purushottaman I 
Bujanga Sayanam I Facing East I 
Poorvadevi, Poornavalli I Kadamba 
Theertham 1 Kadalil Udyoga Vimanam I 
Revealed to Kadambamuni, Tirumangai 
Alvar, Uparisaravasu, Sanaka Sanandana 
Sanat Kumaras. 

11 . Tiruvellarai 

Vedagiri Kshetram I Pundartkakshan I 
Standing Facing East I Moolavar 
Senbagavalli, Pangayaselvi I Utsavar 
Pankajavalli I Divya, Gandha a Ksheera 
Pushkarnis Kusha Chakra, Pushkala, 
Padma Varaha 8 Manikarnika Theerthams 
I Vimalakruti Vimanam I Revealed to Peria 
Tiruvadi. Sibi, Bhoodevi, Markandeya, 
Lakshmi 8 Brahma-Rudradi Devas 

12. Tiruppullamboodangudi 

Valvil Raman I Buianga Sayanam I Facing 
East I Pottramarayall Jatayu Theertham, 
Kruttra Theertham I Shobana Vimanam I 
Revealed to Chakravarti Tirumaqan. 
Kruttrarajan 

13. Tirupper Nagar 

Appakudatthan, Appala Ranganathan I 
Buianga Sayanam Facing West I Indiradevi 
& Kamalavalli l indra Theertham 8 Kollidam 
river I Indra Vimanam I Revealed to 
Upamanyu Parasara 


14. Tiru Adanur 

Aandu Alakkum Ayyan I Bujanga Sayana 
I Facing East I Ranganayaki I Surya 
Pushkarni I Pranava Vimanam I Reveaieo 
to I Tirumangai Alvar 8 Kamadenu 

15. Tiruvalundur 

Moolavar Devadirajan I Standing Facing 
East I Utsavar Amaruviappan I 
Sengamalavalli I Darshana Pushkarni, 
Kaveri I Garuda Vimanam I Revealed to 
Uparisaravasu, Kaveri. Garuda, Agas y 
Dharmadevata. 


16. Tirusirupuliyur 

Moolavar Arulmaakadal, Saiasaya 
Perumal I Bujanga Sayanam F a c,n 9 S^th 
I Utsavar Krupasamudra PerumaM 
Thlrumamagal Nacchiyar I Manasa 
Pushkarni, Ananthasaras I Nandavarthan 
Vimanam I Revealed to Vyasa, 
Vyagrapadar. 

PanIha U s C a C ra er Kshe,ram I Saranathan I 

Standing Facing East I Saranayata I Sara 
Pushkarni I Sara Vimanam I Revea 
Kaveri, Markandeya 

18. Tiruthalaisanga vTnsudar 

Moolavar Nanmadiya Perumal v 
Perumal I Standing Facing East I^ Utsa ^ 
Vyomajothipira, Veesudarpira. L U(savar 
I Thalaichanga Nac , c J?A ndra pushkarni 
Sengamalavalli Thayar Cl chandra, 

I Chandra Vimanam I Ftevealed to> Cha .^ 
Devabruthangar, Devas 8 Nitya 

19. Tirukkandiyur Moolavar 

Trimurthy K s hetram ( standjn g 

Harasapavimochana ^® r Kamalana than I- 
Facing East I Utsavar K p us hkarni, 
Kamalavalli I Kapalamoksha Pu = ,„ 

Padma. Kapala Theerthams 8 Kudam 

River I Kamalakruthi Vimanam I Reve 
to Agasthya 

20. Tiruvinnagar Moolavar 

Markandeya Kshetram ( utsavar 

Oppliappan l Standing Fac g > - Ahora tra 
Srimvasan I Bh0 °™' d karn i i Vishnu 
Pushkarni, Aarti Pus vimanam • 
Vimanam, Suddhanand Pena 

Revealed to Kaveri, Markandey 
Tiruvadi Dharmadevta 

21. Tirukkannapuram Pancfia krishna 

Knshnaranya K^tra" . P Kshe , ram i 
Kshetram, Sapta ruv standing 

Neelamegha Perumal. S ° ' Per umal I 
Facing East I UlsavaiSob^.^ , Nitya 

Kannapura Nayaki, And. vimanam I 

□..rhirsrm i uinalavadaga 













Revealed to Kanva Muni, Garuda, Dandaga 
Maharishi. 

22. Tiruvali & Tirunagari 

(I) Tiruvali 

Moolavar Lakshmi Nrisimhan, Vayalali 
Manavalan I Sitting Facing West I Utsavar 
Tiruvalinagaralan I Amruthakadavalli I 
Lakshani Pushkarni I Astakshara Vimanam 
I Revealed to Tirumagai Alvar. Prajapathi. 

(II) Tirunagari 

Moolavar Vedarajan I Sitting Facing West 
I Utsavar Kalyana Ranganatha I 
Amruthavalli. 

23. Tirunagai 

Moolavar Neelamega Perumal I Standing 
Facing East I Utsavar Soundaryarajan I 
Soundaryavalli I Saara Pushkarni I 
Soundarya Vimanam I Revealed to Nagaraj, 
Tirumangai Alvar, Devas. 

24. Tirunaraiyur 

Rrunaraiyur Nambi I Standing Facing East 
I Vanjulavalli I Manmuktha Pushkarni. 
Sankarshana, Pradyumna. Aniruddha & 
Sambha Theerthams I Srinivasa Vimanam 
& Hema Vimanam I Revealed to Medhavi 
Muni & Brahma. 

25. Tirunandipura Vinnakaram 

Jagannathan, I Sitting Facing West I 
Senbakavalli I Nanditheertha Pushkarni I 
Mandhara Vimanam I Revealed to Nandi, 
Sibi. 

26. Tiru Indalur 

Parimala Ranganathan. Veerasayanam 
Facing East l Parimala Ranganayaki. 
Chandrasapa Vimochanavalli, Pudarigavalli 
I Indu Pushkarni I Vedachakra Vimanam I 
Revealed to Chandra. 

27. Tiruchitrakoodam 

Govindarajan - Bogasayanam Facing East 
I Pundarikavalli I Pundarika Pushkarni I 
Sathvika Vimanam I Revealed to Panim 
Pathanjali, Vyagrapadar. Thillai Moovayiravar 
Kanva Muni. 

28. Tirukkazhi Srirama Vinnagaram 

Tiruvikraman. Thadalan I Standing Facing 
East I Lokanayaki Utsavar Mattavizkuzhali 
I Shanka Pushkarni. Chakra Theertham I 
Pushkalavartha vimanam I Revealed to 
Ashtakona Maharshi. 

29. Tirukkoodalur 

Vaiyamkattha Perumal I Standing Facing 
East I Padmasani, Pushpavalli I Chakra 
Theertham. Kaveri river I Suddhasatva 
Vimanam I Revealed to Nandagamuni 


30. Tirukkanangudi . _ | 

Krishnarayanya Kshetram Lokanatna • . 
Standing Facing East I Shyama j 
Perumal I Lokanayaki I Sravana Pus ^ 

I Utpala Vimanam I Maghizam I Rev sU , 
to Bhrigu, Brahma, Uparisara 

Gautama, Tirumangai Alvar. 

31. Tirukkannamangai ats ala 

Krishnamangala Kshetram I BhaK | 

Perumal I Standing Facing rjn i I 

Abhishekavalli I Dharshana " us ., ‘ un an. 
Utpala Vimanam I Revealed to 
Romasamuni. 

32. Tirukkavittalam varadt 1311 

Krishnaranya Kshetram I Gajendra | 

I Bujanga Sayanam facing Kap'' a 

Ramamanivalli I Gajendra P ustlka na m 1 
Theertham I Gaganakruti Vi 
Revealed to Hanuman, Gajendra. 

33. Tiruvelliangudi qavana " 1 

Kolavalvilli Raman I Bujanga g^rS; 
Facing East I Maragathavai" i s 
Brahma, Indra 8 Parasara In ^ gC | a ii 
Pushkalavartaka Vimanarn asa ra. 

Revealed to Sukra, Brahma. Indra, 

Maya, Markandeya, Boomidevi. 

34. Tirumanimada Kovil ( sitting 

Nara Narayanan. Nanda Vl a . r L a riya n . 
Facing East I Narayanan. A,a p us hk 8 r0i ; 
Pundarigavalli Thayar I l nc ' ra .. gna 111 * 
Rudra Pushkarni I Pranava ' , s . 
Revealed to Indra, Ekadasa H 

35. Tiruvaikunta Vinnagaram g aS t I 
Vaikuntanathan, I Sitting Facu 'j.^gnfl 3 
Vaikundavalli I Lakshmi Pushkarni. 
Pushkarni, Viraja Theer . p e ve alea 
Anantliasatyavarthaga vimanam (l j. 

to Uparisaravasu, Udhanga Ma 

36. Tiru Arimeya Vinnagaram g a st ■ 

Kudamaadukoothan I Sitting P a T .g e rtbaj 
Amrutagadavalli I Koli, Amrul p pv/e al eCl 
I Ucchasrunga Vimanam I H® 
Udhangamuni 

37. Tiruttevanar Thogai £ 3 sl 1 

Deivanayakan I Standing Fa f l p aS hk 3r,1 1 j 
Kadalmagal Nacchiyar I Sobhana ^ |rna na 
Devasabha Pushkarni I Sobhana 

I Revealed to Vashista Mahan 
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Tiruvanpurushottamam £aS- , 

Purushotthaman I Standing J a lD ar ka ^ I 
Purushotthama Nayaki I ' 1 rL N /jrna' ia,n 

Theertham I Sanjeevivigraha 

Revealed to Upamanyu, ^ 

39.Tiru Semponsei Kovil £8 s * n |, 

Pfirariilalan I QfanrlinQ F& C rt ..chK^ i 


Perarulalan I Standing 


pus' 


Allimamalar Nacchiyar I Hem ■ ia n 
Kanaka Theertham I Kanaka 
Revealed to Rudra 


hka 1 ' , 


a rn 


7KK 



















40. Tirumanikkoodam 

Varadarajan I Standing Facing East I 
Tirumangai Nacchiyar, Bhoodevi I Chandra 
Pushkarni I Kanaka Vimanam I Revealed 
to Garuda, Chandra. 

41. Tiruttetri Ambalam 

Senganmaal. Ranganathan, Srilakshmirangar 
with Chaturbuja, Bujanga Sayanam, Facing 
East I Sengamalavalli I Surya Pushkarni I 
Veda Vimanam I Revealed to Nacchiyar. 
Ananthazhwar. 

42. Tirukkavalampadi 
Gopalakrishnan with Rukmani & Sathyabama 
I Standing Facing East I Madavaral Mangai, 
Sengamala Nacchiyar 1 Thadamalarpoigai I 
Swayambu Vimanam I Revealed to Rudhra. 
Senai Mudaliar. 

43. Tiruvellakulam 

Srinlvasan, Kannan, Narayanan, Annan 
Perumal Standing Posture facing East I 
Alarmelmangai Utsavar Padmavati. Poovaar 
Tirumagal I Tiruvellakkulam I 
Thatvathyodhaga Vimanam I Revealed to 
Rudhra, Shwetara|a. 

44. Tiruparttan Palli 

Thamaraiyal Kelvan I Standing Facing West 
I Thamarai Nayaki I Sanga Saras, Ganga 
Theertham I Narayana Vimanam I Revealed 
to Partha, Varuna. Ekadasarudras. 


PANDIYA NAADU 

45. Tirumalirumsolai 

^] alakar ' Ma| aeangara. Malirunsolai 
I Standing Facing East I Sundaravalli 

vim PL ’ ra ^ an 9 a ' Silambaru I Somasundara 
p anaiTI • Revealed to Malyadhwaja 
Pandiyan. Dharma Devata. 

46. Tirukottiyur 

Sa«a*!i Kshet J arrl Ura 9amellanayan I Bujanga 
Narrh.f ri Cing East 1 Tirumamagal 
Vima yar Reva Pushkarni I Ashtanga 

XKSU. n "“'“ d » 

47. Tirumeyyam 

Uvl hy !fL n K ,han . 1 S,andin 9 Pacing East 
Pushk=? dh \ Nacch 'V a ' I Kadambc 
v dksh k a m n | l 'c S u ,hya Theer,llam 1 p ah 

,0 Sathyadevathas'.' 1 Vima " am ' Revea,ei 

Kai v I' rUppulla ni 

1 Ka| yan a J v^h' 1 p a ' han 1 Standing Facing Eas 
Chakra Th Padma sani I Hema Pushkarn 
AshvatthT ?f dharn Ratnakara Samudram 
Revealed ^ 1 Ka| y ana Vimanam 

Ra i an - Pullamnyam u a nr arayanan ' SamUdr 


49. Tiruthankal 

Nindra Narayanan I Standing Facing East 
I Sengamalathaya, Annanayaki, Amruta 
Nayaki, Anantanayaki, Jaambhavati I 
Papavinasha Theertham I Devachandra 
Vimanam I Revealed to Sridevi, 
Salyapandyan, a Tiger, Srivallavan. 

50. Tirumogur 

Kalamegha Perumal I Standing Facing East 
I Mogurvalli I Ksheerabdhi Pushkarni I 
Kedhaki Vimanam I Revealed to Brahma, 
Indra, Ajarudhra. 

51. Tirukoodal . 

Koodalalagar, I Sitting Facing East I 
Madhuravalli, Vagulavalll. Varagunavalli S 
Maragathavalli I Hema Pushkarni, Chakra 
Theertham, Kruthamala & Vaigai rivers 
Ashtanga Vimanam I Revealed to Bhng , 
Saunagadis, Periyalvar. 

52. Srivilliputtur _ 

Vatapatrasai I Bujanga Sayanam 9 
East I Rangamannar I Standing Pos 
Facing East I Andal I Tirumukkulam I 
Samsana Vimanam I Revealed 
Mandoogamuni, Periyalvar. 

53. Tirukkurugur -^raniran 

Aadinathan. Aadipiran, Polmdu NindIr P r • 

I Standing Facing East I Anadmathavant. 
Kurugoorvalli I Brahma | 

Tamaraparam River I Ta ™ ar ^ 
Govinda Vimanam I Revealed to 
Madurakavi Alvar, Nammalvar. 

54. Tiruttolaivillimangalam , 

(I) Devapiran I Standing Facing Ea 
Ubayanacchiyar . 

(It) Aravindalochanan I Sitting Ea ? ! ?|i rL]na 

1 Karutthadankanni Nacchiyar I Varuna 

Theertham. Tamraparani Rarer Kumuda 
Vimanam I Revealed to Indra, c y • 

55. Tiru Sirivaramangai (Vanamalat 

i« 

Nandavarthana Vimanam ' ' Bhrigu 

Brahma, Indran, Romasamuni. bnr g 
Maharishi & Markandeya. 

Neerrudi Theertham I Vedasar‘Vimanam 
Revealed to Varuna. Neerrudi. Dharmara,a. 
Narar 

Vannan I Sitting Facing East 










Kuzhaikadhuvalli Nacchiyar, Tirupperai 
Nacchiyar I Sukra Pushkarni, Shanka 
Theerlham I Bhadra Vimanam I Revealed 
to Sukra, Eesanya Rudra, Brahma. 

S8.Srivaikuntam 

Sri Vaikunta Nathan, Kallappiran I Standing 
Facing East I Vaikuntavalli, Bhoodevi I 
Bhrigu Theertham, Tamaraparani River I 
Chandra Vimanam I Revealed to Bhrigu 
Chakravarti, Indra. 

59. Tiruvaragunamangai 

Vijayasana Perumal I Sitting Facing East 
I Varagunavalli Thayar, Varagunamangai 
Thayar I Deva Pushkarni, Agni Theertham 
I Vijayakoti Vimanam I Revealed to Agni, 
Romasa Muni, Sathyavan. 

60. Tirukkulandai 

Srinivasan I Standing Facing East I 
Alamelumangai Thayar & Kulandaivalli 
Nacchiyar I Perungulam I Anandanilaya 
Vimanam I Revealed to Brahaspati. 

61. Tirukkurungudi 

Vamana Kshetram I Moolavar Nindra Nambi, 
Kurungudi Nambi, Erundha Nambi, Varuga 
Nambi, Vaishnava Nambi, Kidandha Nambi, 
Malaimel Nambi. Tirupparkadal Nambi I 
Standing Facing East I Utsavar Sundra 
Paripoornar I Kurungudivalli Nacchiyar I 
Tiruparkadal, Pancha Thurai, Sindhunadhi I 
Panchakethaka Vimanam I Revealed to 
Shiva. 

62. Tirukkolur 

Vyttha Maanidhi Bujanga Sayanam Facing 
East I Kumudavalli, Koloorvalli Nacchiyar 
I Kubera Theertham, Tamaraparani River I 
Srikara Vimanam I Revealed to Kubera 
Madurakavi Alvar. 

MALAI NAADU 

63. Tiruvanantapuram 

Anatapadmanabhan Buianga Sayanam 
Facing East I Sriharilakshmi I Matsya 
Theertham, Padma Theertham. Varaha 
Theertham I Hemakooda Vimanam I 
Revealed to Indra. Chandra. Ekadasa 
Rudras. 

64. Tiruvanparisaram 

Tirukkuralappan, Tiruvalamarban I Sitting 
Facing East I Kamalavalli Nacchiyar I 
Lakshmi Theertham I Indrakalyana Vimanam 
I Revealed to Garuda, Kari. Udayanangai 

65. Tirukkatkarai 

Katkaraiappan I Standing Facing South 
Perunchelva Nayaki. Vatsalyavalli Nacchiyar 
I Kapila Theertham I Pushkala Vimanam I 
Revealed to Kapila Rishi 

66 . Tirumulikalam 

Tirumulikalattan, Appan. Srisuktinatha 
Perumal I Standing Facing East I Maduravem 
Nacchiyai 1 Perunkulam Shanka Theertham 


I Sittraru I Soundarya Vimanam I R eve 
to Harita Maharshi. 


aled 


67. Tiruppuliyur . Por Kodi 

Mayappiran I Standing Facing Eas ttia m 

Nacchiyar I Prangyasaras I Po ru . 
Vimanam I Revealed to Saptharism • 

68. Tiruchenkundrur . ^ eS t I 

Imayavarappan I Standing ^'^pi-tharm 
Sengamalavalli I Shanka Tn . Reve aled 
Tiruchittraru I Jagatjyoti Vimanam 

to Rudra. 

69. Tirunavai . gtandihS 

Navai Mukundan, Narayanan ,y ar 1 

Facing East I Malarmangai N ar n 1 

Sengamala Saras I Veda vi dr an. 

Revealed to Lakshmi. Gaj 
Navayogis. 

70. Tiruvallaval 


Sri Vallabha Kshetram I K< ?'grinding 
Tiruvazhmarbhan, Srivallabhan de vi, 
Facing East I ^nta^ 
Selvatirukozhundu Nacchiyar G a K0 |a 
Theertham. Pampa Nadhi I Cha rna m 

Vimanam I Revealed to Ghanta*. 

71. Tiruvanvandur , gtandi p 9 

Pambanaiyappan. Kamalanathan d jyar 
Facing West I Kamalavalli pgdhah 1 
Papanasa Theertham, Pampa | 6 d *° 

Vedalaya Vimanam I Re 
Markandeyar, Narada. 

72. Tiruvattaru ga yah arr ! 

Adikesava Perumal Bhujanga ^yar 

Facing West l Maragadavalli N p a rh 
Kadalvai Theertham. Vattatu. t aKsh ra 
Theertham I Ashtanga Vimanam, a ura (n a ' 
Vimanam I Revealed to Par 
Chandra. 

73. Tiruvittuvakkodu ra d3 n . 

Uyyavandha Perumal. Abhay F ttl |Va”' 
Standing Facing South I Vithuvak* 
Padmapani Nacchiyar I Chakra vea |gd 

I Tatvakanchana Vimanam I 
Ambarishan a m) 

74. Tirukkadittanam (Ghatika ^ n g 6 ,,5 | 

Amruta Narayanan I Standing l\ >f , r |ha' T ' |CI 
I Karpagavalli I Bhoomi Th ^gd 
Punyakoti Vimanam I ^ eV 
Rughmangada | 

75. Tiruvaranvilai coring ^faS- 

Tirukurallappan I Standing Ft a Sa r< : | 
Padmasani Nacchiyar I Vedavy ^par 

Pampa Theertham I Vamana 
Revealed to Brahma Vedavya 

NADU NAADU g 

76. Tiruvahindrapuram dln g P^rv 

Moolavar Deivanayakan 1 va na !l p, 

East I Utsavar ‘', ha pa ,n 
Divishannathan 


Vibb 


7911 


















Dasasandhyan, Moovaragiya Oruvan, 
Adiyavarukku Meyyan I Hemambhujavalli 
Tayar I Garudanadhi, Chandra Theertham, 
Sesha Theertham 1 Chandra Vimanam, 
Shudhasatva Vimanam I Revealed to 
Chandra, Garuda. 

77. Tirukkovalur 

Moolavar Trivikraman I Standing Facing 
East I Utsavar Aayanar, Kovalan I 
Poongoval Nacchiyar I Pennaiyaru River, 
Krishna Theertham, Chakra Theertham I 
Srikara Vimanam I Revealed to Bali 
Chakravarthi, Mrukandu, Brahma, Indra. 
Kukshi, Sounakar, Kashyapa, Kaalavar & 
Kusadhvaja Rishis & Mudal Alvars. 

TONDA NADU 

78. Ashtabujakaram 

Adikesava Perumal, Gajendra Varadan, 
Chakradharar I Standing Facing East I 
Alarmelmanga, Padmasani I Gajendra 
Pushkarni I Gaganakruthi. Chakrakruti 
Vimanam I Revealed to Gajendra. 

79. Tiruttanka 

Deepaprakasar, Vilakkoli Perumal, 
Divyaprakasar I Standing Facing West i 
Maragathavalli I Saraswati Theertham I 
Srikara Vimanam I Revealed to Saraswati. 

80. Tiruvelukkai 

Alagiyasingar. Nrisimhan, Mukunda Nayakan 
I Standing Facing East I Velukkaivalli, 
Amrutavalli I Kanaka Saras. Hema Saras 
i Kanaka Vimanam I Revealed to Bhrigu 
Maharishi 

81 - Tirupadagam 

Pandava Dhootan I Sitting Facing East l 
i v J™ 1 ?!- Sa, yabhama I Matsya Theertham 
eda Koti Vimanam, Bhadra Vimanam I 
Revealed to Janamejaya. Harita Muni. 

82. Tiruneeragam 

Jagadeesha Perumal I Standing Facing East 
1 Niiamangaivalli | Akrura Theertham I 
ga eeshwara Vimanam I Revealed to 


I Komalavalli Nacchiyar I Poigai Pushkarni 
I Vedasara Vimanam I Revealed to Brahma, 
Poigai Alvar, Bhutat Alvar, Kanikannan. 

86. Tirukkaragam 

Karunakara Perumal I Standing Facing South 
I Padmamani Nacchiyar I Ambarisha Saras 
I Vamana Vimanam, Ramya Vimanam I 
Revealed to Garga Maharshi. 


87. Tirukkarvanam 

Kalvar Standing Facing West I Kamalavalli 
I Gowri Thadakam I Pushkala Vimanam I 
Revealed to Gowri. 


88. Tirukalvanur 

Adivaraha Perumal I Standing Facing Wes 
I Anjilaivalli Nacchiyar I Nitya Pushkarni 
Vamana Vimanam I Revealed to Aswatta 
Narayanan. 

89. Tirupavalavannan 

Pavala Vannan I Sitting Facing West I 
Pavalavalli I Chakra Theertham I Pra ^ la 
Vimanam I Revealed to Ashwmi Devatas, 
Parvati. 

90. Tiruparameswara Vinnagaram i 

Paramapada Nathan. Vaikunta Nathan 
Sitting Facing West I Vaikuntavalli I 
Ayrammada Theertham I Mukunda Vimana 
Revealed to Pallavarajan. 

31. Tiruputkuzhi . nn Fas ♦ 

Vijayaragava Perumal I Sitting 
I Maragathavalli Tayar I Jatayu j ata yu 
I Vijayakoti Vimanam I Revealed to Jatayu 

92. Tirunindravoor gvj peruma | 

Bhaktavatsala Peruma . .. a) |j | varuna 

I Standing Facing East I Sudha an 
Pushkarni. Virutha Pf"', 
Vimanam I Revealed to Varunan. 

93. Tiruevvul irchetram I 

Punyavartha. Veeksharany Savanam 
Veeraraghava Perumal .^Hruthapanasha 
Facing East I KanagavaW I Hr “7 R P evealed 
Pushkarni I Vijayakoti Vimana 

^ ... ■ _ h t ^U^riohl 


83- Tirunilattlngal Tundam 

natingai Tundattan, Chandra Chooda 
n'™® 1 1 Standing Facing West I Ner 
Chamn 3 Val11, ^ilathingal Thundatayar I 
Vimana'm 1^“ to 3^ asuktha 

MooTav U a 0 r 0r ? 9am u 

Perumal i Tlruvlkra man, Ulagalandha 
Peraa-J s,an ding Facing West. Utsavar 
Ar nruth-, " n. n ' Am udhavalli Nacchiyar. 
Vimana^, 3 , 1 Naga Theertham I Sara Srikara 
at Revealed to Adiseshan 

Valh T ' rUVehka 

yeoacoik ka !-l Sonnav annam Seida Perumal, 
u Shuianga Sayana Facing West 


94. Tiruneermalai 

Thoyadri Kshetram a Neela 

(I) At the foot of the hill'Nee"mnna, Nee ( 
Mugil Vannan I Standing Fa g 
Animamalar Mangai 

(II) Atop the Hill Facinq East 

1 Shanta Nrisimhan 1 Sl,ti "9 F p | st 

2 Trivikraman I Walking fac S Soulh 

3 Ranganathan I Reclining F 9 

Ranganayak, I Man.karnika Thadaka^ 

Sheera. Karunya. .SidcMw * Reveale d 
Pushkarnis I Thoyagiri Vimanam' rkan deya 
to Thondaman. Bhrigu and Markano y 

Maharishi. 











95 . Tiruvidavendai 

Moolavar Lakshmi Varaha Perumal I Standing 
Facing East I Utsavar Nithyakalyana 
Perumal I Komalavalli Nacchiyar I Kalyana 
Theertham, Varaha Theertham I Kalyana 
Vimanam I Revealed to Markandeya. 

96. Tirukadalmallai 

Moolavar Sthalasayana Perumal I Bujanga 
Sayanam Facing West I Utsavar 
Sthalasayanathuraivaar I Nilamangai Tayar 
I Pundareega Pushkarni. Garuda River I 
Gaganakruthi Vimanam I Revealed to 
Pundareega Maharshi. 

97 . Tiruvalllkeni 

1. Moolavar Venkata Krishnan with Rukmini, 
Balaram, Satyaki, Aniruddha, Pradhyumna 
I Standing Facing East I Utsavar 
Parthasarathy. 

2. Ranganathan, Mannathan Facing East I 
Vedavalli 

3. Sita, Lakshmana, Bharatha, Satrugna, 
Hanumanta, Sameta Srirama Facing South. 

4. Varadarajan, Deva Perumal on Garuda 
Facing East. 

5. Thelliya Singar Facing West 
Kairavini Saras I Ananta Vimanam, Pranava 
Vimanam, Pushpaka Vimanam, Sesha 
Vimanam. Daiviga Vimanam I Revealed to 
Rukmini, Thondaman, Arjuna. Bhrigu, 
Markandeya, Madhumaan, Saptaroma, Athri, 
Jaajali Maharshis, Aniruddha, Pradhyumna, 
Balarama and Sumatirajan. 

98. Tirukkadigai 

Moolavar Yoga Narasimha I Sitting Facing 
East I Utsavar Bhaktavatsala Peruman I 
Amrutavalli I Amrula Theertham I Thakkan 
Kulam I Simhakoshtakruti Vimanam I 
Revealed to Siria Tiruvadi. 

VADA NAADU 

99. Singavelkundram 

1. Ahobila Nrisimha I Sitting Facing East 
I Lakshmi, Senjulakshmi. 

2. Jwala Nrisimha, 3. Malola Nrisimha, 4. 
Kroda Nrisimha, 5. Karanja Nrisimha, 6 
Bhargava Nrisimha. 7. Yogananda Nrisimha, 
8 . Kshtravata Nrisimha, 9. Pavana (holy) 
Nrisimha I Pavanasini, Bhargava, Indra, 
Nrisimha, Gaja Theerthams I Guhai I 
Revealed to Prahlada, Adivan Satakopan. 

100. Tiru Ayodhya 

Srirama, Chakravarthi Thirumagan, 
Raghunayakan I Sitting Facing North I Sita 
Piratti I Paramapadasatya Pushkarni, Sarayu 
River I Pushkala Vimanam I Revealed to 
Bharatalvan, Devas, Maharishis. 

101. Tiru Naimisaranyam 

Devarajan I Standing Facing East I 
Sriharilakshmi I Chakra Theertham, Gomuki 
Nadhi, Nemi. Divya Vishranta Theerthams 


t Q 0 veal®^ 

I Thapovan I Srihari Vimanam , , va sa- 
to Indra, Sudharma, Devarishi. Ve 

102. Tiru Salagramam , sride v j 

Sri Moorthy I Standing Facing N° rt Gan da ki 
Nacchiyar I Chakra Theertham, , e( j to 
River I Kanaka Vimanam I Be 
Brahma, Rudra. Gandaki. 

103. Tiru Badrikashram ggs* ! 

Badri Narayanan I Sitting ^'pgrtha '' 0 
Aravindavalli I Thaptakunda I . ^snao 1 
Taplakanchana Vimanam I Badri 

i Revealed to Naran. 

104. Tirukandankadinagar jn g 6 a *! 

Neelamega Perumal I Standing ^ | Ad 
I Pundarikavalli I Mangala T 11 . e a eV ea |ed 
Ganga I Mangala Vimanam 
Bharadwaja Muni. 

105. Tiruppriti na m 

Paramapurushan I Bujanga Say ( m fl 

East I Parimalavalli Nacchiy ^an® . 
Theertham, Govardhana Theerma 
Saras I Govardhana Vimanam 
to Parvati. . 


e s3 n 


I SWjJr l 


106. Tiru Dwarakai ka dee 

Kalyana Narayanan, Dwarc cch! y p fi 

Standing Facing West I Kaiya at i fl'% 
Rukhmini, Ashtamahishis ' _ ta \Zirn3 n 
Samudra Sangamam I Henna- 0 

I Revealed to Draupati. 

107. Tiru Vadamadurai 
Govardanesan, Balakrishna • | a 

Facing East I Satyabham y a m (0 

Theertham. Govardana Theen pe ve al 
River I Govardana Vimanam a pd 
Vasudeva, Devaki, Brahma. In 
Devas. g 0S t 

108. Tiruvaipadi . _ 

Navamohana Krishna I Standi 9 ur1 a , to 
I Rukmini & Satyabhama 1 ‘ ^e a 

I Hemakoota Vimanam 
Nandagopan. 

ABHIMANA KSHETRAS 


1. Tirunarayanapuram, pacing ,y t iP 

Tirunarayana Swami I Standi J ^0 

I Selva Pillai I Kalvani, Yadufl'",V^V 1 


I Selva Pillai I Kalyani, '“"".Tgya u "ca 
Kalyani Teertham I Ananda k a 


^aiyani leerrnam i —q a n 3 * ia 

I Revealed to Brahma, p ar pa |lU ^ 0 vil' 
Kumaras, Garuda and Sn h^j) 

2. Sri Muddu Tirunarayana ^ giip^ jinS 

Jalladian Pettai (Selvar^'V S 

Muddu Tirunarayana Sw a a n \ 

Facing West I Selva N a g e |va a rn 
Sumangali Nacchiyar. Anda vif^A 1 a . 

I Chitra Kulam I Anan on aa' 
Revealed to Tirumany^ 


Tirunarayanapuram Araiy ar 






The Sacred Book of Four Thousand 
by Srirama Bharati 

N ALAYIRA DIVYA PRABANDHAM is a Tamil work of antiquity 
revered by Sri-Vaishnavas as God's own word, spoken through 
the poetry of Alvar Saints. It was compiled by Sri Nathamuni 
(9-10th Century AD) and offered to the lord of Srirangam as worship 
through music and dance, a performing art from which still survives in 
the temple tradition of Araiyar Sevai. It is also recited as a chant, singly 
or antiphonally, as part of temple worship. 

In its long history of over a thousand years, Divya Prabandham has 
been enriched by a succession of revered Acharyas whose Vyakhyanas 
or literary expositions in Manipravala / Sanskritised Tamil have been a 
source of abiding inspiration and joy for the Tamil world. Now for the 
first time, the work can be read and understood by all in English as 
well. 

Srirama Bharati, who hails from a distinguished family of scholars, 
has a proven mastery over both Tamil and English. Drawing richly from 
the traditional interpretations, he has written with admirable clarity, adding 
to it his own rare insight into the mystic psyche of the Alvars. 

‘Selvamudaiyanpettai Araiyar' Srirama Bharati is a repository of Araiya 
Sevai. His stage performances, as well as his earlier book, "Araiyar Sevai: 
Theatre Expression in Sri-Vaishnava Worship”, have been widely acclaimed 
all the world over. His songs, available on audio cassettes, are heard and 
enjoyed in almost every Sri-Vaishnava home. This book is a fruition of 
twentyfive years of his delving deep into the Alvar experience, and his 
passion for sharing that experience with one and all. 
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